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FUN was nearly worried to death. 


He had grown pale and haggard—the shadow 
of his former self. 


No need to look far for the cause. It was Leap 
Year, and every unmarried lady in the world was 
preparing to propose for the Humorist’s hand. 
Some had already done so—already had the Great 
One declined (as delicately and kindly as possible) 
the offers of a Hospital Nurse, a Publican’s Widow, 
a Beautiful Heiress, a Columbine, a Housemaid, a 
Princess, a Prison Warder, a Lieutenant in the 
Salvation Army, a Vocalist, a Novelist, a Monthly 
Nurse, a Professional Beauty,a Dealer in the 
left-off garments of the Aristocracy, and many 
others. The mere labour of receiving and reply- 
ing to the proposals was worrying and exhausting ; 
but it was not that which troubled Mr. Fun. It 
was the consciousness that he was doomed to carry 
woe to the hearts of all existing spinsters and 
widows ; the feeling that he was powerless to soothe 
the bitter pain of disappointment he, being 
oy a married man, must perforce inflict upon 
them. 


Presently, however, he ceased to be sad: for the 
panacea was found. With a deep sigh of relief, and 
something of his wonted cheerfulness, he reflected 
that balm for that and all other human woes will 


‘be found in the pages of 


NEW SERIES OF “FUN.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


THe G.iose.—* Dear me, what a time it is since I saw you 
“* What have you been doing with yourself all these months?” ‘*‘ How 


dd 





lue Estpiag.~—Movrsty! 


well you're looking, too.” These were the remarks I wanted to make 
to Mr, Wilson Barrett on the evening of the 22nd ult., when I saw him 
after an interval of many, many months. Unfortunately, however, he 
was engaged at the moment. There were a lot of people about, so 
that I didn’t get an opportunity of addressing him, 


He was, in fact, engaged upon 7/e Golden Ladder, I believe he and 
his collaborator, Mr. Sims, have both been engaged upon it for some 
time. Well, it’s a good strong dose they've prepared for us, and no 
mistake! I daresay there is no mistake either. Some people like their 


| (stage) miseries hot, strong, and plenty of em; little babies pining to 


death are meat and drink to them ; ‘‘two fond hearts” cruelly separated, 
and battered, and banged, and tortured by fortune, until you would think 
human feeling could stand no more, are essential ; relentless and un- 
scrupulous villainy, cheats, murders, turnings out of house and home (in 
snowstorms, for preference), all at the expense of the heroes—these be 
things swallowed of some, with insatiable appetite, what time they ponder 
yr pleasure or ease for the ‘‘missis,” or worry about Tommy's 
ilblains. 


Mr. BARRETT struck me as a bit ‘‘ off colour” in his acting on that 
particular evening. It was, however, an anxious time no doubt, and 
there were sufficient indications in the performance that it will be second 
to none of his old impersonations in earnestness, force, and tenderness 
‘later on.” Miss Eastlake was quite up to form, and depicted the 
heroine in colours both tender and vigorous, The other members of a 
somewhat lengthy cast played, almost without exception, with excellent 





Tue Gaiery.—Tag Ficure Worxs. 


point ; the 


hs uiet truth of the prison warders, in particular, was most 


ective. 


Tue Empire.—This magnificent building is at last what Nature 








meant it to be—at least, that’s my way of putting it—a Music Hall, or 
‘* Variety” Entertainment (which, pas At from the present specimen, 
the Zimes describes as ‘‘ bordering on vulgarity.” But then, the 7tmes 
always was mild spoken !) is the only possible kind of entertainment in 
a house of such dimensions and acoustic deficiencies—ballets included, 
of course; and ballet is the backbone of the entertainment at the 


Empire as at the rival house round the corner. 


Dilara, the principal of the two given here, is certainly very fine, a 
touch of originality here and there having the effect of changing old 
for new ones—not that there are any ‘“‘old figures” in the 
‘* corps” here, they are all particularly young and neat ones, with good- 
looking heads at the top of them and elastic limbs beneath them, Ze 
Sports of England Ballet, which is number two, is likely to be even 
more popular. Both are cleverly arranged by Madame Katti Lanner— 
and pretty to see the modest reluctance of that lady and Mr. Augustus 
Harris to accept a call. 


Tue GAIzTY.—A portion of the audience at this theatre on Christmas 
Eve, under to some extent an unfounded sense of injury, did their best 
to punish the management by making it particularly uncomfortable for 
everybody but the management. Long waiting in the cold had placed 
their tempers in a dangerous balance, a fancied wrong upset it, and at 
last too much *‘ Stage Manager” drove them mad. There was not much 
harm done, but as an evening’s entertainment Frankenstein is spoilt by 
the too predominant stage manager (just as Monte Cristo was), and 
until the company has (inadequately) supplied the absence of author in 
the last act, by the introduction of jokelets, etc., that portion of the 
play will be dull in spite of the (certainly magnificent) ‘‘ procession,” 
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Drury Lane.—O'BrieEN OvuT-DONE. 


which evoked cries of ‘‘Gus Harris "—a just and pregnant criticism, by- 
the-way. 


THAT’s my growl against things as they are. Given things as they 
are, however, the work has been done by all concerned, from proud 
stage-manager to humble scene-shifter and author, with the greatest 
energy, completeness, and success. The subject is not a good one, but 
Miss Nellie Farren and Mr. Fred Leslie have heaps of good lines and 
some capital songs. Mr. Lonnen has another Irish song of Mr. Martin’s 
which is funny, but not nearly “tin it” with “‘ Ballyhooley” and ‘* Killa 
loe.” Then Misses Marion Hood, Camille D’Arville, Sylvia Grey, 
Messrs. Thornton, Stone, Charlie Ross—what need I do but name | 
them, and what more do you want? 


Drury Lang.—When Mr. Harris’s pantomime is more of a panto- 
mime and less of a pretty forward dress-rehearsal than it was on Boxing 
Night it will probably be unsurpassed by any of its predecessors. 
Nicholls and Campbell (the programme omits everybody’s ‘‘ handle,” so 
I’m sure they wont mind me leaving off the ‘* Messrs.”—they’re not 
** messers’ any way)—Nicholls and Campbell, I say, are funny already, 
though their business is but crude as yet. Charles Lauri’s cat is “all 
there.” ‘*Lily Wadman” is tuneful and captivating without stint. 
** Letty Lind” Terpsichorates ‘like an angel.” The Ogre (when his 
voice comes from the proper side of the stage) will be very awe-inspiring, 
as will the Lion when his head does not fall off. The Panorama will be 
as effective as it is well painted when it consents to work properly, and 
the Love’s Labyrinth scene will merit all praise when it is cut out 
bodily. A ballet and doll’s lullaby, danced and sung by the Katti 
Lanner children, is particularly creditable. NgSTOR. 
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Our Latest Leap Year. 
(Alias 1888.) 
CoE, little year, pray do not fear, 


We do not wish to hurt you ; 
As yet you're nice, quite free from 





vice, 
And full of child-like virtue— 
An infant-pet, with no regret, 
And with no cause to weep, year; | 
May you remain without a stain, 
Oh, latest little Leap Year! 


The notion goes that girls propose 
To men, in years like you are— 
If this be thus, then bring to us 
Proposers that all true are, 
In any case, pray ne'er erase 
The love that’s fond and deep, 
year. 
| All hearts pray bless with happiness, 
Oh, latest little Leap Year ! 





As time proceeds, supply the needs 
| Of all who pine and suffer— 
| There’s been enough of stress that’s 
| rough, 
| Don’t let that stress be rougher. 
Let Faith and Hope have larger 
scope, 
Give no one cause to weep, year ; 
| Put Scorn and Self upon the shelf, 
| And o’er all sorrow leap, year. 


A Rhapsody. 
O MAIDEN with the flowing hair, 
And eye of liquid blue, 
| Attend to me while I declare 
I’m very fond of you. 
| You have a stately, regal air, 
You've grace in every feature, 


| You are (as you are quite aware) 
A fascinating creature. 


| But flowing hair will cease to flow, 
| And eyes anon grow dim 
(For Time is ungallant, you know, 
| And none can wheedle him) ; 
Your regal air no more we'll see, 
Nor grace’s indicating, 
And even you will cease to be 
Exactly fascinating. 


But ‘tis not for these things alone | 
That in my heart you rank ; 
Ah, no! forlong this heart hasknown 
You’ve something in the bank. 
| Oh, I admit your regal air, 
I like your lips of honey ; 
I love your pretty golden hair, 
But I adore your money ! 
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RANDY A LA RUSSE. 


‘LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL IS NOT ENGAGED ON A DIPLOMATIC MISSION, BUT HAS GONE 
TO RUSSIA TO KEEP HIMSELF WARM.”—Daily Pagers. 








A SPECIAL OCONSTABLE’S STORY, 


IT was a miserably cheerless Saturday night. 

The cold wind of December whistled Wagnerian music through 
Splorditch Street. 

Loudly the chill blast rattled {the bones of a tall, gaunt, scantily- 
clothed man who passed me, walking rapidly. Some care not for the 
clickerty, click, clink, clank of bones, Ido. To me there is melody in 
the sound. Fascinated bythe harmony, I thought there would not be 
any harm in following the thin stranger; besides, I'M A SPECIAL 
CONSTABLE ! 

Suddenly I noticed him pause on coming to a court which led out of 
the main thoroughfare. I saw him lean against a shop which formed 
one of the corners of the cu/ de sac. He looked leaner than ever ! 

Presently he shook himself together, and tapping the side of his purple 
nose, he whistled in a low—a very low—and peculiar manner, 

** Too late—shutters up—by gosh!” I heard him mutter. ‘* No! all 
right after all,” he continued, as his dark black eye turned towards a 
= light that flickered inside an open door five yards up the blind- 
alley. 

After glancing suspiciously around, the long, lank man threaded his 





_ him, I noticed a broad blade, attached to a b 


way towards the dismal entry silently as a darning-needle. Stopping 
for a few instants on the threshold, he pulled a dark object out of his 
breast-pocket and examined it cautiously. Creeping more closely to 
handle, flash in bis 
unwashed, attenuated, yet sinewy right hand, He then dashed in! 


My soundest teeth chattered with a hollow echo. Intense cold, com- 
bined with blue funk, caused them to do so, I longed for a long drink 
of hot steaming pineapple-rum ; but that rich ripe refreshment does not 
run in the gutters, 

Still, feeling convinced a horrible crime was about to be perpetrated, 
I softly made my way through the dismal entry, and tound mapeall ina 
contracted passage, with many narrow doors, 

Close behind one of them a violent but confused altercation was 
on, At last I heard a gruff voice exclaim, “I ain’t going to let var have 
a farthing more than sixpence on that darned old razor, Bob Williams, 
and that’s flat! I shouldn’t look at it at all if you hadn’t been a regular 
customer for years. Take it or leave it—just as you like; and be sharp 
in decidin’, as we're just shutting up. Two minutes more and you 
wouldn’t ’ave got in at all.” 

I grasped the situation—and left ! 
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SOME RECIPES.—I. HOW TO MAKE A SOCIALIST.—( Continued. ) 
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Encouraged by success so far, persevere. If you happen to be a riparian owner, your task is greatly facilitated ; for, is your subject is given to quiet recreation, you 
can warn him off from catching fish which you have neither bought nor inherited, in the navigable river which flows past your land. 
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And you can send your dog at him for walking (without towing a boat) on the tow-path, which is hired from you for the public use. 
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Then, having let this ferment, drop in once more at his house of call; and you will hear your once-contented subject say —‘‘ Tell yer what—I ain't so sartin sure 


as I used to be tnat ennybody Aas a ght to propputty as nobody else can call his soul his own within ten mile of!” And you will be able to congratulate yourself that | 
you are getting on excellently with your work, Mr. Landowner. 


(Concluded next week.) | 
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TWELFTH NIGHT REVELS. 








THE LORDS OF MISRULE AND THE MUTUAL MOKE. 
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OONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


“TO AVOID PUBLICITY.” 


| [M. Maurice Bernhardt, son of the actress, is about to be married. 7. he marriage 
is to take place at midnight in order to avoid a crowd.” —Newspaper.| 


Scene—faris, a quiet town situated in France. 


ons: MAURICE. My — 
I have proposed to myse 
to pk mt my fiftieth 
birthday. My idea it is 
to avoid publicity ; this is 
my reason for the whole 
affair, Let us see, then, 
I have ordered the coffin— 
MADAME THE MAMMA. 
Is it possible, for example? 
The coffin. That it isa 
terrible idea, But why? 
Mons. M. Why? Listen 
then. I have proposed to 
myself to celebrate my 
birthday in a coffin with a 
view to avoid 
MAD, THE M, But see 
that I am stupid! To 
avoid publicity, assuredly. 
The success by that means 








there it is assured. 


Idea supreme ! 
Mons. M. And further, the affair is to take place at midnight, on the 


top of Notre Dame. See, it is the big guns and the fireworks which 
arrive in this moment! 

MAD, THE M, But now I see, my son, The guns are to be fired, and 
the fireworks let off to ensure privacy, and prevent the affair attracting 
notice, is it not? Have you thought of one other little precaution, to 
have the summit of Notre Dame illumined with electric light ? 

Mons, M. Perfectly, my mother. As the clock strikes midnight, the 
artillery will thunder forth, accompanied by a shower of sky rockets, 
while, the same instant, the light of ten million candles will burst forth 
from the summit of Notre Dame, I\lumined by its radiance, I, seated 
.| in my coffin, and surrounded by candles, shall be let down by means of 
a crane half-way to the street, and shall there sing a song, sound a 
trumpet, and make a speech, Further, always with a view of avoiding 
a vulgar publicity, I shall cause each Parisian newspaper—— 

MAb. THE M, To insert a long advertisement of the whole pro- 
gramme ! 

Mons. M, Perfectly, my mother! That you are acute! I have 
given orders, also, that every street in Paris—— 

MAD. THE M, Shall be placarded with illustrated posters in red, 
blue, green, and yellow about the affair? 

Mons. M. Perfectly, my mother! See how you are always right ! 

MAb. THE M. You have not forgotten to call the attention of the 
foreign Press throughout the world to the affair? Good! the privacy 
is assured, 

* * 7 » . * 

Mons. M. See that I am desolate—that I am crushed by grief! It 
was a failure, that quiet affair of mine. Down with the life ! 

MAD, THE M. Ah, but burst not with grief, my cherished! There 
was much people in the 
streets to witness the 
affair. 

Mons, M. Without 
doubt, madame. But there 
were not millions. The 
people did not trample one 
another in their eagerness 
to see the sight. There 
was not a revolution, nor 
a downfall of the ministry, 
nor a crisis of the State, 
The hope, the happiness, 
are they not dead — say 
now? The life it is not 
but some bitterness — a 
desolation of the most 
hopeless, by blue! Leave 
me to die. There is not 
a single article of any im- 
portance in any newspaper 
on the subject. I retire me 
from this world so lugubrious, the other side of a wall of monastery, 
Adieu. Will to make a grand demonstration with fireworks at the 
door of the monastery, that my retirement may be unnoticed, 








Character-Songs for Leviathan Comiques. 
No. II.—‘*O TuaT MISTLETOE BouGH!” 


THE mistletoe hung in a drawing-room small 
From a bright gasalier some six feet from each wall ; 
And Tomkins, the master, and plump Mrs, T., 
Were as proud as two peacocks or parents could be 
Who were giving a party genteel to the core, 
Surpassing all parties they’d given before— 
A costly indulgence, to which they’d been led 
In respect of their daughter, engaged to be wed. 

O that mistletoe bough ! 

O that mistletoe bough ! 


The sherry and oranges round"had been past, 
The forfeits and riddles were finish’d at last ; 
Then the fiancé timidly said to his love, 
Who was dress’d all in satinette, cou/éur de dove— 
‘* Suppose, O my darling, for fun, don’t you know, 
We absently under that mistletoe go, 
And snatch just one wee ’ittle ghost of a kiss, 
If it’s only to make the rest envy our bliss.” 
O that mistletoe bough ! 
O that mistletoe bough ! 


At that tempting moment the maid cast her eye 
On a cousin who serv’d in the Queen’s cavalry, 
Who, standing all fair on his unbooted feet, 
Measur’d six foot, and look’d in his uniform sweet ; 
The which he was wearing that night for her sake, 
And the shine out of Titmouse, her lover, to take ; 
And she saw by his face that neath that mistletoe 
’Twould be better for Titmouse if she did not go, 

O that mistletoe bough ! 

O that mistletoe bough ! 


** Don’t ask me,” she whisper’d, and hung down her head, 
All beautiful blushes; ‘* Pray do not,” she said ; 
‘* I’m sure I should faint with confusion and fright, 
In the midst of so many, and in so much light ; 
And, oh! do not think I am cold-hearted, dear, 
If I quit you—-to go and look after the beer, 
And see that the supper’s all ready below— 
You’d wish me to save mamma trouble, I know !” 
O that mistletoe bough ! 
O that mistletoe bough ! 


As light as a fairy she trip’d from the room, 
And gloomy was Titmouse, her would-be bridegroom ; 
And ere from the drawing-room she'd been gone long, 
Her tall cousin slip’d all unseen by the throng ; 
And poor little Titmouse, who, quite cunning/ze, 
Had also slip’d after her, what did he see ?>— 
That six-foot dragoon with his arm round her waist, 
While she gave him the table’s best morsels to taste ! 
O that mistletoe bough ! 
O that mistletoe bough ! 


They did not encounter—they thought it not meet— 
But waited until they were both in the street ; 
When Titmouse, declaring her cousin had ‘‘ mash’d ” 
His fiancée, kick’d him, and—then got well thrash’d. 
Three stalwart policemen that Don Juan dodg’d 
And got off, while Titmouse in durance was lodg’d ; 
Admonish’d and fined the next day by a beak, 
And an ‘‘ action for breach” defends some time next week, 
O that mistletoe bough ! 
O that mistletoe bough ! 





et 
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** Do you like skate?” said the cook, to her pet constable, as the fish 
was frizzling on the fire. ‘‘ Skate? skate?” maundered the constable, 
who was well on the wassail. ‘* Skate? No, I tumbled into the tur- 
pentine—I mean Serpentine, last yearsh (hic), and I came out dripping, 
The very wordsh ‘skate,’ gives me shuddersh.” Then the cook drove 
him out of her domain with a steaming ladle, and her cousin in the 
Guards took his place at the table. 





AN undertaker’s married daughter pegged out recently, and her pa fixed 
up her funeral, which went off quite satisfactorily. The widower, however 
grumbled at the little bill pasent in; especially taking exception to one 
item, viz., ‘* Personal attendance at the obsequies—1os, 10d,” We 
should really like to know the raison d’étre of that odd tenpence. Two 
lawyers couldn’t find it out altogether satisfactorily, 
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A SMACKING KISS. 
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** Missus ses I'm to take the mistletoe down, ’cos a} — . i 
ae , ; pwee, SX ‘Shan’ houg “ 2's erry y! 
it ain't lucky to keep it up after New Year's Day. Shan’t be able to reach it without a chair, though. Here's the werry thing ! 
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“ Orkard kind of a chair, this ‘ere to get up n. Orkarder still when she ate pane penton Oe TTT) she didn’t expect!!! 
. i! 























ABOUT TWELTFH NIGHT. to ask me if I’d like to prompt! I'd like to prompt a few of them with 
As if Christmas Day, and New Year's, and all the rest of it weren’t | ™y walking-stick, that’s what I should. Confound ‘em ! 
enough of it by themselves, without ramming any more of the nonsense DioGENEs TuBBS, 
down one’s throat! It’s literally disgusting. Family parties indeed, 
too, for a week—you can guess what that is. A lot of children in yellow Pro Bono Publico 
faces, with eyes bunged up from stuffing tarts and things, being allowed ; i / ; 
to halloo like demons all over the shop. And how about your family? THe Licensed Victuallers have presented a second lifeboat to the 
What’s the good of their meeting together unless to wrangle? Or per- R.N.L.I, Of course she will be manned by a cork’s-crew, who though 
haps after your dinner, when you’re getting a bit comfortable, some beggar | they may be sometimes “half seas over,” we trust may never be whole 
begins to be confidential and says, *‘ Jobn, you've no idea of the expense | 8¢a8 under. The L. Vs. not believing in water themselves do their level 
of my family. Talk about the unemployed! Why, / work from morning | best—their spirit level best—to save others from it, 
oe night, and yet for the life of me I don’t know a hv wd get the 
ding school fees together for the next ,quarter.” t’s the sort of 
thing you have to put up with. To have to part right and left simply : Cold Comfort. 
because it’s what idiots choose to call the festive season! I’m positively Ir seems that Mr, George Augustus Sala, in his letters tothe 7edegraph, 
downright sick of it all! As to subscribing to charities, I won’t have | during his Australian tour, recommended ‘‘ Allcock s Porous Plasters,” 
anything to do with that. What do I care about dirty-faced orphans, I | for Bronchitis, Xc., &c. At the present season, and Christmas is liter- 
ally the “‘ present” season, when everybody is suffering from cold of some 


should like to know? Why, notarap, I can tell you. I support my : ; 
“company” by going to dinner, and the ‘‘ company’s schools” are | kind, a most seasonable gift would be a plaster for poor us. That this 


good enough—that’s doing one’s duty. And thinking about all this, | is so Sa/a va sans dire. 


you want me to help Twelfth Night, do you? Well, you're not likely raft 

to get me to. What do I care about Twelfth Night characters? They A RIDICULOUS halo of mystery has been shed around Lord Randolph 

can be good characters or bad characters—hang it all! Why a lot of | Churchill’s journey to St. Petersburg. Weare given to understand that 
the simple object of his lordship’s visit to that great city, was to enable 


the youngsters in my precious family want me to look on while they play 
Twelfth Night! Shakespeare in a Bloomsbury drawing-room is not | him to purchase, on the spot, some genuine Russian Bear’s-grease for his 


quite good enough for me, I can tell you. They even had theimpudence | moustachios. 
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A Pugilistic Prince. 


[According to an American paper, Prince Albert Victor told John L. Sullivan that 
he (the Prince) “ always has a go at punching the bag every morning. 


P all now scorning ; 
And now (pray don't wince) we are told of a prince 
bag ev'ry morning, 


| 


He'll practise with earnest endeavour. 

He drives left and right, in this man-and-bag fight, 
As th he foes’ eyes were adorning ; 

And he thinks it a spree, does the young Prince A. V., 
Who punches the bag ev'ry morning. 


Hee hath chummed ue lem etes to him did he tell 
e story your poet 
(In American sheets this sates one meets, 
And therefore it cannot be doubted). 
And Albert V.’s dad was of late very glad 
To shake hands with the Slugger, sans scorning, 
No surprise then evince that our Prince’s young Prince 


Bravely punches the bag every morning. 


No doubt Britain’s foes will be thrown into throes 
Of utter dismay and despair, too ; 

Finding those near the throne are to prize-fighting prone, 
And are ready to fight ‘‘on the square,” too. 

Now that Royalties spar, all the swells, near and far, 
Will do ditto—without any warning ; 

And without = flukes, will all put up their ‘‘ dukes,” 
And try punching the bag every morning. 
































Reginald Mashles reads :—*‘ The latest novelty in scarves worn b 

the gilded youth of America is made of rattle- b dhe, Ghndebented 

with a pin manufactured out of the snake’s rattle.” ‘‘ Bai jove! I'll 
ag for be dozen.” 

‘on, Mopperton.—** For goodness sake don't, m ! 
That is if you wish me to come near you. I've seen such a Ini Poe A 
snakes, both by day and night, ever since Christmas, that the bare 
idea of a fellow decorating his neck with bits of the horrid reptiles 
gives me most awful iumps! Get me some whisky and seltz. as soon 


as possible.” 


Pe ee _—— !—It is not the fact that skeleton-keys are used in 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


A NATIVE of India, who paint oe Enalishs to this CORNEEY, ro in- 
formed his fellow-countrymen that an woman is always pleasing 
at and amiable. It is, perhaps, needless to 
say that he didn’t get very much married 
while over here. 


SHE wasa fair kleptomaniac, who had 
been caught annexing gloves. “It is a 
sad mania of the prisoner’s to fancy all she 
sees,” pleaded her solicitor. ‘* Tut, tut ! 
to seize all she fancies, you mean,” growled 
the magistrate. 


‘*T am afraid you find the pheasant 
rather high, Mr. Jinks,” said the host. 
‘* Well, to tell the truth,” answered the 
: guest, *‘it’s so high that I shall have to 

climb on to the roof of your house before 
I can eat it.” Then everybody whispered that Jinks was a stupid, low, 
vulgar man ; whereas he only meant to be facetious. 








COAST-BORNE Russian coal is now largely sold in the Black Sea ports, 
under such names as “‘ Russian Cardiff,’”’ ‘‘ Russian Newcastle,” etc. 
** Muscovite Muck ” would be the most appropriate name for this trashy 


coal that won’t keep out cold. 


‘© Yes, Mr. Maunderby, as you very truly remark, ‘ We live again in 
our children, dear little souls !’” sighed the matron to the rector. And 
immediately the pastor had left the house she took her daughter Jemima 
by the ear, and bumped the youngster’s head against the wall for hiding 
behind a curtain during the pastoral interview. 


A NUMBER of the Socialist spouters who take exception to landowners 
forget that they themselves are landowners. The ‘‘ real estate” they 
carry about on their necks, alone, is very considerable. 


THE condition of Prince Ferdinand’s nose is even more shaky than 
his position is in Bulgaria. ‘The other day a small boy began chalking 
up a rhyme on the wall of his palace, which, roughly translated, ran 


thusly :— 
** Hist ! these are the words ot a Bulgar: 
Our Freddy’s appearance is vulgar ; 

He has spots on his nose 

Most suggestive of goes——” 
At this interesting moment of impromptu composition, a sentry ap- 
peared most abruptly, secured the budding poet, and ran him in. It is 
rumoured that next day the infant Bulgar seemed singularly restless and 
uneasy, while his eyelids were the colour of tomatoes, 


AN enthusiastic poet begs Mr. Cunninghame-Graham to lift up his 
**crested head.” ‘* Cracked nut” would, practically speaking, be more 
to the point. 


A MEMBER of a Board of Guardians was recently fined 2s, and 11s, 
costs for using swear-words during a Board-meeting ; yet even his foes 
admit that he never bores the Board, but invariably, makes things more 
or less lively, 


Russi states that she intends ‘‘to defend her soil and her honour.” 
Um-—both are rather barren, and hardly worth consideration. 


“‘UNDERSTAND me distinctly—I will not put up with it, Angelina ; 
I wish you to become aware that I am a plain man,” growled Edwin. 
*“* What an unnecessary remark to make, Edwin,” warbled Angelina, 
sweetly. Then Edwin squinted more horribly than usual ; and, putting 
on his hat with a doleful air, sought his club. 


SPEAKING of Lord Mayor Polydore De K » Burdette says :—** It's 
great fun when he plays a game of football with himself.” One thing is 
certain, Poly has plen kick in him, has gallantly got his goal, and 
while he is in office, will keep the ball rolling right merrily, 


Our special correspondent in South Africa wires :—‘‘ Bacon’s works 
were written by Ham. Conclusive proofs found in the stomach of an 
ostrich. Details will be communicated by post.” 





MADAME BERNHARDT is in love with a young lion. We don’t mean 
@ popular artist, or any creature of the cult species. It is a real live 
quadruped of the genus /¢/is she adores, and hasa fellow-/e/ine for. The 
animal is so devoted to his mistress that he not only steals her satin 
slippers, but he eats them voraciously with a noble disregard as to 
gastronomical derangements. 
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THE THESPIAN SHOW. 


ELL, Mr. Fun has been about to 

all the Christmas shows— 

They do not lack variety, or num- 
ber, goodness knows ! 

With Inverness and comforter 
securely round his chest, 

He’s been to see the bad of them, 
the better and the best. 


He’s been along with Nihilists, 
and Jacobites, and Yanks, 

And people who do fishy things 
with bracelets and with banks, 

And all among the fairies, who 
have taken up abode 

In Drury Lane and ‘* Marra- 
aie the Strand, and Borough 
Road, 


The great Augustus Harris holds 
all channels and all routes 

Lead straight away to Drury Lane 
to see his Fuss in Boots: 


While Thomas, with his Purkiss, at the Covent Garden beg 


§ {To delicately hintjthe boot is on the other leg. 


Well, Puss ix Boots is comical, ingenious and grand 

(For Mr. E. L. Blanchard isn’t quite a ’prentice hand) ; 

And what with Misses Wadman, Letty Lind and *‘ nyummy-nyums,” 
With Nicholls—Campbell—Lauri—-they should “‘rake in” decent sums, 


And, when you come to Covent G., it also may be said, 

That Horace Lennard’s book is good, and worthy to be read ; 

That Squire and those are funny chaps, that Fanny Leslie’s ‘‘ great,” 
And Joseph Cave, in all the ‘‘ biz,” is smart and up to date. 


For Yack the Giant Killer to the Standard you must go— 
For *‘ Jack ” is little Jennie Lee, so widely known as *‘ Jo;” 
As Standard beaer (with a broom) ’twas first she made a hit, 
And still to bear the Standard (on to fortune) she is “fit.” 


Another, ack the Giant Killer, falls upon the view— 

The Elephant and Castle gives the legend honour due ; 

Miss Stafford is as nice a ** Jack” as any in the town, 

The company’s a *‘ good ’un,” and **‘ Tom ” Mathews is the clown. 


Away at Merrie Islington—alas !—they’ve lost the Grand, 

To those concerned it’s te ible, as all will understand ; 

But Bluff King Hal at Sadler’s Wells, a feast of show and fun, 
Will compensate a little for the loss of Whittington. 


‘* The Brit.,” where specialities we, every Christmas, see, 
Turns out a feast of local fun, entitled, Kine 7rickhee ; 
And Mrs, Lane can cater well for pittite, box, or ‘‘ god,” 
A Lane without a turning in the path she’s always trod. 


The Frog he would a-wooing go 
is excellently done, 

By Mr. Henry Gascoigne, at 
the merry ‘‘ Marry-bun ;” 

In wishing him success of it 
we, one and all, may join, 
He has so little ‘* Gas,” he ought 
to take a lot of ‘* coigne.” 


There’s Sinbad at the Surrey, 
with “the old nian” on the 


spot. 

And Conquest has, in one more 
try, an easy conquest got ! 
It's Crusoe the Pavilion has, 

allow me to remark, 
And Sangers’ Biue Beard seems 
to be connected with the ark. 


At the Adelphi Terriss is, be- 
ga New Year 
ithin the sight and sound of 
all Zhe Bells of Haslemere. 
The Old Guard at the Avenue 
continues quartered still— ’ 
They say it’s drawn extremely well, and more than likely will. 
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The Comedy a u with hilarity ** to rights !” 
With Lottie Venne Penley in the wild Aradian Nights. 
Zwe Roses the Criterion has, 
a-blossoming away 
(Of Lottie—Ida— would be 
aLottee Ida-say ! 


Then Nelly Farren Frankenstein 
the Gaiety displays, 

bee saw such mane 

recious days 
You ieer doe that Leslie chap 
Pe Seqgoumgan meta 
Lonnen, as a vam hing, 

takes Lon’on quite by storm. 


Our Wilson Barrett’s back again 

—you'll find him at the Globe— 

He's raised A Golden Ladder there, 
ing Roman robe. 

At the “Market and Lyceum 
**season” touches quite pre- 
vail— 

Taking Partners at the former, at 
the last 4 Winter's Tale, 


The O Comique’s a house no 
lady's like to pass, 

Where she may see, delightedly, 4s in a Looking. Glass. 

The sad Olympic, changing hands, as oft by fortune bound, 

Once more Held by the Enemy—and Stephens—will be found, 





The everlasting Dorothy the Prince of Wales’s shows ; 
Clancarty the St. James’s has, as everybody knows ; 
And they who the Princess’s seek, with holiday ap/omd, 
Are off to see Siieria along with Uncle Tom, 


Or Heart of Hearts (the Vaudeville) you’re certain to enjoy, 

And revel in Ze Pinafore they have at the Savoy. 

Some sweetly flavoured Aocha they will give you at the Strand— 
To Lydia Thompson’s kingdom let us Lydia by the hand. 


With coffee tea should always go, by custom’s sacred rules— 

Let us take tea—a pair of T,s—that’s Terry’s, also Toole’s ; 

You'll like 7ie Woman-Hater, and The Butler, too, ‘* will serve” — 
But if you try to see the lot—*‘ oh, ain’t you got a nerve!” 


P.S.—There are some matinées I oughtn’t to omit— 

The new Miss Esmeralda at the Gaiety, to wit. 

At Terry’s, Hans the Boatman, where before us all they place 
Miss Leyton and C, Arnold—arn old friend with a new face, 


And hard by, in King William Street you'll notice they have got 
That <dfropos commodity, by 
FE gk pay ne ge le ft 

it oole as Caleb Plummer, Lia 

with his quaint, pathetic touch, See But L¢ AK. \f 
Miss Phillips, and Miss Linden, ' ee wf 

and the rest,—you'll like it . wn 

much, 


But if you'd like to stray afar, 
seek Islington, and there 

You'll find the Messrs. Reads and 
Bailey give the World its Fair ; 

The Bow and Bromley Institute is 
** very fine and large,” 

Quite lavish with its ** spectacle,” 
and moderate in charge. 


The Prince of Wales's, Greenwich 
a pantomime 
Which will repay the traveller for 


that way ; 
And if to distant Battersea he’s 
wishful for to go, 
You'll find the local pabulum is 
Mexico, its Joe. 


The Dalston Colosseum has an animated Cirque ; 

The Moore and Burgess Minstrels are, as usual, at work ; 

And if you’re fend of Music Halls, the Empire and the “‘ Pav.” 
Will give you just about the utmost you could wish to have. 
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“LET THE GALL’D JADE WINCE,” IF YOU PLEASE! 


Frightfully Ugly Visitor.—‘* HAVING AN EVENING FREE, THOUGHT I’D LOOK YOU UP, YOU KNOW.” 
ia of the House (tf not charmed, appearing to be so).—‘* THANKS—SO VERY MUCH ! 

DERED WHAT ALL THE UGLY YOUNG MEN DO WITH THEMSELVES AT THIS FESTIVE TIME OF THE YEAR!” 
F. U. V. (with real pity).—‘' ALL GO ABROAD, I FANCY—POOR BEGGARS ! 


AND—ONLY JUST NOW I WAS SAYING I WON- 


I HAVEN’T SEEN ONE ABOUT IN SOCIETY THIS SEASON.” 
[Zhe rest wonder what can have happened to his dressing-glass. 








Twelfth Night Revels. 


(Sez CARTOON.) 


In days of yore the Lord of Misrule 

poe very high jinks at the Tide of Yule, 
sported about like a chartered fool, 

And did pretty much as he chose ; 


cranks, 
His lunatic larks and his motley pranks, 
And victims who suffered e’en offered him 
thanks 
For robbing them of repose. 


But al many things in our English clime 

May be ed on as jokes at this festive time 

Which on other occasions were almost a 
crime ; 


There were scarce any bounds to his quips and | 


There’s a Lord of Misrule just now 
Whose executive measures seemingly are 
Upon sundry good citizens apt to jar, 
And who carries his jesting a little too far, 

As numerous men avow. 


This Lord has a name that begins with an S., 
And at putting things into a general mess 
He certainly works with abundant success ; 
But our thanks he’s not likely to get, 
For when rulers behave in a manner that’s 
strange, 
We now-a-days eagerly aim ata change, 
Which in this present instance we'd gladly 
arrange 
If we could—but we can’t just yet. 





ANTIQUE FURNITURE.—An old time table. 





AMONGST the numerous places of amuse- 
ment setting forth their attractions for the 
festive season few offer greater temptations 
than the Moore and Burgess Minstrels. The 
programme is entirely new, of the most varied 
and excellent sort, and such as will main- 
tain the popularity of this talented company. 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 





just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Ga) HERE were so many things to talk 
La 4 about in this page last week, and so 
much to say about them each, that 

D I had the greatest difficulty in saying 

: , it at all; in fact, I had to leave a lot 

of it out. In looking over the result, 

I see that most of the “‘ unkind ” things 

I had to say remain, and nearly all 

om ** kind ” ones are seven. ommytid 

ing engagements somewhere else, 

so that it would seem to be that I 

| | | (don’t think much of the Christmas 

Wat we | | shows this year. That’s rather funny, 

a ii because I think they’re extra good. 

‘| ‘This has determined me to say the 

' kind things this week, As thus :— 





<—) Drury Lang.—If you want to 
__~ see the most brilliantly effective ar- 
—~  mour scene conceivable, and are not 
afraid of limelight-stroke,—here you 
; are. The procession, grouping, and 
Sethi menidien Cinte ae Tanne **coming downstairs” are reminiscent 
Lane ! of Babil and Bijou at the Alhambra, 
but the designing is much more care- 
fully and beautifully done. It is a truly magnificent scene, and com- 
mendably short and “‘uninterruptive.” The scenery generally, the 
dresses, and appointments are all that we could anticipate. Mr. 
Slaughter’s music is a pleasure in itself; copies of one of the numbers 
(the Katti Lanner Ballet) were presented to the audience with (what I 
take to be) Katti’s portrait on the cover ! 


- 





Tue GLone,—Concerning Messrs. Barrett and Sims’ new play I 
would add that even for those who do not thoroughly enjoy having their 
hearts rent there is matter for ample pleasure in A Golden Ladder. The 
comedy scenes are some of the freshest I have seen—full of touches of 
observation and natural humour. I, myself, do not care to be *‘ harrowed 
2 ” with a painful prison interview, and ‘*The British Flag” business 
always strikes me as comically bathetic ; but the scenes which Mr. George 
Barrett, Mrs. Henry Leigh, and that clever little girl-actress, Miss 
Phoebe Carlo, present with such amusing fidelity are worth seeing over 
and over again. The scenery is good and interesting too. You may 
take it from me that the prison scenes are extremely accurate ! 


THe Empire,—‘'I had a thing to say” of the entertainment here, 
too, which space denied me leave last week. The principal dancer, 
Mdile. Rossi, is a most excellent exponent of the poetry of motion ; but, 
except for the peculiar cleverness of the Two Macs and a novel per- 
formance on sleigh bells, there is nothing very striking in the rest of the 
programme but some vulgarity and dulness, The engagements are not 
very good, in fact, and it would be unfair to judge “‘ variety ” talent by 
the standard here set up. There are better people to be found even at 
the Halls, and they will, no doubt, be ‘‘ in evidence” later on. 


Tue PRINCESS'S (Morning).—The entertainment provided by Uncle 
Tom's Cabin at this house is as plea- 
sant and amusing as anyone could 
desire, I’m sure. Those who love 
the pathetic needn’t complain either, 
there are two or three places where 
you've got to cough and look through 
your opera-glasses and wipe your 
spectacles, and pretend that there 
isn’t a tear trickling down the side of 
your nose; but, generally s ing, 
you are beating time sympathetically ,, 
to banjo-thrumming and negro min- ||| 
strelsy, or wonde if you're ever 

to leave off laughing at that 
impish limb of a Topsy ! 





On, my goodness! — yes, that 
Topsy! It's a great relief to me to 
vedipern “7 a that I yt think she 

t the ni ialect speciall 
well—its not bad, but it’s not estes. 
If I wasn’t able to say that I should 
be almost afraid to say what a clever 








little w i i ‘ae on 
© woman I consider her volatile Tue Paincess’s.—“‘ So WICKED,” BUT 
/young impersonator to be. She OT SO BLACK AS SHE'S PAINTED. 


| dances, she sings, she grins, and kicks 
up behind and before with a merry self-abandonment and apparent enjoy- 





ment that tickles you all over. Topsy indeed! I do believe her other 
name should be Turvey. Only Turvey suggests Turveydrop — and 
there isn’t much ** deportment ” 
about Topsy! Not much! 


THEN there is that little 
Gracie Murielle, a child-actress 
with none of the unpleasant cha- 
racteristics for which the term 
has almost become synonymous, 
with a demure, old-fashioned air 
and child-like sincerity of man- 
ner and utterance which gives an 
appearance of truth even to 
some rather unchildlike com- 
mand of language which the 
author has endowed her with 
here and there. I liked her 
much, though I don’t think she 
has much sense of humour—not 
that there is much scope for it 
in such a part as Eva, 





ALTHOUGH Mr, Harry Parker 
is associated in my mind with 
knockabout pieces and panto- 
mimes more than anything else, I 
must say he commanded my respectas Uncle Tom. There wasa homely 
pathos about it which had thetrue ring, all the more effective for its quiet 
restraint. Miss Bertie Willis was duly pathetic as a runaway slave, as 
Mr. Barnes was duly spirited in a similar character. Mr. Forbes 
Dawson performs the difficult task of enunciating continual ‘‘ moral 
afferisms” with dignity and loyalty; and Mr. Thomas Somers was 
‘limber’? and characteristic as a light-hearted nigger. Mr. Sheridan 
had disappeared from the cast when I saw the piece. His successor is 
rather un-humourous. 





THE Princess’s.—CUDJOE-LERY. 


I suppose the three wicked persons impersonated by Messrs. Abingdon, 
Roe, and Hodson, are well enough played, but they always seem to be 
looking the other way while someone gets the better of them, so that 
one gets to despise them. The 
piece shambles dreadfully, and 
the stage management is of the 
poorest, and the ‘‘ villains” seem 
to suffer most from both circum- 
stances. Birdie Brightling — 
rather badly made up, by-the-way 
—gives avery clever banjo solo 
and dance. The Bohee Brothers 
appear with excellent effect in 
danceand song. There isn’t, on 
the whole, better fun for the 
youngsters during the holidays, 
than Uncle Tom's Cabin, which 
takes the place of Sideria in the 
evening bill. 


Nops AND WINkKs —The 
Victoria Halland Coffee Tavern 
have a seasonable entertainment 
going on just now, including a 
comic ballet, by the Evans 
Troupe, and agrand Harlequin- 
ade,—The Gaikwar of Baroda = {ye Princess's. —Eva EVERY EVA-NING 
spent their Boxing evening Now. 
boxing it at the Savoy.— When 
the Od Guard, which ‘‘runs,’”’ but doesn’t seem in a hurry to “ die,” 
does die, Mr. Watkin proposes to produce Vadgé with strengthened com- 
pany, and Watkin be more satisfactory ?—Aadette will be the next pro- 
duction at the Strand. Miss Thompson will appear in it with a good 
part I believe, though it is only a ‘‘ page” they say. NESTOR. 











Our three regiments of household cavalry have only some 820 horses 
for 1,200 men, Every regiment of British cavalry is more or less handi- 
capped in a similar manner. Why doesn’t that respected fossil, the 
Duke of Gampbridge, remedy this scarcity of gee-gees? Are we so 
choked by that deadly boa-constrictor, red-¢afe, that our bold umbrella- 
— has chucked up the sponge, and left things to a merciful Provi- 

ence 





_ ON the occasion of Mr. Gladstone's recent visit to Dover, certain 
individuals thought proper to pelt him with snowballs, Truly these 
were grand new manners to apply to a Grand Old Man! 
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GREATLY IMPROVING THE OCCASION. 


Mrs, Goldbere (Widow, young, rich).—** GRACIOUS, MY DEAR StR CHARLES—WHAT A PERFECT ‘MAKE upP'!” 


| Sir Charles (with true Indian self-tossession),—‘* THANKS ! 
| Happy Day?” 


IN THAT CASE, MY DEAR Mrs, GOLDBERG, WHEN WILL YOU NAME THE 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MarI< and me has been to see one or two pantomimes. Says Maria 
to me, ‘‘ Pantomimes ain’t what they used to be in the old days, old 
man, when you used to take me to the pit o’ the ‘ Lane,’ and afterwards 
‘stand a harlamode beef and salad with something hot, and went home 
| on the top o’ the ’bus like a pair o’ young turtledoves.” 
| It struck me as what Maria said was as true as print, and what’s in 
| the papers, which, however, ain't always true, especial if it be headed, 
| **’Orrible depravity among the dustmen,” or ‘* Gin and Shrub drinking 
| among the aristocracy,” or some other o’ them agreeable startlers as you 
| sees on the posters a-making the adds, pictures o’ Sapolio, and what not, 
| look quite small. 
| * Pantomimes,” says Maria, ‘‘is all gals in harmour nowadays, and 
| ballets, and music-hall three star brandy comiques. There’s no clown 
| nowadays as knows even how to steal sassingers like a Christian, and as 
| to butterin’ slides for the pantaloon to fall over—they ain't in it to what 

they was in the good old days, 
| “Yes,” says Maria, “‘ what a way poor ’Arry Boleno had with him, 
you remember, as afterwards kept a public like a gent. nigh to Drury 
| Lane, and he could steal a babby out of a perambulator, if you like, 
and there ain’t a man going as can handle a poker as they could then.” 

“Well,” I says, all the same, ‘‘if you’d like a two-bob squeeze into 
the Lane, your old man’s on.” I knew this would fetch the old lady. 
We were young once, and had many a treading on our toes afore we 
found our way into that there show as is the palace o’ pantomimes, with 
Mr. ’Arris pave - picters os over it, takin’ = shine out o’ Shake- 
speare standing fresh-painted for the season on the portico. 

We gets down to the Goatees in good time, each with a flask of half- 
_and-half comfort in our pockets, and a seedy biscuit or two, for fear as 
| we should feel faint in the crush. We waited there two mortal hours, 
not partickler dull either, as there was a musical young gent. in the 
| medical student line who had been Christmassing free, and sung us 
** Two Lovely Black Eyes,” and other things to keep our spirits up. At 











last the doors was open, an’ we swep’ in with the crush like the unem- | 
P P | 


ployed a-backin’ afore the pollis. Maria screams ‘‘ Murder !—I’ve lost 
the cold Irish,” but for all that we gets in safe with only the loss of a 
third edition Zcker out o’ my coat pocket, and Maria a little the wuss 
for the skirt gathers. 

Well, we did,see the pantomime and enjoyed it wonderful, the har- 
mour alone bein’ sufficient to set up the tower o’ London, a-glittering 
away like the finest sorcepans as could be bought for money. | 


' 





Stay-ing Power. 
[According to the Daily News, certain male inhabitants of New York have taken 
to wearing slays. 
Tue last craze we hear of is corsets for men— 
They in New York have started, it seems : | 
Such lunatic notions — baffle the pen, | 
Or your bard would hold forth on these schemes, 
And pour forth his satire in streams, 
But meanwhile he’d say to male stay-wearers, “‘ Stay !"— 
Or rather, ‘‘ ‘ Stay’ not ”— 
For this ‘ stay ’-ing is rot : 
Of cors-it’s all rubbish, so cast it away !” 





MUCH disappointment is naturally felt concerning the proposed Bur- 
mese decoration. It is true the pres fe was exlglaally bral ig for Burmah, 


but the fact that it has been subsequently used for inferior occasions 
considerably lessens its distinction. e would suggest that here is an 
opportunity for utilising the Jubilee sixpences recently called in; their 
design is as strikingly adapted for this as for any other purpose, while 
the ~y value might delicately express the appreciation of a grateful | 
coun . i 








DuRinc the past few weeks several people, scenting escapes of gas, | 
have been hunting them very vigorously, Statistics show a fairly steady | 
increase of lunacy in the British Isles, 
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A Not-ty Problem. 
(A panic lately raged in Vienna, and incidentally throughout Europe, by reason of 
a speech of M. ‘Lisza s being erroneously reported, ‘There was an important omission, 
for which, see below. | 

THERE flew around the other day 

A rumour that caused much dismay 

A rumour that was rabid, for 








| It told of European war. 














This rumour from Vienna came, 

And set all City men aflame ; 

Then panic raged in each big town : 

Men’s spirits—with the Stocks—went down. 


Some rashly sold, some slyly bought, 
And some to ruin’s verge were brought, 
And all because M. Tisza said 

He ‘‘ thought that war was close ahead !’ 


When suddenly (but not until 

The panic-mongers gained their fill) 

The news around all Europe bounced 
That T, had not those words pronounced, 


It seems an error had occurred— 
Transmitters had left out a word : 
M. Tisza grumbled at a blot, 
Keporters had left out a ‘* not,” 


H{e did mot think that war was near, 

Hie did mot think we'd cause for fear, 

That news that flew North, South, West, l-ast, 
Hiad no foundation in the least. 


ehold what dire events may spring 
From just one trivial little thing, 
This rumour made all l-urope hot 
Till somebody untied that *‘ not,” 


Take warning, all who speak or write, 
Or ye who fain your troth would plight, 
Kemember, as through life you trot, 
Much virtue’s bound up in a ‘* not.” 





—— 





PRINCE BISMARCK now scales 15 stone only, though his fighting 
weight is about 16 stone. The hardy Chancellor attributes his robust 


constitution to the use of bark asatonic. General Boulanger is many 
pounds lighter than the prince. His health is fairly good ; but he seldom 
Do you twig ?) 


takes bark, as he finds it too tonic (Teutonic. 

















COMMUNICATED BY A CABBY. 


Envious Mashe ‘Bai Jove! what an awfully swagger mous- 
tache you've cultivated, Bob, since I saw you last, Why, it’s quite 
long enough to bite now!” as 

Self satisfied Masher,—*' Yaas—er—that’s just what the deah girls 
tell me ; but—-haw !—strange to say they don’t seem at all frightened 
of it. A good many bare-faced puppies ought to be muzzled. though !” 


Me kd 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 
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‘6 WHEN YOU DEPART.” —/Vinter’s Tale, Act 1. Scene 2. 


HOTCH POTCH. 
BILKINS informs us that a tolerably cheap supper for ten may be 


easily obtained by meandering round the outside of any market you 
please, and investing in a prime domed turkey. 


‘* Flow do you manage to get your daughters off your hands so easily | 
and so well, Mrs. Worldleigh?” warbled Mrs, Simper. ‘‘ By using plenty 
of soap,” replied Mrs. W. 


THE editor of an American journal recently received his seventh horse: | 
whipping. Each thrashing has been inflicted by an irate daughter of 
I've. Perhaps he'll eave them alone at last. 


A PARISIAN masher recently ducked a little duck of a girl in the, 
ornamental fountain of the Place du Chalet, The lady had ‘* played 
ducks and drakes” with his money, and then called him a giddy, foolish | 
young gosling. | 


Here's a chance for enterprising young men !—‘‘ The Governor of | 
Culiacan, Mexico, has offered a reward of 10,000 dollars for the head | 
of a bandit named Eraclis, Bernai.”” The man who secures that head | 
will — pick up a number of good tales warranted to stretch easily, 
you bet! | 


A PROUD Parisian tradesman recently assaulted a customer savagely | 
lecause he persisted in wearing his hat while purchasing several articles | 
inthe shop. The »7archand must have been mad as a hatter or a March | 
hare at the time. Seasonable festivity, however, may have had some- | 
thing to do with his hattery-battery. If this Parisian idiot visited the | 
west coast of Africa, in all probability he would be highly indignant and | 
enraged were the natives to assault 47 on his declining to meander 
about ** mit nodthins on” according to the custom of the country, 





“‘ YOUR nose is getting really too rosy, Beverly,” said the fond girl 
as she met her lover on New Year’s Day. ‘‘ This is unkind, Hortensia,” 
replied the youth, ‘‘you know how I flush with delight whenever we 
meet.” Then she murmured something about ‘‘raw meat’’ that he 
didn't quite catch. It was vulgar of her, wasn’t it? 
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The Game of Life. 


|Our lives are like a game of cards, 
Some shuffle—some are cut ; 
From all the knaves the wise man 
guards 
’Gainst them his gates he'll shut. 


When clubs are trumps the strife 
begins, 

Their fellow-man men fight, 
Right then gives way to worst of 
sins, 

The trick is won by—might. 


When trumps are diamonds, then 
wealth, 
With showy rhetoric, 
| Talks down the precious heaven- 
| born healtb, 
| And Mammon takes the trick. 
| 
| 





When hearts are trumps love reigns 
supreme, 
| From bliss man ne’er awakes ; 
| The trick—a woman—in his dream 
Wins—kisses pay the stakes. 


| When **spades” are trumps men 
hold their breath, 
| Three suits aside are cast ; 
| Strife, wealth, and love make way 
for death, 
The sexton’s spade wins last. 


Howe’er we shufile, cut, and deal, 
The end is still the same ; 
| ’Gainst Death’s decree there’s no 
| appeal, 
Spades always win the game! 





Oise that ? 


THE suspension bridge over the 
river Oise, at Méry, has collapsed 
owing to the frost. Curiously 
enough, though the bridge fell the 
| traffic was suspended ! 























in,” said Jones, as he looked at the 

dilapidated state of Wilkins’ roof, 
while they strolled round the back- 
garden together, ‘* Water come 
/in!” exclaimed Wilkins. ‘‘ No, 
my dear boy, I never pay the rate, 
|old chap! Still be mum as a New 
| River eel, anent this candid confes- 
| sion.” 


| 
| ‘You must find the water come 
| 
} 


THE OL_p LADY OF 





New Leaves. 


Tue lovers of magazine literature may this month turn with great 
satisfaction to Scribner's. There is sufficient diversity of subject and 
treatment to carry the mind freely from one thing to another.—A for- 
midable rival to the /velis2 Lilustrated will be found in Atalanta, Its 
high-class work in every part shows, as the other does, that once entered 
into competition with the American mags , ‘‘ we won’t be beat,”—The 
ever-meritorious serials from the Religious Tract Society, Letsure //our, 
Sunday at Home, etc., begin the year with more than ordinary spirit. — 

_Amongst the clever things in Logan's will be observed the ‘‘ State- 
ment of Gabriel Foot, Highwayman,”’ by ().—Part I. of the ** Pickwick 
Papers,” by Charles Dickens, in the easy style of reporting, seems to be 
a model of clearness in phonography. 

** The Man who would like to Marry,” by Harry Parkes (Frederick 
Warne & Co.) Though more amusing than artistic this will tickle the 
taste of thousands.—‘* Three Christmas Eves,” by Hubbard Huddlestone 
(Digby & Long). This is not a cheerful story ; like too much of the Christ- 
mas ‘‘make-up’’ the melanc-holly mood prevails. —In the ‘*Gilbert & Sul- 

| livan Birthday Book,” compiled by Alexander Watson (Pickering & Co.), 

added to the pleasure of reading the careful, though somewhat irrelevant 

Selections from Mr, Gilbert's amusing verses, unrepeated, we find the 

delight of enjoying the illustrations repeated over and over again, 








“RUNNING AMUCK.’” 
PRINTING HOuSE SQUARE CELEBRATING HERR HUNDREDTH BIRTHDAY. 





Parsee Bete. 
A PARSER girl has lat-ly graduated 
lor First-class Honours, If we’re not erroneous, 
She is the first girl of her race thus rated ; 
Let's hope some English girls, less heavily weighted, 
Will be, in this connection, Parsee-monious. 





THe loyal Aquarium at present resembles more a delightful mena. 
gerie. There are the Wolves, a queer pack to shuffle ; the tight-rope | 
elephant, Mdme. Peyrand’s horses, and Mdlle, Fatma Ben-eny and) 
other little deavs—the Royal Aquarium yum-yums, The most fish-like | 
performers are the Beckwith troupe. In addition there are Niobe the | 
Diver, and :/ve7s other attractions, | 

| 





WE read that ‘‘ The Japan Kailway Company will shortly receive 
twenty-four locomotives from England.” So, the English tenders, | 
having been accepted, the locomotives are to follow. Curious people 
the Japanese ; in this country the tender usually comes after the engine. 





| 


A WakM Memugr,—A hot debater. 























18 FUN. 


JANUARY IT, 1885, 








THH ROAD TO PROSPERITY. 


(BgING ExTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF PAT THE NATIONALIST.) 


ii ONDAY.—Sure it’s absen- 
oh teeism that it’s Down 
. With, and bad cess to it. 
If the people with money 
to spend didn’t keep away 
so much they’d be among 
us more, and by the same 
token they’d spend their 
dirty money here, bad luck 
to it; and that’s what 
we're requirin’, But we'll 
soon put that all right ; for 
isn’t there a meetin’ to- 
day to decide on measures 
to make it hot for Mr. 
O’Smith, our absentee 
: landlord, and prevent him 
wit carryin’ out his nefarious 
plan of comin’ and livin’in our neighbourhood ? Bedad, we’re not the 
boys to stand a dirty spalpeen of an absentee dwelling among ws, with 
his dirty gold that’s our own sweet savin’s out of our own pockets, bad 
luck to it! We'll just teach him that he’d better stay away until he 
leaves off absenting himself, and sorra a tear will we shed for him ! 

TUESDAY,.—Attinded the meetin’, and adjourned with it to meet the 
O’Smith at the cross roads, and (havin’ first made a tellin’ appeal to him 
not to leave his tenantry to wallow in distress while he was spendin’ his 
money among strangers), warned him not to come flauntin’ his dirty 
wealth in our neighbourhood, and put a bullet into a soft bit of him, as 
a warnin’, Landlord departed with his tag-rag of visitors that were 
comin’ to stay at his castle and throw their money about. That’s one 
victory for Ireland ! 

WEDNEsDAY,—Since the unfeelin’ O’Smith left, Larry the butcher, 
and Tim the ironmonger, and Jim the wheelwright have shut up shop 
and gone into the union, as they say there isn’t any trade when the 
castle isn’t occupied, Ah, me down-trodden country ! 

But it’s us boys that won't have any dirty strangers stayin’ in poor 
neglected Ireland any more; and, by the same token, we marched to 
the hotel this day and got a hold of the tourists that were stayin’ there, 
and ducked ’em in the pond; and we won't be seein’ //e’r ugly faces 
any more! And, since that, Mike the hotel-keeper has shut up his 
hotel, as there’s nothing to do when there’s no tourists—may their noses 
turn pea-green, the Saxons !—and that’s one more wrong to Erin! But 
the tyrants won’t show their noses /eve any more after the lesson they’ve 
had. Hurroo! 

_THURSDAY.—Went out wid the boys to poison the hounds of the 
Ballymucky Hunt. Dan the huntsman, and all the kennel-hands, jist 
been round the village sayin’ they've lost their berths, and don’t know 
where to turn—that’s how Ireland’s trampled on ! 

Latcr,~ Turned out to stop the meet they were holdin’ with a scratch 
pack, and lamed the horses and got away safe. Hurroo! Just seen 
the members of the hunt go off by train for foreign parts. . . . . 
Thady the saddler just gone into the union for want of employment, 
and all the hands from the hunting stables taken to the road from sheer 
want. There's the cold-blooded neglect and tyranny of England for you! 

FRIDAY.—Terence the car-driver been found out drivin’ a constable 
to thenext village. Terence 
is to be boycotted ; so are 
Murphy, and Bridget, and 
Mick, and about fifty more 
of ’em, bad cess to ’em! 

. » Widow Rafferty, and 
Jim, and Kory have just 
given up business, as there 
isn’t custom enough to 
keep going with all them 
boycotted peopleas mustn't 
be supplied with anything. 
» « « Just heard that 
Terence, and Murphy, and 
Bridget, and Mick are 
starvin’; also Widow Kaf- 
ferty, and Jim, and Rory, 
Down with the tyrants 
that trample on Ireland ! 

SATURDAY.—All them 
that weren’t b O 7es- 
terday are to be boycotted to-day; and now pe in Qe ah 
boycotted but me; and I’m just about goin’ round to get admission to 


| 

















do it for the boycotted spalpeens, and bad corns to them! Whish a bit | 


—bedad, here’s a landlord snakin’ up the road, and sure I'll be puttin’ 
a bullet into him before I retoire. Oh, by the same token, I can’t get 
a bullet becase the gunsmith’s boycotted ; and I can’t pick up a stone 
becase the road-contractor’s boycotted. . . - Och! Murther ! 
Here’s a notice that the workhouse is to be boycotted for gettin’ provi- 
sions from a boycotted dealer to supply the inmates; so I can’t be re- 
tirin’ in there. And I can’t leave the place becase the railway company 
and the cab-driver are boycotted ; and [ can’t get anything to eat becase 
the dealers are all boycotted. Sure I'll die—no, the undertaker and 
the sexton are boycotted too. I'll just ask Father O’Rour——bedad, 


and isn’t himself boycotted into the bargain? Wirra, wirra! Phwat'll | 


Ido? Down with the Saxon oppressor ! 








O, Tempora! 


THE centenary of the 77/es of late arrived— 
A subject some deem meet for epic rhymes ; 
At any rate, Conservatives contrived 
To praise, as usual, the ‘‘ good old Zémes.” 


Pleasant (K)nights. 
WE thought that New Year’s night came once a year, 
But all that’s changed, to judge from modern lights ; 


For by the New Year’s honour list ’tis clear 
The Queen has given us numerous New Year’s (k)nights. 


GRNERAL LAZARE CARNOT, grandfather of the new President of the 
French Republic, and known as ‘Iron Carnot” stuck to Bonaparte 
rather more faithfully than most of his confrcves. Yet, notwithstanding 
his metal cognomen, he was somewhat changeable in his political 
notions. Inthe year 1797 he suddenly gave up, for a short period, his 
stern Republican notions, and became a violent partisan of the Bourbons. 


A pocTor states that after trying a long series of careful experiments, 
he opines that small doses of nitro-glycerine are by no means a certain 
cure for headache. Why the dickens doesn’t he try a large quantity? 
It would unquestionably prove effectual, 
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THE OLD LOVE OR THE NEW? 


HAvRk acare, John Bull—be wary! Though they fascinate, may cheat 

_ Flirting thus will never do, you, 

For that fickle wench called Fair She is false as well as fair. 
Trade’s 


Set her cap to capture you ! You have pulled so well together 


With the old love, tried and true, 


the union, bec , ' +? eal ace yey 
» Decase, you see, its myself used to live by doin’ the odd | Andhereyes,withmeaning glances Toa word of warning listen 


Te), and cs ; 
) JUS, ana runnin of erands, and SO on, for everylx dy ° } ut now I lursn’t 


Your affection to ensnare, Do not leave her for anew! 
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The Pilgrim's Fate. 


In Castle Scragcrag’s vaulted hall 
Sir Chandos Fitzsnooke sat ; 
And as a pilgrim shambled in, 
He growled, ‘‘Gadzooks !” and ‘* Drat !” 


**Whence com’st thou, greybeard min- 
strel ?”’ 
The gentle warrior cried. 
**From France,’ replied the wanderer ; 
** I’ve travelled far and wide,’’ 


‘Then away with gall and rancour, 
Since from gay Gaul thou’st come 

Exclaimed the knight. ‘Strike upa stave 
With a chorus, Kumty-tum !” 


**1’ll take a stoup of stout-1nd-mild,” 
The unwashed pilgrim said ; 

‘* And then, gramercy! good Sir Knight, 
111 walk my chalks to bed.” 


‘* By the coals that grilled St. Lawrence ! 
By thumbscrew, rack, and gyve! 

Chirp, ‘ They’re all very fine and large,’ 
Or I'll have thee flayed alive.” 


‘* Hold!” shrieked the sun-dried, unwashed 
bard, 
‘* My nerves you greatly shock ; 
I cannot sing that flippant song,— 
I'll chaunt ‘ Grandfather's Clock.’” 


HE Ph 


Then the pilgrim took a longish draught, 
And sung in the mournful strain, 

Till the gallant knight rocked to and fro 
In sore distress and pain, 


At last he sobbed, ‘‘ My henchmen bold, 
To reward him for his toil, 

Kindly cleanse that grime-stained pilgrim 
In a bath of boiling oil !”’ 
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THE MARCH OF PROGRESS; OR, HOW WE CHOOSE PARTNERS NOW. 
Chaperone. —** EDIE, DEAR, CAPTAIN CASHLITTLE HAS BEGGED ME TO INTERCEDE WITH 


YO")! FOR ANOTHER WALTZ; I THINK YOU MIGHT REJOIN HIM,” 


Edie.- 
A FINANCIAL C1iRcL¥,.—A gold ring. 


-**ButT I'VE DANCED ONCE WITH HIM ALREADY, AUNTIE; AND HRE’S ONLY IN A 
LIN® RRGIMENT, WITH NOTHING BUT HIS Pay.” 








| KNIOKNAOKS, 

| SOME few mornings back a plucky young lady, living in a farmhouse 
'mnear Aberlady, heard a noise suggestive of burglars being at work. 
| Arming herself with a breech-loader, she 
searched the premises, and found that the place 
had been broken into; but the robbers did not 
wait for her to take pot-shots at them, Several 
purse and bag-snatchers have also been bravely 
flummoxed lately by ladies in London. One of 
the latter snatching-ruftians was so violent when 
arrested that the services of five constables were 
required before he could be conveyed to the 
nearest station. We submit that very short 
sentences of imprisonment, with three whole- 
some floggings thrown in, would incline burglars 
and savage prowlers to modify their operations 
exceedingly. Thousands of these craven hood- 
lums, who will struggle and bite like hyenas 
| when trapped by the police, would rather do five years than have their 
| backs scored and flayed by the cat ; even one whipping makes them cry 
| and scream like overgrown labies, as a rule. 





A Moor!sH Governor recently ordered a servant 2, lashes as a 
punishment for having made an error in delivering a (doux, The 
official has resolved that while under his rule Morocco shall retain her 
great reputation for ‘‘leather,” and not yield the palm to Russia in this 
matter. Compare this poor fellow’s punishment, who fell between two 
stools, with that awarded to our most vile malefactors. 





AN electrician has invented a new shell which he charges with nitrate 
of amyl instead of gunpowder. This chemical causes the human to be- 
come insensible very rapidly, and the man of science asserts that were a 
few of his missiles thrown on to the deck of a warship, the crew must 
inevitably sink into a comatose state, and be made prisoners within a 
very short period without any permanent injury being inflicted on them. 
Wars of the future may be fought out through the medium of narcotics. 
| Tubular glass bayonets filled with hydrate of chloral will probably be 
the next weapon patented, 





&< 


‘I've been awfully hard worked of late,” said a chubby musician, 
‘* absolutely have not had time to get shaved for several days.”’ ‘* Well, 
your face is only getting more and more like the barrel of a musical box,” 
was the sympathetic reply of his dearest friend. 





THE Pitladelphia Press aftirms that Mrs, Cleveland makes her own 
bonnets, Lucky President !—the husband is to be congratulated who 
never ‘‘ gets into the hat,” through the length of his wife’s bonnet bills, 


A CONTEMPORARY states that a centenarian widow, who lives at Roxby, 
North Lincolnshire, ‘‘ can see to read without spectacles, and has never 
smoked.’ Still, her friends admit that she sometimes pipes her eye 
when allusions are made to the date when she deliberately took to weeds. 

A BOOKWORM writes to us saying -—‘*I have no doubt, whatever, 
that Macbeth was written by Bacon, because I happen to possess a very 
early edition of the play, which is undeniably bound in the choicest pig- 
skin.” What more argument on the question is necessary after this ? 





’ 


‘*T HAIN’'T got no money, yer wortchip,” exclaimed a coster, who was 
fined ten shillings the other day for disorderly conduct; ‘‘ but if you'll 
take it out in bloaters, things could be harranged as hamicabul as 
possible,” he continued, blandly. 





A PURPLE-!ACED female, eighty years of age, was brought up before 
a magistrate the other day for drunken and disorderly conduct. ‘* You 
are old enough to know better,’’ said the ‘‘ beak.” ‘* Ah, Acxperentia 
don’t always, does it !’’ maundered the aged lady, shaking her head as 
she went up to work out seven days’ time. 

THE chairman at a health lecture, given the other night, remarked 
that as far as his experience went, it was a female delusion that men ad- 
mired very small waists. The waist that was acceptable to men was the 
waist which was just easily encompassed by an arm. This is the sort of 
gentleman who never wastes an opportunity of squeezing a waist, we 
guess. 





A REASONABLE motto for the Kuss,—‘‘ Rusher, roam, and booty!” 
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THE DOUGHTY KNIGHT AND THE GARRET VARLET. 


| FROM among the ancient archives piled close in the crypt beneath his ancestral halls, FUN unearthed a curious time-worn leaflet. Above 
| is a facsimile of this interesting historical document. Whether it pictures an actual event, or merely illustrates some popular ballad of the 
period, it is impossible to say. The Library at the British Museum throws no light on the subject. 


———— — ' 
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| Dolce far Niente. And, if put into a stanza, Having more delights zm Zeééo, 

| (Sez CARTOON.) This should be its rztornel/o— | Saying ‘* Sz,” “* Buon giorno,” 

| _— me ** He’s a jolly good old fellow.” | And the like; but surely you’re no 

| Signor GLapstone (Grand Old Min, O!) P’rhaps our artist’s scene a/ fresco | Fool if you cry »oderato, 
Doing the /fa/iano, Makes him look a bit grotesque, O, ‘* Se non 2 vero, ben trovato.” | 
Plays his part so con aviore Whilst he’s revelling in plenty i : ee ce. _| 

| That he rouses a furore. Of nice dolce far niente, | 
Once ‘twas said in prose or song, 0, Eating con espressione Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-Sree, ts. 2d. 

| ** Absent men are in the wrong, O ’— | Coils on coils of macaroni, | 

| Gilt assentt hanno lorto ; (Juafting in the land of Dante JOCKEY CLU B STOR | ES. | 

| We say, nothing of the sort, O! Nectar—or maybe C/iav‘ée, | 

By FRANK BARRETT. 


| May he live long” ’s our sferanza, Puffing at his segaresto, 


SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. | 
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Now GREEN&CADBURY 
QUARTE R of a! <2 ON EVERY CAR a) P U RE AN D Write as smoothly asa lead pencil, and neither scratch | 
MUA ase aie) = SOLUBLE. ik you Agia ler ones Kee Tee | 


| Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAVER and Co.'s 


GREEN, CADBURY & Co., Birmingham, Manufacturers of REWARE OF IMITATIONS. Pen Works, BIRMINGHAM; or to their Wholesale 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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The Cranbourne Passage ~ 
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(7) Haymarket Partners in this cut you 
see, (** Tree.” 
Seeking the sl.elter ofa well-branched 


Behold Miss Justice, in whom Bri- 
tain glories, 
A-collaring policemen who tell stories. 


(3) Here’s Cranbourre pa where (-< 
deep pis are found 


A pit-iful affair for folks around 


(1) The Pope has had cradles sent tohim, Sage, 
they say, [give away. 


But don’t be alarmed—they’re but to 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE HAYMARKET.—Mr. Beer- 
bohm-Tree is so clever, original 
and painstaking an actor, and is 
proving himself so liberal and 
thoughtful a manager, that it may 
seem hard-hearted to insist that he 
has some grave faults as both. As 
an actor his conscientious study of 
nature leads him to overload his 
creations till their own mother 
(nature aforesaid) wouldn’t know 
them again. As a manager he 
wastes the talents of his companyon 
inferior parts, while his own inordin- 
ately pervades the scene—a double 
wrong to art. That a manager, 
seeing that he pays for his whistle, 
should be permitted a considerable 
solo on that instrument, is reason- 
able enough; but he spoils the 
harmony and ruins the music when 
he converts it into a private trumpet 
with which to swamp the rest of 
the orchestra. This sort of thing 
has been the bane of the actor- 
manager through all time, as far 

as I can gather; and it would be scarcely worth remarking were it not 

that Mr. Tree is both worthy and capable of better things. 





HI Tike Gane o1 
Love —~DIAMONDS TAKES HEARTS. 


Anp Jartners, being a poor play, brings the defect into special 
prominence. Although in five acts, the piece is nothing but an old- 
fashioned ‘*‘ domestic drama”’ story which used to be told in two, with 
the homely, elderly ‘* business”-loving husband, the flighty fashion- 
‘seeking wife, the scheming ‘* woman of the world” and the specious 
| **lover.”’ The hero’s characteristics in this instance are rather ‘‘ mixed,” 
and the heroine’s innocence, about which she protests much, a trifle thread- 
| bare, so that one takes small interest in the worthy couple. A good 
| deal of the would-be pathos, too, is of the ** begging-the-question ” order, 
Miss Marion Terry must feel on familiar ground, Mr. Tree is following 
very closely in the footsteps of Messrs. Clayton and Cecil at the Court. 
The sentimental drama was their staple for a long time and some splendid 
feasts of acting they gave us. I don’t think Mr. Tree is much behind 
them in that respect; but the Court never struck real ‘‘ile” until 
farcical comedy descended upon them. Shall we come to that at the 
Haymarket? Forfend it, ye fates ! 





I THINK the most solid and convincing piece of acting in Partners is 
that of Mr, Kemble as the head clerk, though Mr. Tree undoubtedly 
interested and amused me during the whole time he was on the stage, 
and Miss Marion Terry was irreproachable. Mr. Brookfield’s old actor 
is a most amusing study, verging at times upon the farcical, it is truae— 
but then the conception is farcical, Mr. Laurence Cautley is spick and 
span, and all that is otherwise needful as the wicked lover, Miss 
Gertrude Kingston—well, I suppose there is not much in the character /o 
play. Little Miss Minnie Terry— 
a daughter of Mr. Compton’s acting 
manager, I believe—created some 
interest in a child part, which she 
played with some intelligence, 


Nops AND WINKS,—What ? Did 
Baddeley leave ¢wo cakes? If not, 
why were we all invited to Covent 
Garden to see a ‘‘ Baddeley” cut, 

, just when the old original was being 
discussed at ‘‘ the other shop’’? If he 
did, what has Covent Garden been 
doing with it all this time, and why 
was only one produced on the event- 
ful Friday? Where are the other 
ninety odd? Well, well, though I 
think C, G, might have made their 
rivalry less pronounced in appear- 
ance, both feasts were very enjoyable, 
and if Mr, Harris’s party was too 
oy bl crush, Messrs. Thomas 
hie este Te ans _ and Purkiss’ wasn't, The eating, 

a —_* TEN aT HE EVED drinking, and dancing per head oat 
EYE.” foot) was about equal in both gather- 

ings, and each management has my 
hearty thanks for a pleasant evening. Good luck to them both. 











Mr. AND Mrs. DAcrE (Miss Amy Roselle) have added a revised 
version of the late Charles Reade’s Zhe Double Marriage to their 


Two oF 


WHAT ? 
THEM: 





i 


Drury LANE AND Covent GARDEN.—‘‘OH, WHAT A SURPRISE!” 


vépertoire. 


All the reports I have seen speak highly of play and players | 





| 


—particularly of the latter. Miss Ellen Terry failed to make much of the | 
heroine’s part on its original production, but her powers at that time | 


were quite undeveloped, very far beneath those possessed by Miss 
Roselle at the present moment, 


On Saturday 7/%e Butler left his place in the evening bill at Toole’s 
(with an excellent character) and Dot and Jct on parle /rancais have 
taken his place between them, This arrangement is only for a limited 
number of nights, however, pending the arrival of Zhe Don, Perdita 
or the Royal Milkmaid, a burlesque by the late Brothers Brough, will 
shortly appear at svatinces, but first comes Dot next Saturday. The 
Butler on the following one, If that isn’t good enough for you, 
why what is? ’Scuse me, that’s all I ask—what is?—Someone 
sent me an unnumbered seat for a concert at the Japanese Hall, 
but I’m so modest, I don’t want ‘‘ unnumbered ” seats—one is enough 
for me, and indeed, I am so very modest I prefer that even //a/ 
should be veserved!—Miss Clo. Graves’s play Vitocr7s, will follow 
Puss in Boots in the Drury Lane bill. The authoress is hard at 
work with improvements. ‘‘ An hour and a half will be cut out,” I am 





Tue Prixcess’s.—* UncLte Tom's Cagsin’."” 


told, some humour and a ballet inserted, and the rising of the Nile 
effect—necessarily omitted at the matinée—presented with all due 
impressiveness. NESTOR, 








Politics and Perfume, 


IT is a very common saying with those whose political opinions are 
not quite the same as those of the present Government, that they would 
like to take “‘the sense of the nation.” We cannot understand, if they 
want to, why they don’t, as it is a well-known fact that Cherry Blossom 
Perfume, Powder, and Soap are ‘‘ the scev/s of the nation.’’ 
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INCIDENT IN THE HUNTING FIELD. 
(Lady Kathleen's Safety Stirrup dislocated.) 
Curate (endeavouring to asstst),—‘* IF WE CAN ASCERTAIN HOW THE STIRRUP IS ARRANGED ON THE OTHER SIDE, WE CAN EASILY 








SET THIS ONE RIGHT.” 
Lady Kathleen (indignantly).—** WuyY, I DON’T RIDE ASTR——” 


[Confusion, Apologies. Tableau. 











Hollow! So Hollow! | 
(Tune—" Tit-wiLLow.” WiTH APOLOGIEs TO Mr, W. S, GILBERT.) | 


THE Conservative leaders are perched on a throne, | 
So hollow! Oh, hollow! All hollow! 

They are propped on one side, as they can’t stand alone, 
But their prop is so hollow! All hollow! 

For shoulder to shoulder not far can they go 

With Hartington, Collings, and Gentleman Joe, 

And Bright is the boy that will bust up a show 
If he finds that it’s hollow! All hollow! 


Phrenologic’ly speaking, their chief has a head, 
But it’s hollow! Oh, hollow! So hollow! 
By impulse he’s swayed, and by ignorance led, 
He’s hollow! Oh, hollow! So hollow! 
Now, his friend, Mister Smith, is a worthy good soul, 
He is stately and decent, and plays a mild ré/e, 
But taking him as a political whole, 
He’s hollow! Oh, hellow! So hollow! 


Balfour and Coercion are one and the same, 
They are hollow! All hollow! So hollow ! 
He is cool and conceited, yet plays a good game, 
But it’s hollow! Allhollow! So hollow! 
The muddles of Matthews are lovely to see ; 
If this country had been, ‘‘as it boasts itself,” free, 
Ere this he’d been up an unpopular tree, 
For he’s hollow! All hollow! So hollow! 


Then there’s Goschen, unselfish despiser of place, 
So hollow! Oh, hollow! All hollow! 
For love of mankind is the mark of his race, 
But it’s hollow! Oh, hollow! All hollow! 
On Liberal waters he pours Tory oil, 
His tactics are smart, and he makes a good foil, 
When Egyptians abound, he is out on the spoil, 
! Oh, hollow! So hollow! 


, er 
€s $0 Nnolow 


Now last, but not least, is a singular wight, 
Is he hollow? All hollow? So hollow? 
HI[e barks like a Rad; but, then, what of his bite ? 
Is it hollow? All hollow? So hollow? 
I'm referring to Churchill, as doubtless you know, 
Half-buff and half-blue his political bow, 
He is Tory as yet, but perhaps he will grow, 
And be solid! Not hollow! All hollow! 


Now, this Party, I think, is not worthy of trust, 
It is hollow! So hollow! All hollow! 

We are longing for bread, and they feed us with dust, 
They are hollow! So hollow! All hollow! 

They promise to give us whatever we ask, 

And before a false face hold a beautiful mask, 

I am sure it is time that we took them to task. 
They are hollow! So hollow! All hollow! 








Jack and the Chimney Stalk. 


FOND as we are of the fireside at this time of year, we shouldn't care 
about being chimney-cornered after the fashion of the Steeple-Jack, at 
Straithwaite, the other day. Left on the top of a tall chimney, his line 
of communication gone, he was, however, not to be worsted. For, 
unravelling his stocking, he paid out his hose (his life hanging literally 
on a thread) to which a line was secured, to the line a rope, and even- 
tually this splendid specimen of the genus Jack was safely landed. It 
is not often that, as in this case, one stocking covers hundreds of feet. 





A LITTL® boy named John Moore who was only able to earn 9¢. one 
Sunday, by begging, had his head cut open by his father, who has been 
sentenced to two months’ hard labour. Luckily for little John, there 
will be ‘‘no Moore on that head”’ of his, for that period. For that period 
in this case, paternal brutality has come to a fu// stop. 


THE DRILL FOR THE /*smMyY Cyclist Corps,—Right wheeling. 
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" 6 Mashing , 
1ORAL.—“‘ Nothing attempted, nothing done, hath earned a Knight (of Labour) ’s repose.” 








THE BRITISH WORKMAN AGAIN. 
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A STUDY FROM LIFE—A HOUSE-PAINTER PAINTING. 
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Please keep your eye on the clock. 








FRO) 

















HUN > JANUARY 18, 1888. 





4?) 
Yee de 
Ti3, 


ae os. : 
SS ‘ 
. . . 
SSS 


— 
_ Aa 
“ aS ae 
~ “ates 


> 
ARN 
SOAS 


BAN 
= SS 
— S 


SW RARANRANRIR 
AANARRAARR 
»* TSS 








ee 
out LL ee fii 


. 
oll 
ogee 
Tria 
i; tial j ” 


THE LIVERPOOL LURCH. 








Sritannia.—“YOU DANCE CHARMINGLY, NO DOUBT; BUT IF YOU TOOK FEWER FALSE STEPS, REFRAINED 





FROM TREADING ON MY TOES, AND DID NOT BUMP ME SO AGAINST MISS ERIN, WE MIGHT GET ON STILL BETTER,” 


| See Cartoon Verses, p. 4 
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BOGIES. 


(Capital notion, this ** letters from the public” wheeze! It occurred to us 
that we didn’t see why we shouldn't try it too, It is not difficult, The 
ak reat point about it 

) ts to disguise your 
- style well enough. 
Weve had some 
little difficulty and 





-_—— 















| EDITOR | | 





bf © y | friction im connec- 
} C eee ticalaal tion with this mat- 
! _— Co ler. You will come 
ff, Or Ww 2) across the friction 


in brackets from 
time to time. We 
think ** Bogies” is 
a capital heading 
for our purpose.) 











To the Editor of 
‘6 Fun,” 
) Dear Sir,—I 
have read with 
much interest the 





Z eee La: sal ) letters in your valu- 

JY 4," 4a: fj g' “i a ‘ ° 

bf BY ZA able journal from 
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yy * / Z dents 


| EDITOR (/o F1RST 
PICTURESQUE AR- 
TICLE WRITER OF 
THE STAFF), Look 
here, hold hard — 
you idiot! There 
| haven’t been any letters yet! What’s the use of fooling? Try again.] 
70 the E-dttor of **Fun,”’ 
| Dear Sir,—Afropos of your admirable, desirable, beautiful, inimit- 
| able article —— 

[Epiror (fo F, P, A.-W.). Look here, Jones—draw it mild, You 
needn't praise up your own article gute so fervently ! 

First P, A.-W, Why not? Gam! It was a rattling fine article, 
and I sha// write it up. ] 

—inimitable article on the subject of ‘* Bogies.” I should like to be per- 
mitted to spin a short yarn on the subject. So avast there, Mr. Editor, 
and clew up my lee scuppers 

[I:piror (/o F. P, A.-W.). No—look here, Jones, that’s your regular 
registered style in your seafaring articles by ‘Old Bluewater,” and any 
fool would spot it in a twinkling. Don’t try the nautical lay—try 
something in which your pre-eminent individuality won't assert itself so 
much—see ?] 

Clew up my lee scuppers deleted, Well, mister; as I was a-saying 
(if you'll kindly order another gallon), me and Bill ’ere was once a- 
meanderin’ down a dark lane promiscus—— 

[Epitok (oF, P. A.-W.). No, stop! That’s the regular indispensable 
phrase you always use in your costermonger and kinchin-lay articles. 
Everybody will know who has written that. What we want is a series 
of spontaneous, unedited, plain letters, bearing the impress of unvar- 
nished truth in every line, from members of the public. Look here, I’ll 
write you one as a model. } 


10 the Editor of **Fun,”’ 

D&AR AND HONOURED S1R,—Inconnection with your interesting and 
profoundly analytical article concerning scepticism as to manifestations 
of supernatural phenomena 

[F. P, A.-W, (/o Epivor). Good heavens! my dear sir, your regular 
stereotyped pompous verbose style when writing the first leader! A baby 
would know no member of the public had written that ! 

[Epirork, What do you mean, you idiot? Get out of my sanctum 
this instant. There, I was hasty. You're quite right. Let’s 
put our heads together and try to work out something simple—illiterate 
if you will: something that really cou/dm’s have been written by a paid 
journalist. Look here, how will this do?—] 


10 the Editor of “Fun,” 

SIR, —About bogies. I don’t believe in bogies. My brother John 
did ; but his mother didn't. I knew a fellow who did—or didn’t: I 
quite forget which. —Y ours truly, JONES. 

[F. P. A.-W., Hum—that’s pretty fair, yes. Of course an’ ordinary 
member of the public couldn’t know how to express himself in letter- 
press, ‘Yes. Here's another that might do :—] 


| To the Editor of “Fun,” 
Dear Sik,—I have read your report (capital touch that : a member of 














the public would be sure to call an article a * report "'—see ?) on bogies 


| with much interest and am glad to be able to say that I do believe a 


eee - 
———— a ——— —_——_~ 





i ing through a 
‘ttle in bogies because I had a father who was once passing throug 
Soa a midnight and distinctly saw a something which had the 








i ess , a 
appearance of aturnip witha candle in it pop out from behind a hedg 
a then pop back again andzhe could not afterwards find it although 
of course I should not like to compel —, people to believe in them too 
whatever my opinions may be,—Yours truly 

i . BROWN (Member of the Public. ) 
[Excellent notion that, d’ye see ?—Of course a member of the public 
wouldn’t use any stops, because he’d be uncertain where to put them : 
and then the words in brackets after the signature stamp the writer at 
once, and conclusively prove him to be no paid contributor, at a glance. 
Epitor. Ab, yes; I suppose they do. By-the-way, we mustnt leave 
out the clergyman’s letter. Here—this would do. ] 


To the Editor of ** Fun.” 
S1r,—In the name of the shorter catechism I protest against this 
frivolous discussion on a subject which every thinking man at once con- 
demns as a remnant of the darkest and grossest superstition, There is 


not, and shall not be, such an absurdity as a bogy. 
Yours indignantly, 
The REVEREND THUMPDOWN SMASH, 


[F, P. A.-W. Then we mustn’t omit ‘‘ Little Tommy’s” letter. | 


To the Editor of **FuN.” 
Dgar Epitor,—My sister Flossie believes in bogies, because she 
was once bitten by one, but I say it’s all rot. 
My friend Black’s uncle Wilkinson had two which he kept in a little 
tin box. No, I forgot, those were Tonquin beans. 
Yours affectionately, TOMMY. 


[Then, you know, it would give the thing the finishing touch of 
genuineness if we made some of the correspondents address themselves 
to the office-boy or the printer. . . . By Jove, here’s a heap of 
letters for you ! 

EpiTor. What the dooce! What can all these be abou—— Why, 
they’re from members of the public, on the subject of ‘* Bogies.” Tell 
you what—how would it do to work some of ¢hese in ?] 
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GREEDY BOY. 


Tom.—* It’s all right, Sis; we shall have a toss going over, so the 
grub won't run short at meal times,” 
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A Little Scene in Spain, 


TWAS in a smoke - stained Spanish 
inn, 
Mixed guests sat round the fire; , 
The landlord’s children played 
about 
In poor and scant attire. 


A gipsy girl leant on a bench, 
She twanged the light guitar, 

And sang sweet seguzdz//as, 
As though she had catarrh, 


And then a mezzeo she danced 
With ’parent grace and ease ; 
But yet the keen-eared company 
Oft heard the damsel sneeze. 





| 
| 


| Exclaimed an Andalusian lad, 

| ** You’ve cotched a chill, my dear! 
| To cure a cold there’s nothing like 
Deep draughts of hot-spiced beer.” 


‘*€ Now when you have such ailment,” 
| A pious Valencian cried ; 

| * Make prayer to Santa Aquila, 
And watery eyes are dried,” 





| A bold Biscayan fiercely roared, 
| ‘I hold to rum and butter !” 
| Bah! Give me squills and juniper,” 

| A Moor was heard to mutter, 








‘* Nay !” growled a dark Granadian, 
| Try pungent mustard-plaster.” | 
‘* Pooh !”’ sneered a fat Asturian, 
**T advise the oil of castor.” 


| And then a proud Castilian 
Said, ** Tallow on the nose,” 
But his recipe was cut short, sharp ; 


| A mighty feud arose. | 


| The curists’ cups of wrath were full, | 

Out burst the furious ire ; 

They fought with daggers hand to | 
hand, 

And with consequences dire. 


Now woe to each, and woe to all, 
In this storm of man and steel. 
And when the combatants were cold, 

The gipsy shook out meal, 


And to the host this maiden said, 
** Senior, don’t think me cruel ; 
But throw those s/f ’w72s, please, 
outside, 
While I make onion-gruel,” 





THE latest device of the Ger- 
mans in the art of warfare is that of 
training falcons to destroy the car- 
rier-pigeons of the enemy. They 
will, of course, be under the control 
of the hawkward squad. 











THE JUBILEE SHOWER. 
FOURTEEN THOUSAND PAIRS OF SLIPPERS AND UNLIMITED BABY-LINEN, Happy Pope! 


| #: si 








AT A DANCE! 

| Yes, I have made myself ass enough to be here! Atadance! I 
/never thought much of myself at any time. I’m convinced now that 
I'm only fit for Hanwell. ‘‘ Perhaps you will take some refreshment. 
Somebody asked me to have refreshment. I think I catch myself drink- 
ing filthy shilling Medoc and lemonade. And as to drinking sherry and 
‘lemonade, /’7 not a boarding-school miss out for a treat, I tell you. 
What made me come here at all? Well, I had to come to look after 
my nieces. Both of ’em have got red arms; I hate and detest red 
arms, They’re doing the reverse, are they? Well, if you call that 
dancing, I don’t. Did I ever dance in my time? Why, of course I did. 
I learnt to dance in Germany. People did waltz in my day. Look at 
that young lanky idiot holding that girl round the waist and leaning 
away from her. That’s ‘‘ Kensington,” is it? / call it tomfoolery. 
They'll be down presently. I'll swear somebody ’ll be down. 

Hullo ! what’s that? Somebody is down! Thank goodness for that, 
|Isay. He! he! Look at the young beggar rubbing his shins, And 








| the girl looks at him as if she could murder him. I’m glad of that. He 


won't do *‘ Kensington” again for a long time to come—the young 
lunatic. Oh, that’s the way you dance the lancers, do you? Double 
hands across. Well, it seems to me that the whole idea now-a-days is 
to try and pull your partner’s wrists out of joint. A lot of beastly 
romping. I wish somebody would fall downagain, I’m sick of looking 
at this, and want a change of some sort or the other. Someone’s asked 
me to have anice, / have an ice, indeed! I’m not quite so far gone 
but what I have some little respect left for my digestion, anyhow. 
There’s going to be a supper, is there? Well, do you suppose for a 
moment that I’m the sort of man to relish a lot of pastrycook muck? 
As if I cared for dried fowls’ legs. And tongue, indeed! He! he! 
and I’m expected to poison myself with jelly and sweet champagne. 
Oh, yes, indeed! I’m hanged if I won’t leave the place till it’s time to 
see the girls home. I'll go and get a chop somewhere, and a pickled 
onion with it too, to let ’em know I want none of their society busi- 
ness. Diocenres TUBBS, 





Age then ins. | gure 


we) eee 


= 


4 ~ 


* Sie 


a 


ae "apis. 
St le eee 


St nan ately % 


2) Sten we Bie 
ee 


ans ns 
os 


— 


f 
ie 
¥ 


aT. hs ee de a 


oe 


re. 
k « 
4; 
é 
a 

; { P 
3 
; 


ea inn bande So 














FUN_ 











NUMERALS.—A TALE OF LOVE AND MATRIMONY. 


‘‘ The air is charged with amatory numbers.” —The Sorcerer. 












































Six (e¢ cetera). 





MURDLHE VISITING. 


MARIA says to me, ‘‘ Old man, you don’t seem to be up to much in 
the ’igh art line. You goes to the theaytres, but picters improves of 
the mind. Everybody goes in for art nowadays.’ 

I says ‘* Maria, the spread of intelligence is wonderful. Why, the 
very walls of the town is covered with picters both instructive and im- 
provin’, Pears’ Soap is a regler National Gallery by hisself. 

‘* And that lovely thing,” says Maria, **’Eld by the Henemy. Alovely 
| picter it is, with the corpse covered with a counterpane, and the young 
/’ooman in black going off into squalls and hysterics.” 

‘© And sich beautiful creatures too, as some of the picters is,’’ I says, 
‘“why, that there one a-dancin’ with the tambourin’, and with black 
| stockins’on——’’ I was thinkin’ onthe Empire poster, only Maria looks 
uncommon severe at me, and says, ** Hussies ! and at your time o’ life too, 
|Murdle.” I thought it best to keep my tongue still behind my four-pun- 
! ten the set false teeth. Maria’s of a jealous disposition, as I know well 
| enough, for the only slaveys we keeps in the house now more than a year 
are the pock-marked ones, with a squint in one eye at the very least. 
| Women have to be humoured, as you'll find out quick enovgh if ever 
you come home the better for five or six Scotches or Irishes, and you have 
to make out that you've been with your wife’s uncle to a lecture at the 
Birkbeck Institoot. 

Maria says, ‘* Let’s go and look at the old masters, as they call ‘em, 
at the National Gallery. You can improve your mind there like one 
o'clock, and it won’t cost more than a threepenny yaller ride from Cam- 
den Town,’ 

We goes on the ‘bus, which I always does avoid the tram, my fust 
cousin having been run over by a white Brompton, and the company 
standin’ my expenses at the inquest, I always feel bound to stand by ‘em. 

We gets into the New National Gallery which has the most lovely 








marble pillar at the entrance as bright red as the beef sassingers old 
Smith sells at the pork shop at the corner ot our road, Maria and me 
gets into the picter rooms at last, 

‘It’s wonderful,” says Maria, ‘* wot a run them old masters had on 
the angel business. I’m a serous-thinking woman, but them continool 
creeters playing on the ‘arp is a little too much.” Then we comes op- 
posite a most peculiar work of art as a cove says was a raffle and cost 
70,000 pound, ‘Young man,” says me, ‘‘don’t you tell no lies, I’ve 
been in a Old Tom and goose rafile for as low as 6d. the head. And 
I've been as high for a gold watch and chain as five bob the head ; but 
I never knowed yet of a £70,000 ratfile.” 

The young cove goes into a giggle at this and walks away. 

“‘ If we hadn’t been,” says me to Maria, ‘‘ina public institution, with 
Government chuckers-out in full fig, I’d a given that gent something for 
hisself as he wouldn’t need have took home with him in a Gladstone 
bag. 

But lor ! the pictures there is truly wonderful. I don’t mean to say 
as I wouldn't sooner go to Madame Twosoes, and see figures the size o’ 
life in rale wax ; but the National Gallery ain’t so bad arter all. But 
Maria says to me, 

“*T ain't quite so certain as the sight o’ them Rubbinses is altogether 
the right tip for the juvenile mind. The Gover’ment should get a few 
o’ them painters from the Board 0’ Works to cover ’em up a bit. I 
don’t say as I’m too partic’lar, but I never did like yer bathin’ at 
Boolong style of art.” 

With that we goes into the street, and catches the threepenny 
yaller at the back o’ George the Fourth’s house, and gets back to 
Camden Town, 








THE ‘' AGONY” COLUMN,—Nelson’s. 
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Startling News. 


WHILE reading a journal to-day 
To rub off my general rust, 
These words filled my mind with dismay— 
‘**The President’s Bust!” 


It was news ve New York that I read— 

| And news from those parts all should trust— 
| So no wonder the words gave me dread— 

| ** The President’s Bust !” 


‘Why not burst ?” you of course will all say 
(For you readers, though gentle, are just), 
But some Yankees, you know, have a way 
Of pronouncing it ‘* bust,” 





So I worried and e’en tore my hair, 
And gave vent to a passionate gust, 
Till I learned ’twas some sculpture affair—- 
‘*The President’s Bust!” 





New Leaves, 


| WE cling to our belief in the almost unsurpassable excellence of 
| Messrs. Thomson and Kailton’s works in 7he Hnglish Jilustrated,—Our 
| open admiration of the otherwise elegant costumesin Ze Fo//e/ is always 
| lessened by the persistently prolonged fashion of the monstrous and 
| ridiculous projections at the back—they always give us the ‘‘ hump.” 
—Enough of pleasant reading can always be found in Household Words 
if time can only be found to read it.—January 7th gave birth to 7%: 
London Scotsman, a ** bonny bairn” that will be the delight of all its 
‘**kith and kin,”’—The fourth issue of *‘ The Advertiser’s Guardian,” by 
Louis Collins, is in some respects superior to its predecessors ; beyond 
its guidance and usefulness it contains a vast amount of curious infor- 
mation of considerable interest.—Every effort seems to have been ex- 
pended in rendering as perfect as possible the issue for 1888 of ** The 
Dramatic and Musical Directory,” byC, H. Fox. So complete a work 
is almost indispensable to all connected with, or interested in ‘‘ the pro- 
fessions.”—-We see with pleasure that copies of Mr. Isaac Pitman’s 
** System of Shorthand,” his ‘* Shorthand Dictionary," and his *‘ Phone- 
tic Journal for 1887,” have been accepted by Her Majesty, It isa 
crown-ing favour, well deserved. 








A FIRE at Kilburn was recently reported. Although there was a 
considerable burn about it, we are glad there was no kill in the affair. 














JOHN BULL ONG CONT/NONG, 
Fohn Bull,—* Bif teck, indeed! Why, the meat’s Azgh /” 
Garcon (calmly).—‘* Oui, monsieur. Quite so. See you, sare, 
ve charge a high prices vor it. Not too high, boot just high enough, 
sare!’ ; 








KNIOKNAOKS. 


‘© WEIGH your words,” said Teadust, the grocer, to an irate customer 
of the gentle sex,—‘‘ weigh them as I do.” ‘*’Taint the weight o’ 
words, it’s the weight of the 
cortiee, and the hother rubbige 
as you sells, as I’m a-carstin hof 
up in my mind; and if I wasn’t 
in debt, I’d ‘eave a coky-nut at 
yer, I would. Yes, even if I 
spiled the nut,” retorted the angry 
matron, (4 scene.) 


Two Chinamen were refused 
admission to the foyer of the 
Chatelet Theatre in Paris simply 
because they were attired in their 
native costume. ** Zidert/! FEva- 
lite! Fraternité!” Wa, ha! 
** Vive la République!” 








**You can peep through the 
camera, miss, just to look at your friend,” said the photographer ; ‘* but, 
remember, things 7s reversed.” ‘Oh, lawks! you're a-standing on yer 
‘ead, Julia,” exclaimed Matilda Jane, while peeping under the cloth. 
‘‘Gracious goodness! and I ain’t go—got my best boots on!” cried 
Julia. It was with difficulty that the polite artist prevented the fair 
Julia from rushing out of his studio. 


‘*Ta, ta, old man,” said Dawdles, ‘‘ sorry to leave you, but ‘time is 
money,’ you know.” ‘* The dickins it is!” replied Banks; ‘ then, that 
being so, why don’t you stump up the tenner I lent you a year ago? for 
you have more time on your hands than any fellow I've ever come 


across,” 


PRINCE KRAPOTKINE recently delivered a lecture in Paris to an en- 
thusiastic audience of Socialists, the subject being *‘ The Moral Influence 
of Prison Life upon Prisoners.” The noble ‘‘ reformer” spoke strongly 
in favour of the suppression of prisons. A vast number of plebeians 
who periodically *‘do time” are likely to applaud the aristocratic ex- 
convict’s view enthusiastically. But although Krap, has talked so valiantly 
at times, he has been exceedingly careful to avoid getting his gruel in places 
where cold lead has been flying about. Like most other stump-orators, 


his pluck is a// oral, 


‘* So you wish to testify to the prisoner’s good character,” remarked 
the judge. ‘‘ Well, what have you to sayin his favour?" ‘‘ Shure, 
your honour, sorr, he’s lodged in me house six months and niver paid 
me a farden o’ rint, begorra!”’ 


THe ‘‘youngest millionaire” in America died recently at Kansas 
from an overdose of hot buttered crab and opium. Before the Y. M. 
vamoosed for ever, he confided in a friend that he had come to the 
conclusion that life is not worth living. Well, it isn’t, when meals are 
worked on the buttered crab and opium principle. Still, some men 
wallowing in wealth manage to enjoy this ‘* wale o’ tears,” 


‘¢THeRe’s a beautiful tone about that canvas,” said Angelo Jones to 
Waggles, as they stood before a choice Kembrandt, ‘‘ Is there, really?” | 
exclaimed W., rapping the picture with the horn-handle of his umbrella, 
‘¢ Jm—er—well, of course you ought to know best, Jones, but it don’t 
seem to me to give out the rich deep sound that a Punch and Judy drum 


does,” 


‘*Go and enquire whether the jury have agreed,” said an eminent 
judge, to an usher, “‘The jury have agreed that they won't return a 
verdict until they are allowed to have two gallons of beer sent in, my 
lord,” remarked the official on his return, 





‘‘T NOTICE you don’t wear ear-rings, Miss Snapshot,” remarked 
Gabberly, ‘‘Is it because you are afraid of having your ears bored?” 
‘They have been terribly bored for the last hour, I think,” warbled 
the damsel, while her eyes twinkled wickedly, ‘* Now I know those 
two young people will make a match of it,” mused old Mrs, Bumblebee, 
who is deaf as a post. 
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A Carr DUTCHMAN terminates a public apology, which is published | 
in Di Afrikaanse Patriot, with the following words: ‘‘I declare, further, | 
that I know nothing against the character of Mr. G, P. Bezindenhout. | 
I call myself, besides, a genuine liar of the first class—Signed, A, C. Du | 
Plessis.” The sublimity of this candid confession leads us to believe | 
that A. C. Du Plessis has crushed truth to the earth in making the 
apology ; and once more cut the record as an Ananiac, 





| <7 “24 4 ; 4 > , j . els 
ini 


4 rmad wuiess 


! 
' 
bi 


| 
{ 
y 


ee panne 
ee 








Janoary 18, 1888. 











/ 


ie a 
/ Vif “4 sf 


77 Taft 
vs 


A SOUL’S DESIRE ACCOMPLISHED. 


Younc InkRsTON has long yearned to know the talented authoress of that touching work, ‘* Heart Tendrils and Other Poems,” At last he 
has met her, and is being introduced. 














Delicious rapture ! 








The Liverpool Lurch, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


As you probably must know, 
Men, the whole wide world throughout, 
Seem to like to skip about 

On the light fantastic toe ; 
And of this there can be hardly any doubt, 


Many deem the waltz sublime ; 
And the pleasures of the dance 
It will certainly enhance 
If you manage to keep time 
With your partner, as you elegantly prance, 


But, if lacking proper skill, 
You are such a clumsy clown 
As to bump and tear her gown, 
Kick her foot, or get a spill, 
Why, your partner will be eager to sit down, 





Now Lord Salisbury appears 
To be pirouetting so 
With a lady whom you know, 
That she reasonably fears 
He’s not safe upon the light fantastic toe. 





AN omnibus conductor has been prosecuted 
bya gor ong for using abusive language, and 
fined rather heavily. Quite rights before an 
individual undertakes to conduct an omnibus he 
must of course be able to conduct—himself, 





ACCORDING to advices from Florence, Mr. 
Gladstone is well and looks bright and cheer- 
ful, but is still affected by hoarseness. This is 
a pity, as when Parliament re-assembles and 
the Trafalgar Square meeting debate comes on, 
it will be deplorable if Mr, Gladstone has ‘‘ no 
voice in the matter.” 





PECUNIARY EMBARRASSMENT. —Lord Leve- 
son accidentally swallowed a half-crown while 
conjuring on Boxing Day. No serious conse- 
quences are anticipated from this metallic feed, 
though it may sit rather heavily upon his lord- 
ship’s money chest. 
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JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling, Post-free, 1s. ad. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 





“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











John Heath's 
cone FEN 


“ 


Or 6¢. Boxes, All Stationers. Sample Box 
(24 kinds) 7 stamps. Birmincuam. 














'Q@UARANTEED 
| PURE AND 
| SOLUBLE. 


Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


|'BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. | 


Reckitt’s 


Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are often sold 














Wednes 


lay, January 18,1 


Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 





























JANUARY 25, 1888. 





KUN. 





TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY.—The most notice- 
able thing about Lot 49, the new 














WOuLON'T first piece here, is its remarkably 
KNOW strong cast. The freshness and 
me A spirit with which the performers 
Qin, go to work covers a multitude of 
won. > sins in the plot of the piece, 
You? Fe which concerns nothing more 
f) novel than the confusion of an 

_~4) animal withaman. But I sup- 

Fs pose it is “good enough” for a 


'¢ farce, and we must be thankful 





? that the author (or adapter, I 
\ should say), did not elect to spin 
it out to three acts and call it “a 
farcical comedy.” 


Frankenstein, witha lot of stage- 
“~ manager excised, and a lot of 
; author restored, and one or two 
other judicious improvements, is a 
very different matter to what it 
was upon that fateful Christmas 
Eve. The critics were invited 
CHANGED MAN. last week to give asecond verdict 
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on the piece, because the noise on 
the first night prevented a fair hearing, and because many alterations 
had been The logic of this seems a little mixed, but I don’t 
know that it matters very much. The piece is thoroughly good and 
hearty amusement as it stands, and if the management likes to believe 
that it wasn’t their fault that an ill-tempered pit found it all desperately 
dull after the first act, and acted accordingly, why, who shall blame 


made, 


'or quarrel with them? 


WELL, I shall—both—if they don’t take the lesson to heart and 
keep the decorator and manipulator more in his proper place next 
time. 


“Goop old Mary Ann” has passed into fresh hands—Miss Marion 
Jones's, to wit. “The Dispensary Doctor” didn’t take, so Mr. Lonnen, 
who does his * vamping ” right vampishly, has gone back to “ Killaloe.” 
which seems as popular as ever; Miss D'Arville’s singing is heard to 
the advantage it merits, and Miss Farren, Mr. Leslie, and the rest 
having “settled down” in their parts, the fun is simply fast and 
furious. 

OLYMPIA.—The admirable Paris Hippodrome Company, at present 
in possession here, have just made an entire change in their pro- 
gramme. ‘The Arabs have folded their tents and no I won't; 
somebody else is sure to quote that, so let him quote it alone in his 
glory—if the other fellows will let him! Any way, the Arabs have 
gone, and several new features have been added to the “ feats of agility 
and grace,” 











THE GALETY,—Wuen Low-Com. MEETS Low CoM... THEN COMES THE GAY DUE 

A STEEPLECHASE of free horses was taking, and a sort of panto- 
mime “anglers act” (if | may be allowed to call it so) was comical! 
and animated. The cumbersomeness and ludicrous gravity of an ele- 


phant when executing tricks, always makes him a popular performer ; 
one here is accompanied by an imitative greyhound, who supplies the 
element of grace as well as sharing 
the cleverness of an act which is re- 


ceived with something very like 
rapture by the audience. Mons. 


Kremo wires in on the wire rope 
very cleverly. 





THE six-horse “races” excite a 
goo deal of admiration, and Miss 
Jennie O’Brien and Mr. George 
Gilbert sustain their high reputation 
for dash and daring. The final spec- 
tacle isa very gorgeous and cleverly- 
managed affair ; and the curious (in 
more senses than one) ceremony of 


visiting the stables between the 
parts is in high favour. 
THE GLOBE.—Mr. Wilson Bar- 


rett, who will, I trust, soon recover 
his lost tables and chairs (that is if 
any of them require re-covering) 
inaugurated a series of morning 
performances, which it is his in- 





; ’ MARASCHINO STRIKES 
tention to give, with the presen- HIS (MARAS)CHINOTE. 
tation of J/amlet, on Wednesday 


THE GAIFETY. 


last. There is something extremely attractive about this Hamlet of 
Mr. Barrett’s. It may lack somewhat of poetry, and betray an over- 
weening desire for newness of “ readings,” merely for the sake of new- 
ness apparently, and be in other respects short of fulness; but it has 
an element of interest and attraction in its youthfulness, and in the 
smoothing of incongruities in the general story which this youthful- 
ness begets, which render it from some points of view the most intelli- 
gible Hamlet that I’ve seen or heard of. Miss Eastlake’s Ophelia, too, 
is, perhaps, the best we have at present, her mad scenes are of the 
very finest art. 

Nops AND WINKS.—7Zhe Old Guard reached the hundredth night 
of its Avenue Campaign on Monday evening, on which occasion M. 
Planquette, the composer, was present. The Guard seems to have hit 
the mark and is still scoring.—The “ Prince and Princess Beatrice” 
have been appearing in Tableaux Vivants at Osborne, I hear, under 
the management of the Hon. Alex Yorke, and before her Royal Ma 
and the Household. Her Majesty (“Heaven bless her!”) was so 
pleased that she encored the entire programme for another evening. 
The dresses were designed by Mr. Perey Anderson and executed by 
Messrs. L. and H. Nathan.—abette will be produced at the Strand 
to-morrow (Thursday) evening. At least I think so, but the date may 
be altered before this gets into print, so I'll not ba-bette upon it, as 
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TERRY's.--" THE WOMAN HATER.” 


somebody might get the ba-better of me in the matter.—Mr. Lionel 
Brough is said to have the intention of taking the late Ernest 
Warren's VWodern Wires * round,” shortly.—Mr. Leonard Howard, musi- 
cally assisted by Miss Kate Harwood and Mr. Geo. D. Cameron, and 
dramatically assisted by Miss Edith Hamilton, gavea dramatic recital 
at “The Horns,” Kennington, on Monday evening. The programme 





was of the usual character—a bit of Shakespeare, a touch of The School 
for Scandal, ** Mumble’s Head,” ** Parson's Fight.” &¢e NESTOR. 
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A Bard De-barred. 


total version of ‘Duncan Gray’ was sung the other day. 


HECH, gather, my lassies and laddies, 
Around the braw Meesther MACFUN, 

Wha a’ways maist gleefu’ an’ glad is, 
For he kens hoo ye lo’e him—each one. 


(To whilk nane o’ us ever returrns), 
That ane wha’s afraid o’ deesorder 
Has gane an’ teetottalised Burrns ? 


Hoot awa, ‘tis the hecht o’ mere rudeness 
Tae the ba'rd wham we a’ lo’e sae weel— 
Ah, Rowllickin’ Rabbie a’ shrewdness, 
Wad, aw’m thenkin’, wi’ them raise the de 


“ Wullie brew’d,” wi’ nae brae (sae ane lea 
Ye'll find in the new—but not friskey— 
Teetottal edeetion o’ Burrns. 


Ye maunna say, “fou” when ye’re chauntin’ 
The barlads that Bobbie Burnsr penned, 
Hoot, ye’ll say, ’tis a puir piece o’ cantin 
As eer brither Britons hae kenned. 
Tis like Harmilct wi’ Harmlet left oot o’ ‘t, 
(Whilk, aw’m theenking, your Soothroner 
Alsae like meal-less parritch, nae doot o't, 
This teetottal edeetion o’ Burrns. 





Incorrigible ! 
O'BRIEN we lately reluctantly saw 
Imprisoned for breaches of order and law ! 


As soon as released he will search for new bre 





“So you've got married at last, | hear, Bashe: 
Flickster. “ Yes, I’ve gone through the drid/v ce 
groaned Basherby, dismally. “Let’s have a 
chirped Flickster. “ Bless your soul, I daren’t 
corn now, dear boy,” sighed Basherby, as a_ pe: 
trickled down his proboscis. “Ta, ta!” 


[An evening paper says :—“ Teetotal editions of the poets are the 
latest novelty. They have originated in Scotland. At a Scottish con- 
cert, where the temperance element was strongly represented, a tee- 


This is done 


by omitting the objectionable words, or slurring them over.”] 


Hae ye heard the strange news frae the border 


, F 


* Auld Lang Syne” wi’oot stoups o’ guid whisky, 


rrns), 


spulrns ) 


How fleeting the lesson his punishment teaches— 


( ches / 


‘by,” said 
remony,” | 
snifter,” | 
take my | 
urly tear | 
| 








PROOF POSITIVE. 


Aged Mibernian.—" SURE AN’ | THINK PAT ROONEY A VERY STEADY 
MAN,” 


Young ITibernian. —* BEGORRA, | NEVER KNEW A STEADIER AT 


LOWERIN’ A POWER O’ WHISKY.” 





years is evidently the correct peer-age. 


TIMES IS SO WALTERED.—A propos of the 7imes centenary it is | 
reported that Mr. John Walter will, at last, be madea peer. A hundred 





Fair Traders. 


[The Echo states that “ ladies of title continue to enter the world of commerce.” } 


THE Lady Zenobia Augusta de Vere 














4 / 





MULTUM IN PARVO. 


must be on that account the men so much admire 





Mrs. Lartone.—* A very little dress satisfies me, my dear.” 
Mrs. Primley.— + Do you know, dear, I’ve sometimes thought it 


. 
4 Ay 
. 





Was as proud as a lady could be, 
For, gaze as she might, she ne’er saw to the top 
Of her genealogical tree. 
She’d blue blood in her veins, a fine ghost in her park, 
And a gloomy old family vault, 
And if she’d not met 
With a fond husband yet, 
It was not her fair ladyship’s fault, 


The Lady Zenobia Augusta de Vere 
Was as poor as a lady could be ; 
Though rich in old family legends, alas ! 
Sut small store of silver had she. 
And she looked at her ancestors’ portraits (she traced 
Them far back to the days of the Flood), 
And for money, she said, 
She would willingly shed 
Some drops of her noble blue blood, 





The Lady Zenobia Augusta de Vere 
Her two tiny hands clapped with glee ; 
For she heard that for ladies *twas now quite la mode 
sy commerce to make their monce, 
So she purchased a lot of big mercantile books, 
Took an office at something a year ; 
And the last thing I heare 
Was, she'd given her word 
That she’d marry her handsome cashier. 





OPPOSED as the Grand Old Man is to the proceedings of the 
Government in Ireland, he would be the last in the world to aati 


scribe them as unwarranted. 
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HOOKWINCHS LOVE TROUBLES 
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UNMISTAKABLE! 
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Phen he wandered on in the unnrecognized land. Unrecognized? Ni 



























































memory began to bubble up. 





e@ Was Cast upon an unre 








cognized 


>he murmured, “but possibly 




















P werv eaten a something whianerea So 7 
iy, at every step a something whispered to his heart of long untrodden scenes; the wells oi 
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GOVERNMENT, 
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| See Cartoon Verses. jp 42. 
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| Musical Note. 

THE Monday Popular Concert ou the 16th was chiefly noticeable for 
the first production of a trio for pianoforte, violin, and violoncello, by 
J. A. Dykes, beautifally rendered by Madame Norman Neruda, Miss 
Fanny Davies, and Signor Piatti. The scherzo and adagio movements 
| are strikingly delicate and harmonious, and the entire work deserved 
' | the hearty reception accorded to the work of so young a composer, who 
has evidently studied wisely, and well, under the hands of Herr 
| Raff. Schutz Bernhard, and Madame Schumann. Miss Bertha Moore 





A a Sapte tap 





i sang “ Orpheus with his Lute,” by Sullivan, very sweetly. The concert 

i ' concluded with Schubert’s Octet, in F, played with exquisite feeling 
a ‘and smoothness by Madame Neruda, M. M. L. Ries, Straus, Lazarus, 

- Paersch, Wootton, Reynolds, and Piatti. 

; 


EVIDENCE recently given in a County Court tended to show that a 
bankrupt clergyman hal persistently sought to augment his stipend 
by betting, and was in the habit of allowing his thoughts to stray 
more towards his book than his Bible while preparing folk for a 
better world. 


A PARTICULARLY pious American Quaker who was recently caught 
warbling a comic song, excused himself by asserting that his doctor 
had alvised him to try a varied course of vocal gymnastics. 











' ¥ " : 
iy | ¥ 
ie | SS OS 
ul | THE BEGINNING OF THE COOLNESS. 
| Johnnie Braggs.—* Rather slow affair last night; didn't think 


Ah! my boy, you 
Now that man dere understand 


' 


should go to my Uncle’s dances! . 
balls.” 

Tom Drystich.—* | suppose you mean the one who's got three 
of ’em over his shop!” 


| much of the women, the wine, or-the waltzes. 














KNICKNACKS. 


“WHAT would you like,:my dear?” said an elderly critic to a 
young actress, as they stood together gazing into a pastrycook’s shop- 
; window. “A puff, of course, old ink- 
slinger,’” whispered the sweet sowbrette. 





A FRENCH doctor, writing on the subject 
of poisons, states that he knew a lady so 
fond of inhaling ether, that she was in the 
habit of purchasing from twelve to fifteen 
quarts of her favourite poison per month. 
She is now an ethereal being who floats 
about in regions where drugs are a drug in 
the market—at least, the medico opines so. 


THE Attorney-General of South Australia 
serves as a corporal in a volunteer corps. 
He delights in rifle practice, and whenever 
one of his bullets hits the target, exclaims, 
“That’s a neat legal conveyance.” The 
learned gentleman sometimes insists that the bandsmen of his 
corps ought to be arrested for issuing false notes. 





A MAN, convicted of bigamy, recently escaped with the light sen- 
tence of one week’s imprisonment. Wife No. 2 pleaded very hard 
for him in court. 
he would never be caught tripping again. Wife No. 1 thought he 
ought to be clad in a red-hot iron overcoat, while doing time in his 
dungeon-cell—the weather being so raw. 


WE learn from an American contemporary that a young married 
woman, who was recently kissed by an amorous young masher, claims 
5,000 dollars damages. The masher says that he didn’t destroy any- 
thing like a cent’s worth of powder and paint. 


A FRENCH correspondent spreads the alarming news—* Truffles 
are going up in price.” These fungi are apt to rise terribly at times. 
Even the most enthusiastic vegetarians who can afford to eat truffles 
regard them with a loving awe. 


THE little wee dorg who recently bit Prince Luitpold was killed 
and cut up by surgeons shortly after he had committed his crime. 
post-mortem examination, which was not of a cursory character, dis- 
tinctly showed that the sorry cur had no blue blood in his veins. 


“| HAVEN'T seen Spooner since his engagement,” remarked Jones. 
“What’s he doing?” “Carefully cultivating waist property,” an- 
swered Robinson. 


“MODERATE your language, sir,’ snarled the judge. “I’m 
speaking within bounds, and thank yer stars for that, you cross-eyed 
old Pauncheous Pillate, you!” retorted the prisoner in the dock, shak- 
ing the rails. 








THE proprietor of the newly~liseevered gold seams in Wales has 
evidently not been lying on his ores. 


A JURY brought in the following verdict a few days back :—*“ The 
deceased clied through having suddenly evinced a liking for prussic 
acid as a short drink.” 


“ PATRIOTIC CAMEMBERT CHEESES” are being soldin Paris. They 
are stamped with large busts of Boulanger. The said busts, of course, 
have a very noble and antique appearance when rich green mould 
accumulates on them, and they become warped and crinkled. By-the- 
way, the Boulanger boom has pretty nearly curdled ‘and coagulated. 
Boully, though he looks as fierce as a cheese-hopper, is only a mite 
after all. ’ 





A FRENCH judge recently declined the responsibility of deciding a | 


dispute between a lady and her corset-maker. He felt too staid to 


tackle such a case. 





Forty-eight hours had elapsed since Edwin and Angelina were 
made man and wife. “ What light taper fingers you have,” exclaimed 
Edwin, as he squeezed her hand rather too tightly. “Yes! they are 
taper!” snapped Angy, and she dealt her husband a spank that 
caused him to see sparks. “Too taper, yet not so light as I thought,” 
sobbed Edwin. ; 


HE Pope now nets the very neat income of £300,000 a year. He 
aiso spends a considerable portion of his time in netting birds. 
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The prisoner declared that, once over his trouble, | 
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THE POET'S OPINION. 




















THE stairs are but rickety climbing that lead 

To the Bard’s elevated dominion 
(They’re sure to be somebody’s death is, indeed, 

A quite frequently offered opinion). 

‘Tis a pair of stairs wp to the wide open coor, 

And another one down when you're through it. 
(Take care you don’t miss it and sprawl on the floor 

As I’ve often known parties to do it). 


Then follow the passage and soon, for your sins, 
You will meet in the deepening gloom, sir, 

A mop or a bucket, and damage your shins 
As you pass Mrs. Flannigan’s room, sir, 

Up ten winding stairs (oh, be kind to him, Fates! 
For the boards couldn’t well be worn thinner !) 
Then a couple of flights, and you'll step on the plates 

That McBride has just used for his dinner. 


Another flight more, past the * Music Hall Two” 
A-rehearsing their shakes and their tumbles, 

Aud the pottering artist who smokes till all’s blue, 
As he mumbles, and grumbles, and scumbles. 

More flights, past a Chancellor (now in the bud), 
Past young “readers,” who're dreaming of mitres, 

Commanders-in-chief (in embryo). Good Lud! 
And “ Our Lady ” the Queen of First-Nighters. 


But one struggle more, high aloft in the air 
With distress you are puffing and hissing. 

You've come to the last—the penultimate stair— 
For (be jabers) the top one is missing! 

The door just in front lets you into my den, 
Where you’re free to be welcome and merry 

[f you don’t stop the flow of the hurrying pen, 
Or sit down on the bust of Miss Terry. 


But not many regular visits I’ve known, 
P’r’aps the cat’s and my landlady’s only ; 
Yet though, as a regular thing, I’m alone, 
| can’t say I feel very lonely. 
| seldom see reason to grumble or sigh, 
With my thoughts and myself there’s a quorum ; 
So why not be jolly together? says I, 
As I brew me a liberal jorum. 


There’s plenty of work and there’s plenty of fun, 
[t depends pretty much how you take it, 
For | think you'll discover, when all’s said and done, 
That your bed’s just about what you'll make it. 
However that be, it appears to my lights 
That a poet would be but a softy 
To grumble because he has numerous flights, 
And his place in creation is lofty. 








CONSIDERING the excessive rents'wrung out of the starv- 


ing poor for their miserable homes by the landlords, ground 
and ‘otherwise, weuldn’t “ grind ” 
for them? 


landlord be a better name 


—— 4 
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New Leaves. 


“* PALINDROMES,” by G. R. Clarke (David Bryce and Sons, Glas- 
gow ), are more curious than clever, the drawings are bald and not good.— 
“Charles Bradlaugh,” as a politician, social reformer and thinker, a 
lecture by William Irving (63 Fleet Street). There will always be a 
divergence of opinion amongst “ thinkers,” as to the merits or demerits 
in these several capacities, of this undoubtedly remarkable man, but 
Mr. Irving has ably endeavoured to set his merits forth—“A Week 
in London.” This is a “guide,” issued by Messrs. Wallis & Co., of 
Holborn Circus, and may be useful to the many into whose hands it 
Is sure to fall. “The Four Cabinet Drawings” issued by Messrs. 
Hildesheimer and Faulkuer, in commemoration of the recent Trafalgar 
Square disturbances, are only remarkable for their artistic inferiority. 

“ Parodies,” collected by Walter Hamilton (Reeves and Turner). 
It will be seen by the fourth volume of this admirable collection, as | 
in the previous volumes, that nearly all the cleverest and best-known 
verse In our language has been as cleverly parodied, and that Mr. 
Hamilton has shown a vast amount of cleverness, also, in getting so 
many of the best, and so much genuine entertainment, into his 
volumes.—* The Mystery of a Hansom Cab,” by Fergus W. Hulme | 
(The Hansom Cab Publishing Company). In this remarkably sensa- | 
tional novel, the young Australian author has followed the apparently | 
orthodox plan for that class of modern fiction, by beginning with a | 
startling murder mystery, which the remainder of the book is occu- 
pied in unravelling. The characters are crisply defined, the scheme is 
well sustained, and in the end it is the unexpected that happens. Fora 
youthful effort it is surprisingly promising of even better things to come. 
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District Clerqyman.— YOU KNOW, PIPER, ALTHOUGH WORK I8 SLACK, 
ALL 
ABOMINABLE AGITATORS, SOCIALISM, AND THAT KIND OF THING.” 

Piper.—* NO, SIR ; TIMES IS WERRY 'ARD, BUT THERE AIN'T NEVER 
NOTHINK OF THE SOCIAL ABOUT ME.” 


THERE'S MANY A TRUE WORD. 


THAT, | HOPE YOU'RE NOT BEING LED AWAY BY THESE 
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THE PASSING PANORAMA. 
By Our Own CHoP-HOUSsE GossIP. 


H, come along, my girls and boys, 

I’ll tell you what we'll do, 

We'll up, and we'll “survey man- 
kind from China to Peroo ;” 

We'll look aloft, we'll look alow, 
wherever people roam, 

We'll look at foreign parts, we 
will, we'll also “look at home.” 


Lord Salisbury’s replied to Mr. 
Gladstone, I perceive, 
And Gladstone’s answered Salis- 
bury completely, I believe, 
And then the Premier quite 
snuffed out the G. O. M. I see, 

The Markiss being sat on next 
by W. E.G. 

And 80, one up, the other down, 
the merry game goes on, 

With now and then a letter from 
dear epithetty John, 

And others, joining in the fray, 
—their speeches, I’d remark, 

I never, never real myself, but 
isn’t it a lark! 








Although you've p'raps forgotten it, your memory I'll jog, 
With—hadn't we a precious spell of irritating fog? 

And don’t it go am baffle us, in parlour and in street, 

In ev’ rywhere aml ev'rything, and give us a back seat! 

The freezing of the Danube one may look upon with awe, 

jut what is that, | ask you, in comparison with thaw ! 

The river “ overflew its banks,’ but—pleasant thing to state— 
The damage on the whole was neither desperate nor great. 


The growth of British "baccy some would foster and improve 

(Am, as for FUN, he'll heartily encourage such a move) ; 

The Hanging Back Insurance Co., re Whiteley’s fire-assault, 

At last let * judgment go” (as they express it), by default. 

The gay experimentalists who tried Bul-gar-i-a 

Have learnt that filibustering’s a toughish game to play ; 

Anc. Monsieur Vigneau’s .ost ‘is “sit. ;” but shall we take to drink, 
Or murmur “all isover”? Vigneau better, I should think ! 


The Lord and Lady Mayoress gave, delighting maid and mouse, 
A Fancy Beli for Children at the London Mansion House ; 
The Lifeboat Institution puts its medals by and sighs, 

There wasn't one design considered worthy of a prize. 

The Cottars of the Lewis are unruly still—alas ! 

That honest-hearted mountaineers should come to such a pass ; 
At Netley church they're shocked to find reformatory boys 
Should dare to want to go to church, or dress in corduroys. 





A lady has discovered that when Liberals are “ in.’ 

A larger stock of maidens manage husbands for to win 

Than when the wild Conservative is revelling in glee, 

| A-quodding (and undressing) everybody he can see. 

| Oh, ladies of the Primrose League, the fact be pleased to note, 
| Oh, Pas with many daughters don’t forget it when vou vote ; 





There’s always lots of husbands (and they've always lots of “tin,”) 
And everything so jolly when the Liberals are in. 


The colliers up in Lanarkshire are threatening to strike, 
The Czar has hinted war—and peace (believe him if you like)! 
The racing nominations for the spring are out, | see, 

(But that concerns Trophonius a good deal more than me) ; 
What with portents and predictions, and the fog the other day, 
Lots of people down at Birmingham got into such a way, 

Then one became a lunatic, another one a fool, 

And some of them went off to bec 


The Board of Works has reinstated Hebb, but firmly swore 
That nobody must ask for any orders any more ; 

The Act for Marks on Merchandise is working well so far ; 
Some folks want a new station, on G. W. and R.; _ 

The teachers of the Kingdom, with a holy ardour filled, 
Have set about a-forming of themselves into a G uild. ' 
And Chief Inspector Denning, public servant true and tried, 
Has just retired from work in favour of “ his ain fireside. 


The Savings Bank at Cardiff is about to wind ap quick ; 
They have sufficient money for the Wakefield Bishopric. 

| envy not the “ bobby’s” lot, I am not such a fool,— 
There’s one of them was stabbed the other day in Liverpool ; 
They’ve had a fire in Birmingham, sufficient to appal ; 

A wrestler who was mesmerised has had a nasty fall. 

The elegant De Bensaude now has taken a fresh tack, " 
And Mr. Spurgeon tells them that he isn’t “ coming back. 


Gontant de Biron’s burnt—a loss to history and art ; 

The War of Tithes in little 
Wales continues on each part ; MIS Arn 

And Benson's — caught — he’s PIRESIDE 
wanted, both in France and 
here, it’s said ; 

They found a man who lived 
with a penholder in his head ! 

The Severn Tunnel, getting 
blocked, they cleared it in a 
“aes” 

Peace still will reign, if all be 
well (much virtue in an * if’) ; 

The Wardmote of Potsoken gave 
the laws a fearful shock, 

The poll was closed at four 
o'clock instead of six o’clock. 





The Star has risen brightly, let 
the welkin come and ring, 

Though Radical it isn’t an O’Con- 
nor-clastic thing ; 

Then Bass and Co. reorganized 
and floated out anew ; 

The friends of Mr. Routledge 
stood a dinner, quite his due. 

A robbery at Taplow House has been worked off with “ cheek,” 

A dentist keeps a lady's teeth till she can hardly speak ; 

The Prussian Diet’s opened—'tisn’t diet for the mouth, 

The North have won the football match they played against the South. 


That Henry Smith at Sheffield they have managed for to seize ; 
And Mr. Pyne is out of his Listinny Castle, please ; 

The * Marks” Act they’re adopting freely out at Singapore ; 
Small-pox has laid its weight upon poor Sheffield very sere ; 
South London asks a palace now—to Charity it turns ; 

They've just concluded the trial of C. Graham and H. Burns : 
The Morning Post and Evening Post are fighting for the crown ; 
And the riots in Madeira they are firmly putting down. 


Go seek the Fine Art Gallery, a lovely show is there ; 

The flute is now an instrument in favour with the fair : 

A fearful tale of storm and snow there comes from o’er the sea ; 
With Wilson Barrett’s furniture some parties made too free ; 
At cricket, in Australia, the English team sings small. 
Observe the Royal Academy, Associates they call ; 

Lord Lytton, out in Paris, gives his first official ball ; 

There's been a fight in Suakim—ane that, I think, is all. 








ANDREW CARNEGIE, the Scoto-American millionaire. advises 
wealthy Americans to “try Scotland for a summer.” This is about 
the wisest speech Andrew has made of late. and one calculated to do 
the canny Scots much more good than all the political rubbish he has 
both written and spoken. 
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1, and kept the “ kids” from school. 
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Woman’s Sphere—A 
Parody. 


fAn evening paper recently published 
some lines on the above subject.) 

No couple ere got “spliced” on 
earth, 


No darling bonnet yet was worn, 

No lover lay awake till morn, 

You never heard of tavern brawl, | 

Or saw two bargees have a maul, 

No breach-of-promise case has | 
raised 

Your laughter at a fond pair crazed, 

No husband, coming home at one, 

To bed like quaking hare has gone, 

No scandal whispered in your ear 

Has made you for your own name 
fear, 

No Dead Sea fruit that turns to 
dust 

And “sells” the luckless wights 

who win it, 

No earthly ills 
“ cussed,” 

Not one of all these things but must 

Have had a woman in it. 


that man hath 





A LEARNED professor opines that 
it is a great pity that French mas- 
ters do not take part in the English 
schoolboys’ games more frequently. 
He deducts that were they to doso | 
a better feeling would be engen- 
dered between the foreign peda- 
gogues and their pupils. Is there 
subtle malice lurking in the pro- | 
fessor’s. suggestion? Does hedesire | 
French ushers to be reduced to the 
helpless condition of wingless blue- 
bottles on catch-’em-alive papers, 
or is he blandly innocent ? 

“ WHATSH the matter with you 
(hic), Sergeant Atkins?” asked the 
colonel, as that gallant non-com- 
missioned officer staggered while | 
crossing the barrack-yard. “Some 
thingsh wrongsh at (hic) head- 
quarters,colonel,” answered the ser- 
geant. ‘ Sergeant Atkins, consider 
yourself admonishtsh!’”’ hiccuped 
the colonel with sublime gravity. 


i 
fg PS: 


No squalling baby yet had birth, (ie ie 
We never saw a draper’s shop, , INR ag 
Or gave a small “suburban hop,” eG vis 


: S fs SS 


SES) 


Peace.—* OH, | WONDER WHAT'S INSIDE! 
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THE FESTIVE SEASON.—RUSSIA PULLING A CRACKER WITH PEACE. 


7 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AND LE BOXE 
ANGLAIS. 


M. LE REDACTEUR DE “FuNs,’—Ze Engleesh ladies and ze 
Engleesh mans have many differences—about some of vich zey fall 
out and ozzarevise—par erample, ze charming Miss Jollidogue she 
speak yiz rapture of ze gloves in box vich I bring her. On ze ozzare 
hand her brozzare just now talk of nozzink else but ze boxin’ gloves. 
And it is mon ami Jollidogue who introduce me to ze two great sons 
of England and Columbia—zat’s to say Messieurs Jemsmit and 
Jakeilrain. : 

| am introduce to zese men of var, and I find zem jollygoodfellows- 
ansosayallofus. Wraiment,so much I admire zem, zat I cannot rest 
content until I have taken from ze great Jemsmit lessons in ze noble 
art of defence of self. I go see him at ze Aqvarium of Vestminstare, 
and I tell my ole pal M. de Pinna zat Jemsmit is ze rumfish of his 
show ; and again I meet Jemsmit at ze club of ze knowing old birds 
zat call zemself Pelicans. And it is zare, sare, zat ze great Jemsmit 
give me my first lecon in le boxe. 

Ve put on ze gloves, about vich zare is no kid, so it appear to zis 
chile, Jemsmit is long time before he get me to vat he call “shape.” 
Lnfin I stand up to him 4 la Jakeilrain. Ma foi! 1 am proud, paree 
que 1 am like ze young lady about to marry—I am engaged in ze 
ning. Jollidogue is my second (ze first I have evare had), and Jakeil- 
rain sit like Mastare John Hornare in ze cornare of Jemsmit to put 
him up if reqvired (he is not reqvire). 








Jemsmit say to me ze opposite of Macbess, “ Lead off, Macduffare,” 
and Mr. Sampson zat is Referee, he say “Time.” I reply it is not half- 
past twelve by long chalks, but Jemsmit tell me to land him (as if he 
vare a fish) on ze tap of claret. I strike, mais quel surprise ! he is 
not zare, nor do I know vare I am, for his right glove have gone up 
as high as your monument, vit my jaw. on ze top of it. He ask me vy 
I did not stop it, and I reqvest him to stop it himself. He reply it 
vas ze countare,and I vish to myself I had been ze countare-jumpare. 

Jemsmit say next he is goint to try afeint. I say “ Allona, let us 
feint!” He raise his right hand, and I drop my head, vich he hit so 
hard vit his left zat it is I zat almost do ze faint. Jollidogue call 
time. Ma foi! it vas time he did. Round ze von. 

Next time before I go up, Jollidogue say I am too light-veight for 
Jemsmit, and I agree vit him zat I am ze bakare to-day. He reply zat | 
must look out for my bread-basket, maintenant ! I do not see ze 
point, but Jemsmit point it out for me by landing me gs it, and | 
am out of date. I take off ze gloves, and I shake ze hand of Jem- 
smit, and I say, “ You have dot my two lovally black eyes, you have 
tap my claret, also my ivories. you have rattle. I have ze mouse 
undare ze peepares, and ze roaster of ze ribs. For von evenink c'vat 
assez, croyez-moi. La belle France admires ze bore, maintenant, you 
may practise it upon her soil, mais not upon her sons! 








° P ‘ bi - ” 
AT the‘celebration of the Pope’s Jubilee, everything “ went off : 
well. including His Holiness, who fainted twice from excitement. 
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ROUGH ON OUR ARTIST. 
Vodel,—* ARE YOU GOING TO PAINT ME. MR. CADMIUM? ” Artist.— WELL. YES. | AM GOING TO TRY. 
Vod-! ‘OH, | DIDN'T KNOW you PAINTED. | ALWAYS THOUGHT YOU WAS WHAT IS CALLED A CARICATURE! 














AN ex-convict caught breaking into a house 
| the other night, plaintively observed to the 
| ,* a . . 

policeman who arrested him, * Why couldn't 


If he only will hold 
To his latest profession 
Lond restrain the most bold 


What a Surprise! 


(SEE CARTOON.) 








IT is ¢ ming indeed Of his crew from digression, you have let me finish the job?” Poor, sen- 

lo perceive alteration There's a hope for good order at last | sitive crib-cracker—a true artist. he sorrowed 

In those who have need Yanla char ce of some use in the Session. | at an intended chef Caucre being wrecked by 

} (OF nit the rough interference of acommon constable 
ee eee eran es a le description of “General Millen,” chief | W!t8 ne pectry in his nature. 

unmitards who work in England and ‘ me | 

inch : Franc his published by the police, is Just Out. Price Que Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. | 

‘ A banal ao } 

ity Mr. | onatuncwe ant: JOCKEY CLUB STORIES | 

W) , Obst rus ar ¥ 

1) , ‘ is 1] By FRANK BARRETT. 


; 
Cbtad it) | y ‘ ‘ 2 ” 4 7 a2.) 
/ ( 2 2 ne Shilling. Post CP, 18. She 


He is nox rowing stem posi "| “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


Po press it already Mrs. PODMORE wants to know whether a By H. T. JOHNSON. 
And Ot draw ff lar] unit Ss Work ! ms Like I t iveayv “unl runiaift the actors 
Suny more in a harassing eddy, Vain through 1 parts. | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 
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e scale, It is not altogether Mr. Thorne’s fault that he 1s encum- | 
hered with a catcn-phrase, which. after sundry repetitions, adds | 
~ itist to the 1) I le I i] lite 











(Mr. Carleton a The f t performance scarcely seemed to | 
part of Lagrange with more respect than it merited. Mr. 


Conway's performance Was free, steady, and tull enough, but nobody 
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‘ " \ you mm Jan . in 
‘ , ’ ble as to need excuse. Or if this is anh “improvabie ¢ JIneEdy, Vou KNOW )ls Irreproachable, thouch 
‘ found rious amplitude in the sumehow she seems to * loom Ove! all things, and her dress in the 
\ ' | re many en md act pervaded space. There are Two or three Well plaved scraps 
1 inte care. in that f character, and a “bevy of beauty © around, but altogether one is 
; , ; or OCS a RE eR ge very much inclined to address Mr. Thorne with the remark. © Next, | | 
| Miacl (“Some ditth Laid-vy-Madve-ination gives.’ in fact). peestse ciliate nee 
Miulve, thougha * tom-bov,” should scarce descend to the vul- = : — ; ia 
p , eis meant t etain PERRY ’s.—T7he Woman Hlater reached its fiftieth representation | 
hereon Tuesday last, Exeept that a fewalterations have been made 
in the east, it is the same Woman Later it was fitt\ times ago: and, 
Ij it ( f Lanny non either the story or the characters as | had miy say about itat the time, and haven't altered In \ Opinion | 
prett mai caricatures. and satis. since, There Is no Neca by ~ay more. A new one-act Comic Operetta | 
t ‘ be fain a P oft te be uit of from the French, called 2b Sfower of Blacks, precedes the comedy | 
ded), and some of the aetin excellent en } eachevening ; butas | have hada hand (with another’) in the manu- 
posure My Ie performance I have alread facture of a piece from the same original, deconey preclides my say- 
erit an extremely clever one. which is mv de- iny how very inferior to ours [consider the version here presented ! 
} tcome of 1 Iperstition that noiepiiepinnni si ieasing 





principal part in herown piece (the more if she be | hHE ComMmebyY.—Mr. Hawtrey seems to have found a match for the 


" ‘ prdeedyea SETA Erte | Dopo, a? , 270 90 P ; ryy . ° ° : 
mT ' he managerial arranvements). mist be Pelierbodn hhaiis l ili / revate seed fary in The Arabian Vighte. It te 
Mer. Thar Pharr Lie Mr. ¢ ey wo suecess, dmoreover, Which We Can aeeept without anv of the nT 
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ENTERING THOROUGHLY INTO THE SPIRIT OF THE THING. 
Wiss Belarre (preparing for private theatricals hay ly hate Gree Maia y Costumes) — "IN THIS BONNET | SHAL PEEL QUITE LIKE 
BEING MY OWN GRANDMAMMA!” 
Wiss Backsash (ready prepared for ditto) —" LIKE Miss MARY ANDERSON PLAYING THE CHARACTER OF HER OWN MOTHER IN 


‘THE WINTER'S TALE —ONLY MORE 80! 


A LITTLE SPRING SUN. HOTCH POTCH. 


| 
WHAT a fuss they made last week about a little bit: of Kunshine ! | A SCIENTIFIC Frenchman declares that he has invented a machine 





Halt the dav was made hideous by costers singing out * All a-growin 
ind a-blowing in the streets. As if any sane man wanted to buy a 


that will tell a woman's age. A econvoeation of anger spinstes 


having been called to consider the matter. the irate maidens have come 
; 








(vy beastly faced tulips anil hvacinths smelling as strong as a Is- »> the conelusion that the S, F. is too cleverto be allowed to live. a) 
ipe. PT believe a fellow wrote up to one of the papers from the that ere long the grass will grow green above his gra 
that ne Nad seen a ittern ! ica mice Nei Hie ¢ Lied 
“een a ozen Te ill] | eared about at | iresav the id | \ DEMO » tre i] i Worn Vu roe f 
pra] chase nigh by. and the wind ble }) Perhay thie i}! ii f ('} ig / fy y it t L it t pol \ 
eabure wl be «il Very like \ at pars fered 11] tha f , j ; iors ¢ 4) 
Lomdon squares, and had baths int <unshine in the t tron recommended he l) mont] 
i] n sure! W [ should eto] monet e let orld rain. 
comm sense, cares whet re ( pee i wl? if rie 
Phe blaekbeetles came out and sat in the kitehen heil 
Vien the hire got Warm, I tell you | loathe all this bosh about birds 41 YOUNG cud} valle committed stuieude at Mionte ( 
flowers and the spring, and all the rest of the nonsense! Lknow | The only gambeol git should goo in for is the mazy danes | 
es, Who says that he never sees the sun shine in winter but what thes excel, and knock the ™ iy animal off the boards « 
Vahits to minediately rush off and buva bunch of violets, 
sweet creature! If hewentand bought a pound of Strasburg sausayes “Wary idid vou throw a pen at the chairman? aid a Shoredit 
t would be a great deal more to the purpose. He says too, the idiot. vestryman to one of his confrerss, “To relieve my pent-up feelin 
that he went to Hampstead Heath on purpose to breathe the sunny | was the reply. 
air and-have a sun bath., A sun bath indeed! <All this nonsense is all 
ery well for fools who write descriptive articles in penny papers. If JA-JA, the deposed African monarch, is to receive a pension of 
there’s any one thing | hate more than another, it’s any talk about C800 a year. Admiral Sir Hunt Grubb was the British official who | 
nature or foolery of that sort. A pennorth of mustard and eress in <at to investigate the circumstances of Ja-Ja’s case, and it is due t 
the spring-time is about all the nature that I care to take the trouble | his recommendation that the ex-potentate will not have to hunt fe 
f looking at It's all a got-up thing, you may depend upon it, by grub during his banishment. This sable king still believes that roast 
sts and milliners, and those sort of people. No man who's got [| missionary isnt half a bad dish. 
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THE DISOWNED. 


HE historian sat and 
scratched his nose with 
the butt-end of his pen. 
He was puzzled. He 
was writing a chapter 
on Riots. On his fools- 
cap stood out clearly 
the word * Riots,” but 
that was as far as he 
could get, fora strange, 
transparent, inexpli- 
cable form sat on the 
chair at his elbow, 
stultifying his bright- 
est efforts. There was 
a something particular 
and queer about this 
form ; and one became 
dimly aware, after pro- 
longed scrutiny, that 
it wasa Vegatire form 
—that was the queer- 
ness about it. 

‘Hum! I was in 
hopes that you could 
materially assist me in 
the search fortruthand 

| accuracy,” murmured the Historian, ruefully; “but your presence 

| really seems to confuse things worse than ever.” 

| The form set up a loud and prolonged howl of woe ; then it blub- 

| bered, “* That comes of being Negative, that does. How’s a poor dis- 

|owned Riot to help anybody to get at the truth when he doesn’t know 
| his own father, or even whether he’s existed or not—for everything 

|} must have a cause; and, if a fellow hasn't had any cause, how can a 

| fellow really exist !” 

* But explain—how and when did you learn that you were parent less!” 

“ Well, sir, you see,” said the Negative One, “it’s this way. It was 
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| Mister Burns that opened my eyes to my forlorn condition—it was 


what he said at the trial at the Old Bailey. He said, said he, that he 


| “could prove, from a parliamentary report, that the riot of ’86 resulted 
















from the negligence of the police.” It wasn’t perpetrated by anybody, 
nor committed by anybody ; and neither demonstrators, nor politicians, 
nor East-end roughs, nor thieves had anything to do with it. Nobody 
did it; it sprang, not from the act of anybody, but from abstention 
from act. It resulted from the negligence of the police. There's a 
nice want of origin for a fellow!” And the unfortunate Negative Riot 
of °86 fell to howling again. 

“It is possible,” said the Historian reflectively. ‘that after all vou 
did not exist—that you took place only in the imagination. 1 will 
go round and ask the shopkeepers of Piccadilly, Park Street, and 
Oxford Street whether their windows were merely theoretically 
smashed, and whether their poultry was only kicked about the roads 
in a figure-of-speechy way.” He did; and he returned to his task 
even more puzzled than before, for the shopkeepers could not be con- 
vinced of the theoretical aspect of the thing! 

“Tam sorely perplexed,” said the Historian. “I fear that T shall 
have toomit vou from 
the page of history. 
An act committed by 
nobody, and having 
had, therefore. no act - 
ual existence, is no fit 
associate for the eter- 
nal truths of historical 
fact.” 

“Tt is hard, and so 
it is!” sobbed the un- 
fortunate Negative. 
The Historian com- 
forted the orphan— 
the uncommitted act, 
the non-existent en- 
tity—on his bosom. 











_ . * 

The Ordinary 
Mortal overheard 
this dialogue, and 
it made an un- 
We had always known him as a 








8 , , , 
ettled and miserable being of him. 

peaceful, law-abiding citizen ; and when we lately encountered him 
fe were struck with horror and commiseration at 


altered appearance. “ What is it?” 





7 Sere 
eee 











j 
; 
| 
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his worn and 
we asked, 
| 


“ Nervous apprehension,” he groaned ; “the constant fear of CoM- 


MITTAL by ABSTENTION—an aching apprehension that | shall do) 


some illegal act by refraining from perpetrating it—that, by the very 
inaction of sitting still, | may be actually originating some atrocious 
crime committed without hands or agents! It is awful.” 
He paused to shudder. “Can you suggest any remedy ? 
sympathetically. ; Be 
«The only remedy I can think of is very, very hard work. It 
consists in never abstaining from anything—in being always doing 


> we asked 


everything all at once for fear that some crime committed by nobody | 


shali spring spontaneously into existence : I therefore endeavour to 
keep myself constantly employed in preventing crimes which nobody 
is attempting to perpetrate—for example, I was employed most of 
last night in preventing no burglar not entering no premises that do 
exist nowhere—d'ye see?” 

“No,” we said. 

“No more do I,” said _ he. 

“It seems to us a little confusing.” we remarkeil. 

“It is a little so. You see it is rather confusing to know what steps 
the police (who caused the 86 riot by their negligence ) ought to have 
taken to prevent the perpetration of an act which was about to be 
committed by nobody. Perhaps it will get clearer if one thinks it 
well out.” 

He is still thinking it well out. 








THE following advertisement is culled from a contemporary :— | 


‘A BERTH WANTED, by a solicitor’s daughter, aged 25, fond of sick 
nursing, bright, musical, cheerful, and domesticated. Ailing states- 
men, diplomatists, admirals, and generals, are invited to reply. They 
must be liberal-minded Protestants from forty-five years of age and 
upwards. Advertiser would prove a useful assistant to a worn-out 
old rector who requires his» sermons written for him. Apply,” Kc. 





If this young lady doesn’t get married soon, eligible invalids of the 


' 


male persuasion ought to be ashamed of themselves! 


A Bint Arrvairk.—The Prussian Diet has been opened. It is a | 


wholesome and healthy one, and good food for digestion and reflec- 
tion. The revenue is flourishing, and, should war be averted, is 
expected to be more sv. Peas and plenty is the best diet for Prussia. 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT Knows NOTHING ABOUT IT.) 
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“CONVIVIAL PRODUCE STAKES.” 
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Character-Songs for Levia- 
than Comiques,—No. III. 
THE pride of the bold British army 

am I, 
The pick an’ the flow’r of the 
Queen’s infant rie, 
You won't find my equal however 
you try, 
In the bloominest foreigner's 
melitarie,— 
With my gay scarlet tunic an’ bayo- 
net bright, 
And a heart in my bosom that 
doesn’t know fear, 
Black white or brown foes ever 
ready to fight, 
Or drink, when a friend treats, 
unlimited beer. 
With backbone straight 
And martial gait, 
And a * knows-his-way-abont ” sort 
of leer, 
The fav’rite pal, 
Of the servant gal, 
Is the brave-looking British grena- 
dier. 
Hardly six months ago I was fol’rin 
the plough, 
As slouchy a clodpole as ever 
you see ; 
But just take a glance at me,— 
what am | now /— 
Do you know any man bette! 
set up than me? 
The cav'Iry man gives himself airs 
in the park, 
And a nussmaid may, now and 
then, think him a dear ; 
But I wouldn’t give much for the 
chance of that spark, 
When it comes to the pint of her 
standin’ him beer. 
With backbone straight, &c. 
I dessay I may have some failin’s— 
what then— 
Ever ready for war, | am fonder 
of peace ; | men, 
And I might be the easiest goin’ 0 
If | hadn’t a foe in the bloomin’ 
police. 
But what’s that arise from?— 
they're jealous of me, 
My reg’mentals gay, an’ my pop’- 
lar career ; 
Perhaps with my belt [ am some- 
times too free, 
sut he always most riles me when 
I’ve had most beer. 
With backbone straight, &c. 


[ stand by my colours, I stand by 
my Queen, 

And now an’ then only goes out 
on the spree ; 

{nd I don’t think it ought to be 
said I demean 

The service, though sometimes 
too gay I may be. 

To a soldier like me, as stands, world 
through, A One, 

A country can’t be too indulgent, 
I’m clear ; 

For what do I look for, when all's 
said an’ done /— 

The servant girl's worship, an’ 
plenty of beer! 

With backbone straight 
And martial gait, 

And a “ knows-his-way-about ” sort 
of leer : 

A gal to “mash,” 

A “copper” to smash, 

Are the joys of the British grenadie1 
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BEHIND HIS BACK. 


TERRIFIC DEMONSTRATION BY JOHN BRIGHT AND HIS FRIEND3 WHEN THE GRAND OLD 
MAN WASN'T LOOKING. 


—.-— - ~- -_~- A 


New Leaves. 

As all things come to an end, and our most 
delightful pleasures have a termination, so has 
* Lady Burton’s Edition of her Husband’s Arabian 
Nights” reached its final vol. As each one has 
been issued we have endeavoured to express our 
high estimation of the work, of the value of this 
edition, and the public indebtedness to Lady Burton 
for producing a work so eminently and elegantly 
fitted for presentation, and possessing such internal 
power of pleasing as long as pleasure can be en- 
joyed.—“ Alcyone, a Dream of Paradise ;" a poem 
by Reginald Belling (Wyman and Sons). This stu- 
pendously imaginative poem gives a “full, true, (7) 
and particular’ account of heaven and the 
other place, and evidently emanates from a mind 





revolving on one of those “ crank-axles”’ which “ we 
may some day discard” and we discard at once.— 
“A Book of Jousts,” 
(Field and Tuer). There are many specimens of 

sparkling and clever verse, by a few clever writers, | 








edited by James M. Lowry | 
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in this little book ;1but to ourjthinking the plain- 





tively pathetic piece, “ Might Have Been,” is the | 
gem of the collection.—* The Man who Wishes he | 


Had Not Married,” by Fred Pegram (Jarrold and 
Sons). Whatever there may be in the idea there 
is not much humour in the drawings, which, how- 
ever, are better conceived than executed. 

Much praise is due to Mr. Herbert Barraud for 
the way in which he has produced his first issue of 
“Men and Women of the Day,” which contains 
three splendid panel photographs of the Marquis 
of Hartington, Miss Mary Anderson, and His 
Eminence Cardinal Newman, accompanied bs 
biographical notices. Nothing could be finer than 
the portrait of Cardinal Newman, which in itsel! 
is worth the price of the whole number (two shil- 
lings and sixpenee), 


A REMEDY FOR THE BARREL ORGAN NUT- 
SANCE.—Put a ** stop” to them. 
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A Tip for Taxpayers. 


rdeners and other necessary and 


) are paying taxes just now lor garu 





(“Persons wt 

‘ : vel rr), “ certall be struck with > exer 
useful workers may,” (#ays an evening paper), rtainly be stru ck w . one a 
tion from duty—namely, grooms ip public ra ing--tables employed solely in taking 


care of race-horses 


Ho, fellow martyrs, one and all, 
Who are by Revenue-rampers “ 
uw hath observed (not minus gall) 


’ 


spotted “hd 


How certain taxes are allotted, 
While gardeners and grooms are taxed, 

‘Twould seem (mind, we're not quoting fables) 
That such taxation is relaxed 

For grooms in * public racing-stables.” 


Why vou and I, or he and she 
Who “run” a groom for business, maybe, 
Should pay, while racing folk go free, 
{stonishes the merest gaby. 
E'en if we several * hunters’ own, 
Why are we on the tax-fiend’s “tab! 
While certain grooms are let alone 


Because in“ public racing-stables | 


Is racing so re fined in tone, 


~ 


“ HeCccaadry to our nat TN, 


fhat reverence should thus be wn 

Ken to exemption from taxat 

[would seem so, therefore copy FUN 
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| | nul racing i evs 


To the Toothache-rimonious. 


WHEN aching molars make you sigh, 

Few medicines can molar-fy 

The pain from which aloud you crv— 
Ah! what can q ell it! 

Now, * Toothache Pellets,’ 

Will eure the pain tho 

So if you would repel such fear, 
These will re-lellet. 


) 


so we hear, 


oly most severe 3 
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“SILVER TO THE SILVER TONGUE.’ 

Vises Drusilla Primster.—“ What '—a. very small fare. Cabman ? 
Stuff and nonsense, I say. I've given vou an exceedingly large 
fare.” ~ : 

Aged Cabby.—* Well, Miss, hall I can say is that my barnacles 


™ : . — P : } . 
hain t strong enough to henlarge it up accordin to your Views, 
them not bein double-barrvled hopera-glasses, Still they hat 
~ a  » s , a » 4 , : ’ - 
if] power fo fTonabie me to detect as as vou re one of 
+) ' " , 4 , ’ ‘ | } ] 1 
ait ancisomnes \ il} ii is ts | ve mal the privilege of arivin to 
{ heisen deo rh OTP ist twelve months It Woht be jlony afore 
; ’ ’ ’ ’ i i! Vi ’ 
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KNICKNACKS. 

“ How do you manage to keep your temper, Screwcork, when the 
wife attacks you as she did last night?” said a sympathetic male 
friend. ‘1 concentrate my thoughts 
on her income, dear boy,” replied 
Screwcork, with a sardonic smile that 
withered up an artificial flower on the 
bar before which they were standing. 

Dr. NORMAN KERR asserts that in 
males marriage makes little difference 
inalcoholism; but in females, married 
inebriates are five times as numerous 
as the unmarried. Norman, you are a 
positive Vandal to slate the British 
matron in this manner. From child- 
lwod’s early days we have been taught 
to regard her, en masse, rather more 
immaculate and beyond suspicion than 
(‘wesar’s Wife. Now our idol is chipped. 
It’s really too bad ! 


THE secretary of the Bachelors’ 
Club at Mandon, Dakota, advertises 
that he is in a position to fit up seventy-five young ladies with hus- 
Girls who shudder at the sight of a razor-edged bowie-knife, 





bandas. 
or faint on hearing the musical ring of a six-shooter, fired during a 


family quarrel, need not apply A preference will be given to 
damsels who have some knowledge of farming. It is only fair to 
state thata youthful matron who recently doctored one of her husband's 
finest steers with a quart of petroleum and half a pound of blasting- 
powder has disappeared most mysteriously. She tried to do her best, 
but failed, and failure is not tolerated in Dakota. 

A FRAUDULENT tradesman, lately convicted of vending as 
putter a vile compound of foreign fat, salt, water, and various unknown 
ngredients, pleaded that being a foreigner he really thought * butter”’ 
was the correct name fur the conglomeration. Jnxnocence in this case 
did not accumulate much #diss, for the alien butterman was heavily 
tined. He richly deserved to have been rolled down a hill ina tub 
thickly lined with some of the nasty grease he had offered for sale 
to a too-easy-going public, 


* My head is awfully bad, Spinks. ’Pon my word I feel as if I 
were going mad!” said an over-worked journalist to his chief. Then 
after a painful pause, he continued, * What would you advise me to 


do?” “You must try a strong counter-irritant,” said the editor, 
solemnly. “Go home and plaster the back of your neck with Ruskin 
leaves, Here's a copy of one of the great eritic’s latest works.” 


Sirk JOHN ORDE, of North Uist, recently introduced a fine red 
stag from Wales to the Caledonian deer on his property. The deer 
were delighted with the noble animal, and so were several hungry 
crofters ; in fact, the canny Scotchmen showed their appreciation of 
the Welsh visitor to such an extent that they ate him. Sir John 
Orde opines that their conduct is dead against law and order, and 
that they ought to be made to pay dearly for the venison, 

* No dogs, no dancing, no bugs,” were stipulations made in an agree- 
ment that a landlord handed to a would-be tenant the other day. 
Phe would-be tenant was an attenuated young Methodist parson, who 
didn’t know the difference between a bloodhound and a tov terrier— 
a gentle shepherd to whom the sight of a cancan would have meant 
sudden death—a spare vegetarian pastor whom “ Norfolk-Howards ” 
would have sneered at and shunned. 

lk. HERSCHELL recommends people to eat about half the quantity 
of food they are in the habit of consuming if they wish to improve 
their health. Does the medico intend this advice to extend to paupers, 
prisoners, pensioners, the genuine unemployed, and the badly-paid 
employed?) A very large proportion of our population have but little 
chance of gormandising nowadays—days when ruined landlords 
advertise begging for any class of work to support their hungry 
families. At present aldermanic feeds are decidedly exceptional, _ 
_ AN elderly female bandit, who has killed since early womanhood 
hve or six men every year with scrupulous regularity, recently died a 
natural death. In the exercise of her profession she amassed a large 
fortune, Which she has bequeathed to religious charities. She was a 
long-toothed, lantern-jawed, hard-handed, alligator-skinned old maid. 
Who hated men like pire? A number of priests are very busily 
engaged trom morn te hight praying for the repose of het sont, and 
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THE ART STUDENT. 
(WITH REFERENCES TO THE ASPECT OF NATURE, AFTER THE 
MOST APPROVED POETIC MODELS.) 
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OH, the sun shone fair on the upland mea, 
And gay by the downland stream ; 
And, as Johnson swore that he'd do the deed, 
His eve Wis observed to gleam. 
He swore that for Art he would live and die, 
Whatever might) be his dole, 
Then the lightning tlashed o’er the midday sky 
And the thunder began to roll. 
Singing, Hey (with a crash)! for the oath * took rash,” 
And the highly unreflecting vow, 
For the tortures of despair and the mental wear and ten 
And you don’t know what you're in for now 


Oh, the rain fell soft on the inland street 
Till the roads were thick in mud, 
And sweet came the frost on the youthful wheat 
A-nipping it in the bud, 
With a scorch and a drought to undress the trees, 
And a blizzard to blow them cool, 
As Johnson went forth to pay his fees 
Toa“ Seience and Art” night-sehool, 
Singing, Hey! for the chance of a swift advance, 
That conducts you on the road to fame ; 
And the absence of unrest in the tyro’s little breast, 
When he doesn't: know the rules of the game, 


Oh, the wind played ball with the chimney-pots, 
Till the folks below did jump ; 
tut Johnson, he envied none of their lots, 
As he plied his chalk and stump. 
He drew from the * flat,” he drew from the * round,” 
And he drew from the stern antique, 
\nd he paid no heed to the simoom/’s sound, 
Or its dusty and dismal shriek. 
Singing, Hey! for the trade of stipple and shade, 
When the pencil is wielded free ; 
With the ever-present joke, and the tendency to smok 
And the never coming home to tea, 


Oh, the slush lay deep o’er the smiling land, 
When Johnson he tried his fate 
Went in with a plunge, you understand, 
To get his cer-tif-i-cate. 
Then he sat him down till the glad award 
The * Bosses’ agreed to sign— 
Though time was a thing he could i] afford 
And the stars began to shine. 
Singing, Hey! for the state of the party who must wait 
On the will of a Committee or Board ; 
And the chaps who want to teach, and the sentiments of cach 
When they’re waiting for an Art Award. 


Oh, the sleet fell fast all over the place, 
Till scarcely an inch was dry. 

And the hands went round on the sad clock face 
As the hours crept slowly by. 

And daily the clouds in the sky lay rolled, 
As the sun to the weetw urd went 





And ever the bells for the church were tolled, 
As week after week was spent, 
Singing, Hey! for the date when [ll know my fate, 
And be free from the bothering strain 
rhe anticipative start, and the sinking of the heart 
And can mix with my kind again 


Oh, cold in the sky the pale moon shone, 
As the months revealed each phase, 
And dully the time went passing on, 
KE xhausting the quarter days 
rhe seasons came and the seasons went, 
The years rolled on with a will, 
\nd Johnson was waiting, old and bent, 
| think he is Waiting still, 
Singing, Hey! for the kind “authority” 
And the gentle examiner's larks, 
And the laziness, by gum! that’s exhibited by seme, 
Which justifies severe remarks 
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An Auker's Profits. 
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WE read of 160 guineas having been paid for an egy of the Great 


Auk, or Gair-fowl (alea impennis). We have not the pleasure of th 
acquaintance of the Great Auk, under his proper name or either of 
his aliases, but he is evidently a highly respectable bird ino a good 
way of business. He has caused great (t)Auk among ornithologist 
owing to his spirited rivalry with our friend the goose, who ha 
hitherto enjoyed the monopoly of laying golden egy. Might we 


} 


ugvest another alias for him, namely, the 160 guinea-fowl 


PAYING BLACK MALI 
We have often been “ hutfed because thi 
has not been taken before, It ja-jars dreadfully to vive him eight 
hundred a yvear, though. Why do we do it! 
black despair, or that he may keep dark in future? 


King Ja-da has at last been deposed and 
banished, 


ON the 16th ult. a gay assembly, in response to the invitation of Mi 
Newson Smith, Accountant to the *Pavilion,” and kindred institutions, 
held high revelry at Kennan's Hotel, Cheapside, when quip and crank 
and sweet melody held dominion. 
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Some Day , perhaps, an end will 
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“SOME DAY! SOME DAY! —(As Mr. Wilton Wellings sings.) 
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Shutting his Eyes. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
VERY cunous, forsooth, 
Is the stubbornness of those 
Who decline to own the truth 
Of what's underneath the nose! 


Difficult, indeed, is it 

Their attention to attract, 
They refusing to admit 

Thu “x stence ul il Tit t 


Ask ad if bad times do not p 
Girievously, they say “ We can't 
See unusual distress,” 
Which, put plainly, means “ We shan't.’ 
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This short-sighted vision, though, 
Searcely should excite surprise, 

When you notice how they so 
Resolutely shut their eves. 


And the answer's pretty clear, 

When thev tel] you that they don't 
See what is both large and near 

* None so blind as those that won't 


Big BusiINeEss.—Mr. Chang, the Chinese 
yiant, is now in business (of course in a large 
way) as a tea broker in Shanghai: he always 
had a good Chang-eye to business! He says 
it is very tasty, and suits him to a tea. 
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Cadbury’s 
we Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


[ AM told that delicious vegetable celery is 
called by the Germans “ knott sellerie.”. How 
absurd! It zs celery. 








Just Gut. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 


Just Gut. Price One Shilling. ’ost-free, 18, 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC. 








See that you get it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES: AND PUFFS. 





yHF STRAND—I confess to 
‘having obtained considerable en- 
joyment out of Babette (princi- 
pally out of it), the new bou fie 
at this theatre. For this result, 
however, the authors have no 
serious reason to reproach them- 
selves—it cannot be honestly 
laid to their charge. 1 have 
cherished within my bosom the 
fond belief that anything more 
puerile than what the stock 
upera-bouffe story has become 
attenuated into was impossible. 
its baron and its burgomaster, 
its village maiden and its lord- 
ling huntsman, its coquettish 
elderly maiden, its officer of sol- 
dier and corps, its “ Rosiere ” (in 
varied forms), its mixing of 
wives and husbands, its happy 
“ one-line” villagers, for ever re- 
joicing in harvests, with “ hands 
a-crossing,” marching down and 
backing up the stage at every 
| portunity, and the rest of it, seemed to me to have reached the 











\ HISTORICAL PAGOF, 


THe STRAND. 
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Tok STRAND.—THE BOXING CRAZE—OVERWEENING ADMIRATION FOR 
“THE DUKES.” 


lowest depth that pointlessness and convention is capable of. But 
alas! there is always that “lower deep!” Surely (and pray the 
gods, in mercy !) Babette has reached it ! 


THE music does honour to the com- 
poser’s memory—you may take this state- 
ment how you please, but I may state 
that the gentleman is still alive !—it is 
tuneful and pleasant in many parts, but 
it is by no means made the most of in 
arrangement, Ss 

STILL there is a great deal of enjoy- 
ment to be obtained from the perfor- 
mance, To begin with, there is interest 
and pleasure in the reappearance of Miss 
Thompson, after a long interval, and in 
& new part. The interest of iassociation, 
which lifts the load of years and carries 
us back to the days when the first dawn- 
ings of infant doubt in appearances in- 
duced us to enquire of our pa (who had 
taken us to the St. James’ Theatre without 
ourma), whether Norra/ wasa real gentle- 
man or not—pleasure that, except in the 
treacherous matter of singing, Miss 
Thompson is the Miss Thompson she 
always was ; in her artistic instinct, viva- 
_ city, and nimble-footedness able to give points to the best of them. 
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Tur STRAND.—Tar BaAnox— 
rPes, VERY BARREN * 





entertainment of Music, Story, and Song,at the Prince’s Hall on Friday 





THEN we have Miss D’Arville, adding to the sweetness of her sing- 
ing and the attractiveness of her presence, a welcome brightness and 


“go” in her acting which she has not hitherto ventured upon ; Miss 


Susie Vanghan, covering the naked- 
ness of the land with a most tho- 
rough and amusing performance, 
and Mr. Bracy in capital voice and 
form. Mr. Mervin’s peculiar man- / 
nerisms detract somewhat compe 
alpably honest performance, an 
Miss Florence Levey, who dances 
prettily and skilfully, must beware 
of too much pride therein, and also 
in her acting, which is good in a 
way, but (seemingly by reason ot 
the pride hinted at) wanting in 
proportion. 


Mr. GEorGE WALTON has the 
burden of the “comic part” on his 
shoulders, and must therefore be 
judged with lenience. He has one 
merit—he “gives the author a 
chance.” I didn’t observe a single 
gag of consequence at the first per- 
formance. I regret toreportthat the Tar STRAND.—FLORENTINE ART, OR 
result was notencouraging. Authors THE ART OF LEVEY-TATION, 
of Babette calibre are a justification 
of “gaggers,”—whether or not they are born of “ gaggers,” is another 
matter. Howevér, judging from the first part of importance I have seen 
Mr. Walton play, | should say that he is not a comedian capable of | 
rising superior to a bad part, but has some sense of fun, nevertheless. | 

THE scenery and dresses are good without being obtrusive, and the | 
band, which obeys the skilful rule of Mr. Edward Jones, and chorus | 
more than equal to the tasks set. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. FUN’s boys are always “going on the 
stage’ and making huge successes there ;—Robertson, Gilbert, Byron, 
Burnand, Sims, “ Richard Henry ”—these be fairly good names. And 
now another of them is at it! When Mrs. Bernard-Beere has got 
over her first night with Ariane (“ Good old Ariane !” as Mr. Lonnen 
would observe) she will produce a farce by “our” Mr. H. T. Johnson, 
entitled Lore and Politics. Of course we all wish the little piece 
good luck, and as Mr. Fun has never supplied “a wrong ’un”’ yet, we 
think there’s a fair chance for it.—Messrs. L. and H. Nathan and Mr. 
Clarkson have received warrants of appointment as costumiers and 
perruquiers (respectively) tothe Queen. We now anxiously await the 
announcement of the first part Her Gracious Majesty proposes to 
“make up” for.—Miss Sylvia Grey has been writing to ‘‘a contem- 
porary paper” on “Luck.” There is nothing very extraordinary in 
that, as it appears to have been the occupation of a good many people 








lately ; but, My bosom’s lord leapt wildly from its throne,” 
when I read the passage wherein 
she confesses to a desire for a hus- 
band. Many and many a manly 
British heart must have felt the 
same wild emotion, only to have it 
dashed, as mine was, by observing 
that Miss Grey only hopes for this 
crowning piece of luck “at some 
far distant date.” Were it intrn- 
sive to enquire * Why should Syl- 
via wait ?"—There is ainew piece 
coming over the sea from the 
States for Miss Helen Barry.—Mr. 
Jerome K. Jerome's Sisters ap- 
peared at the Comedy on Monday. 
—From the German of Herr M. 
Klapp (capital name for a dra- 
matic author—so suggestive toan 
audience) farcical comedy called 
His Romance will appear at the 
Olympic on the 16th.—Miss Effie 
Chapuy has been playing the 
heroine in Dorothy during the 
“indisposed” absence of Miss 
Marie Tempest, to general satis- 
faction, lam told.—Mr. G. H. Snazelle gave his excellent and novel 





THE STRAND.—SUSIF. (IP SHF’LL EXCUSE | 
THE LIBERTY) AND PUR-SUES HE. | 
| 
3 | 
last, with “pictorial illustrations on the stenoscope” by Professor | 
Huddleston. ‘ NESTOR. 
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Case of Cruelty to a Candidate. 


[A Liberal candidate (who shall be nameless) lately | (|! | 
said at a meeting that, apart from his heavy clection | ‘| 
expenses during the past twelve months, he had re- | | 
ceived 300 begging letters—from the minister building | 
a new chapel . the old woman wanting a new set of 
teeth—and, whilst he was always willing to do his 
utmost in the cause of charity, he thought that was 
going a little too far.] 

O YE whose hearts as yet can feel 

For sorrows that some lives reveal. 

Prepare your tears while we relate 

The sorrows of a candidate. 


This hapless man—( breathe not his name )— 
Must needs seek Parliamentary fame, 

But when he “stood,” a fearful fate 

| Befel this hapless candidate ! 





Apart from his election fees 
(A very heavy figure these), 
Came callers, at a frightful rate, 
_ To interview the candidate. 


Not only did they call for proof 

About his views—they called for “oof ;°’ 
And awful cases did they state 

To tap the generous candidate 


| And begging letters came in shoals 

Kor Bread, for Beef, for Cash, for Coals ; 
And some beseeched a tétc-a-téte, 
To eke “ convert”’ the candidate. 


And nigh to madness was he brought 
By people who donations sought ; 
For presentation bits of plate 

They bled the simple candidate. 


They wanted “subs.,” for soup, for boots, 
For “treats,” for teeth, for institutes ; 
Yea, daily did these cadgers wait 

In troops, upon the candidate. 


No wonder he, at length displeased, 
Departed “ oofless,” shrunken, squeezed ; 
Then gentle reader—heed his fate, 

And never be a candidate. 





ACCORDING to Russian observations, Wer- 
chojansk, Siberia, is the coldest place in the 
world. There must be a Muscovitish Charity 
Organisation Society with freezing officers 
and icy offices established out there, or such 
deadly awful chilliness could not continue to 
pervade the atmosphere. 





THE medical profession is nothing if not 
progressive. At an inquest held on the body of 
a girl who had committed suicide recently by 
hanging herself, a doctor gave evidence that 
in his opinion the damsel was too “highly 
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A DUCK OF A FEATHER OF A DUCK. 


Kirst Swect Sister.—“ DON’T YOU THINK THIS 18 A HEAVENLY WING, Ss | 
strung.” Second Do.—* YES, DEAR; THE ONLY THING ANGELIC ABOUT YOU. 


,o9 











| A FALL OF SNOW. 


SNOW, indeed! Merrily, cheerily, and all the rest of it. There 
was a song that went that way years ago. Of all the bosh that was 
ever put together, that was the biggest. What's the good of snow, I 
should like to know? I've been stopping down here in the country, 
and I’ve had plenty of it, I can tell you. 


playing at snow-balling in front of our window. One of the boys put 
a hard lump of clay in a ball yesterday, and it nearly knocked a 
small boy’s eye out. I gave the boy sixpence who threw that snow- 
ball. He got a thrashing, though, from the other boy’s father, so the 
whole business is stopped, and that’s just what I wanted to come 
about. A parcel of young wretches laughing and shouting and amus- 
ing themselves, that’s just what I hate to see, 
anything I enjoy so much as seeing one of your fine high-spirited, 
red-cheeked boys get a thorough good caning. Canes are cheap, that’s 
one good job. Years ago. in my young time, to give a boy a good 
caning and break the cane over him cost twopence or threepence, 
now you can get a good working cane for a halfpenny. 

No one should ever be without a cane, because boys who deserve it 





I'm stopping at a beastly | 
old house in the midst of a beastly old village. The boys have been | 





I don’t believe there’s | 


| gin a stupid bad habit itsh ‘stonishing how soon it may grow on one, 











are always handy about, and if you look sharp you can switch them | 
comfortably. I always hated and detested boys. There’s a boy in the | 
house here. A boy about fourteen, which is a good age for thrashing. | 
Yet that boy’s father doesn’t take advantage of it, and give hima 
good tingling. The only reason I regret being single is that I haven't 
any boys to thrash, The little wretches. The boy in the house here 
made himself horribly ill just after Christmas. He was quite green 
and squinting with tarts he had stuffed. He was in a good state for 
thrashing. It would have done his liver a deal of ae and spirited 
him up, and made him cheerful. But no! his father let the chance 
go by. J would have been at that boy, you swear, if I had a chance 
of taking him in hand. There he is making a snow man in the garden. 
One comfort is that he’s sure to get chilblains, and that’s a consolation, 
anyhow. DIOGENES TUBBS, 


Se 

“HAVE you ever refused the offer of a drink, Dewberry!” asked 
Croesus de Jones. “ Never!” returned Dewberry. “ No, I've never de- 
clindsh to take a snifter with a gentlemansh in my life ; for onsh be- 


** 


You don’t catchsh me risking it. Far too dangeroush, old man (hic! ). 








ec et OR ELS TS LN OLE LOLOL ALD BE LO LO LLL OL 







































































a 
4 


¢ 


“ See 
he ae 
ae ene eee 











Ss cn ,.: 2 SRR st ae eases 
wa PC Sy, agg EN A. 


“m = 
oes! 








FUN ° FEBRUARY 8, 1888. 








NO REAL OBJECTION TO IT. 


(“A MAN named Newton was convicted of sending meat unfit for food to a Portsmouth butcher. The conviction was, however, quashed, as Newton was not 
the owner, and there was nothing to show that the owner knew of the transaction. Moreover, as the meat was not found in Newton's possession, but on the 
South Wes‘ern Railway, he was not liable under the Public Health Act.”—Newspaper.] 

















1 had certainly been puzzled for some time past,” gays our own Putrid Meat Purveyor, “about the Eaw’s goings on, because I always did believe it meaut to be 
friendly like. ‘Go away—take it out of my sight,’ said the Law to me in quite a stand-offish way. . 
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THE BILL OF FARE. 


(“QUITE ENGLISH, YOU KNOW.” 


SMITH (Heid Wuaiter).—* HIRISH STEW, SIR; NO, SIR; HIRISH STEW IS HORFF; 
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BUT THERE'S A VERY NICE TORY HASH, SIR.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 62. 
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A WEIRD STORY OF FOREBODING. 


IS dinner lay untouched before 
him. With a far-off gaze he 
stared through thesteam from 
the soup-tureen, through the 
head of the partner of his 
joys and sorrows, through the 
oleograph on the wall. 
through the adjoining room, 
and the houses on the other 
side of the street, and the 
darkness, into boundless 
s : 

Pe Again that dread forebod- 

ing!” he murmured; then, 

as the partner of his hopes 
and fears threw herself in 
feverish anxiety at his feet, 
and asked the cause of his 
disquietude, one could see but 
tuo plainly that he was mak- 
ing a great, great effort. He 
surgled, gulped, smote his 
breast thrice with his fist, 
drew himself up, and mur- 
mured rather loudly, “ No, 





ino: ashe shall never know—it would break her heart!” 


Then, with a sob, he burst from the apartment, overturning the 
table and other articles, 


. . * - SI * 


We were preparing for press, when he burst in upon us with another 
sob. Wedid not know him: but he flung himself into the largest 
chair, and covered his face with his hands, and moaned, * So prema- 
turely, too! In the flower of my youth! But let me bear up and 


_dissemble. No, no—ask me not to speak of it!” 


We did not ask him; but he spoke of it all the same. Finding we 
were absorbed in our work. and inattentive, he drew nearer. and 
plucked at our sleeves, and said, * 1 say, ask me not to speak of it !”’ 

Again we did as he wished. After ashort silence he said, solemnly, 


| funereally, sepulchrally : “ | am to fall to-morrow.” 


* Dear, dear!" we said, sympathetically. ‘“ How far?” 

“Far?” he replied, in still hollower tones, “ fall—die—expire— 
don’t you understand? I| have a premonition—a sort of a feeling—a 
second sight—that to-morrow’'s sun———” 

Now we were much interested in premonitions, and so forth, as we 
were getting up a book on the subject ; so at these words of his we in- 
stantly transferred all our attention to him, and eagerly drank in every 
syllable. 

“I shall fall by the hands of my fellow-creatures—in a public place,” 


he said, with the slow and hollow accents of a cenotaph. “ Break it 


' 


gently to my wife.” 
Then he was gon —gone ere we could learn the particulars. We 


were more than vexed, we were clistressed. The case, besides being so 





promising a one for our 
book, was quite painfully 
absorbing in its interest to 
us, Through the long dark 
hours of the night we sat 
up and waited, hoping that 
he might return and reveal, 
aut least, his identity ; but 
no, he came not. We could 
not go to bed. for sleep 
inder the circumstances 
was out of the question. All 
the next day was spent in 
wandering from one public 
}lace to another, in vain. 
lagerly we scanned the eve- 
ning paper to read of any 
murder in a public place, 
but no one at all had died 
that day. 

. > * 

Three days after, while 
we were still worrying about 
it, in he burst again, and 
once more flung himself 
into the largest chair. 

‘] am to fall to-mor- 
- row,” he said sepulchrally. 
“Hum,” we said, “but you were to fall last Sunday.” , 
“Yes, but it is too—too true this time. I foresee it. ] eare n t. 


; 











Let me face death with a smile in the cause of liberty. 1 shall enter 
the Square od wie. 

At this moment a faint and far-off glimmer of vague association 
seemed to touch feebly on our mind. 

“I say I shall enter the square unarmed ; and a brutal and blood- 
stained constabulary, armed to the teeth with the sanguinary and 
murderous implements of cruelty and carnage, shall welter in my 
gore, subsequently conveying me to the torture-chamber.” — 

A burst of perception crashed in upon our soul. Drawing from a 
pigeon-hole a little piece of newspaper, we re-read the following 
words :-— 





“ Mr. Cunninghame Graham euapeeted to be killed in Trafalgar | 


Square on a recent occasion. * But,’ he said,‘ I would not flinch. J 
went off to what scemed to me at the time little less than certain death. 
I said to Burns, “ Well, we shall probably get killed over this 
husiness.”’”’ 

Without a word we arose, and opened the door. Never shall we 
forget the crash with which our visitor came down on the pave. 
Then we sat down and sobbed long and bitterly over our ruined hopes 
of an example for our book. 

* % “ * * 

A week after we happened to pass his door, and called in. The 
partner of his ups and «clowns received us. 

“Was he killed by a bloodthirsty constabulary that next day?” we 
inquired casually. 

“No,” she murmured, dropping a tear, “‘ but he feels a presentiment 
that he will be slain next Tuesday week by a sanguinary and gore- 
gloating magistracy. But he will not flinch.” 

There is something very weird and awful in these premonitions ! 








Circumstances alter Cases. 

AN Irish-American prizefighter and his trainer were observed pra} 
ing very fervently on board a privately-chartered steamboat, recently. 
A little mill was coming off, and the pair were (like the Emperor 
of Germany) strong believers in the efficacy of prayer as an active 
medium towards attaining triumph in battle. Two hours later they 
were perverted sceptics ; for the pious pugilist was pounded by an 
atheistical bruiser so badly that his seconds threw up the sponge. 
and the devout trainer was so nerveusly excited and hysterical at the 
result, that a doctor found it necessary to give the poor fellow a 
hypodermic injection of morphine to soothe his system. 
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Grandma.—* Now, don’t cry any more, Theodore. Here’s a 
beautiful rattle for you. Take it, and go quietly to bed, there’s < 
lear little pet ; and don’t make another sound, or you'll wake your 
Ma and the new baby.” ° 

The Demon Boy.—" Gv an, 1 don’t want your rattle. Granny. 
I’m too big for rattles. You bring me that ugly new baby ; I want 
to play at Clown in the pantymine wis it. Bring it quick, too, or 
I'll beller orful !” . 

G@.—* You naughty, wicked boy, I'll fetch your Papa to you!” 

The D. B—*Yah! you do; and I'll tell him what a lot of 
glasses o’ vine you've had to-day. I was watchin’ yer. Granny, 


every time you went to the dinin’-room cabinet ' 











| 
; 












































FEBRUARY &, 1888. 











i= 
The Haunted Bed. 
|“ THE inn, good sir, is crowded,” 
| A rosy landlord said, 


«Save a room in mystery shrouded, 
Which contains a four-post bed, 


“You'll not sleep there, I appre- 
hend, 
For ‘tis said that weird ghosts 
lark— 
| But why | cannot comprehend— 
| On that bedstead after dark.” 











«This very night I'll sleep there, 
So get you gone, mine host, 
And bring me up that toothsome 
fare, 
Poached eggs, with cheese on 
toast. 





i The stout old host turned deadly 
white, 
And trembled at the knees, 
Yet eventually his eyes grew bright 
As he watched me wolf the cheese. 


Then [ soothed my nerves with 
whisky hot, 
And sought the haunt of chosts, 
I found that bed a frisky lot, 
And it seemed to have eight 
posts, 


[ heard the strokes of midnight 
chime 
With hollow, eerie sounds; 
When ghosts, besmeared with lime 
and grime, 
Whirled on the bed with bounds, 





| 
| Their langhter made my blood run 


cold, 
Huge snakes their bones en- 
twined, 
Which they fiercely threatened to 
unfold, 


As the reptiles had not dined, 


To the casement then I madly tore, 
The fearful phantoms fled ; 
Soft sunbeams danced across the 
floor, 
And shimmered o’er the bed. 





Soon at the door | heard a knock, | 
And a voice as soft as silk, 
Cried, “ Sir, it’s almost ten o’clock, 
| And here’s your rum and milk !” 


PARLIAMENT? IJMPOSSIBLE. 


TO ANYONE.” 
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ENGAGED. 


Her Gracious Majesty.—* MR. BULL WISHES TO SEE ME, AND ABOUT THE OPENING OF 


I'VE NO TIME FOR SUCH FRIVOLITIES, AND [I'M NOT ‘AT HOME’ 











New Leaves. 

* The Era Almanack.” edited by Edward Ledger. Considerable 
interest hangs round the autograph communications from actors and 
actresses. The short stories and matters of that kind, added to the 
useful information which forms the well-known characteristics of the 
almanack, make up a very desirable book.—In the Vanchester Quar- 
\terly for January will be found a rather remarkable. poem by Mr. 
Oscar Parker, which might have finished better than with a line so 
well-known.—It is late to be noticing Christmas Numbers; their 
coming from afar and their merits may be the apology. The special 
| (Christmas Number of Zhe St. Moritz Post and Davos News contains, 
‘amongst other things, a love story, “ The Broken Necklace,” by Marie 
Bancroft, and a pathetic poem, * The Angels’ Visit,” by Mr. Clement 
Scott.—In the Christmas Number of 7he San Francisco News Letter, 
| there is an overtlowing abundance of good things in pictures, poetry, 
| and prose, which it is in great measure regrettable are so intermingled 
With and inseparable from the advertisements. 





| (Free-)Trading on his Corns. 

| Wer have always been staunch upholders of Free Trade, and shal] 
'continue so. But there is reason in all things, and we hold that the 
farmer who refuses to wear a plaster on his toe because it would be 
protecting his corn, carries himself beyond the range of sympathy, 
and we regard his opinions on the subject as of no cornsequence. 
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Cause of the Rupture. 


It was 2 a.m. by the clock when Boskerton, who had been dining 
out with more than his usual freedom, stood under a surgeon's red 
lamp to light a fresh cigar. “ By Jove, I'll have the old boy down!” 
thought Boskerton, and he tugged at the night-bell till the medico 
appeared. * What’s the matter?” exclaimed the shivering medico, 
“Is it a case of murder or sudden death?” * Neithersh, my dear 
friendsh,” returned Boskerton, giving vent to horribly chucklesome 
noises, “fac tish I’ve split my sides.” “Split your sides?” ejacu- 
lated the doctor, “what the dickens do you mean?” “ Watsh I 
shay!” retorted Boskerton loftily,* watsh I shay! I've split my 
sides through laughing at your follysh at not having a pin fixedsh on 
the handle of your night-bell, to prevent peoplesh ringing it.” 

‘Twenty sh illings, or fourteen days. 
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Scent-Valentines. 
AMONGST the numberless novelties in Valentines annually outpour- 
ing from the stock of Mr. Eugene Rimmel, his* Leap Year Valentine” 
is the one to bound into popular favour this time. 





Mr. LAwWson, M.P., said at the annual dinner of the Foremen- 


Tailors’ Mutual Association, January 28th, “Society owes much to 


its tailors.” JZ do, for one.—P. P. POLTWATTLE. 








he 













a as “a 
eesti “és He ini wt Le 
a 7 ae Sa oh > 
ee ae Tas 












mica ninisironetignranis age 


AES eal a 





tie 














3 &. 














































































a 


_ 
10 hte nap lg phe ie: 




















FUN. 


FEBRUARY 8, 1888. 











COLOUR AND PIG-MEANT. 
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Having obtained permission, Brown merrily trots 
off to paint his pig. 
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Jrute Farmer. Despairing Moments. 














Order! Order! 

AN investigation into the very large and increasing number of thefts 
if postal orders has led the Post Office authorities to suspect that 
they are the work of a regular confederacy. This pony aye which 
s supposed to exist among the younger members of the service, or 
lower postal orders, ought to be stamped out post haste, and a heavy 
delivery of males to justice should follow. This would restore order 
at least, if not the stolen orders. 





House Sickening. 
THIRTY-TWO human beings packed like sardines in a box in a five- 


omed house in Fulham! The name Fulham is suggestive of over- 
‘rowding, but with houses like this, Empty-‘em should be the order 





Morrell Influence. 


WHAT'S ina name? Why, everything. Here’s Sir Morell Mac- 
kenzie refusing an offer—a morell certainty—of six thousand pounds 
from a leading citizen of the United States (who is evidently a tho- 
rough believer in his doct(o)rine) for a professional visit on the other 
side of the herring pond. Hope on, unknown disciples of sculapius, 
such rewards may yet be yours. But you must have patients—Great 
Patients ! 


Artful Bakers! 


AN honest baker must be a rara aris in Loughborough, seeing that 
twenty-one of that fraternity were haled before the magistrates of 
that town for selling bread which was short in weight. These light- 





weight champions deserve heavy punishment. The fines inflicted 


upon them will. however, not reduce them to bakery. 
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'at.,or sitting beside them. We are with you, Blackie. A friend of ours 
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KNICKNACKS. 


MR. JUSTICE MURPHY Ofiities that the offence of moonlighting will 
soon disappear in Ireland. bes he anticipate a series of earthquakes 
at will swallow up the foinest pisantry 
fm the wurrld? No, no! Murphy, you are, 
wrong for once. Pigs may fly, though 
they are very unlikely birds ; but Pat@yill 
always feel contint when shooting kn@res 
who pay their rint. It’s thrue, shureSas 
praties is praties, Murphy. % 


fe 






SOMEBODY in the know informs us that 
* French kid” is very often rat-skin. So, 
after all, the little tootsies that peep in’ 
and out from beneath snow-white lingerie, 
must often be more like rats than mice. 


MR. FROUDE says that Cuba requires a 
practical religion which insists on moral 
duty. Has the great historian been land- 
ed with some shoddy cabbage-leaf cigars, 
or has he ever suffered the torture of wear- 
ing a clean shirt stiffly starched, bya Cuban 
laundress,—a garment that has scraped and scratched him sorely? 








THE Gaekwar of Baroda is anxious to make the prize-ring an 
institution in his country. He uses the Indian clubs and punches 
the sack every morning in a manner that positively awes the ladies 
of his establishment, and then initiates his male domestics into the 
painful experiences of having their claret tapped, their ivories rattled, 
and their peepers closed, and their breadbaskets walked into. Of 
course the niggers are mere chopping-blocks, and are not allowed to 
‘hurt their lord and master who operates on them, Civilization is 
'making rapid strides out East. 


THE Registrar-General concludes that the most healthy occupation 
_is that of ministers of religion. Even the half-starved curates who 
‘take no interest in the dates which mark the advent of the real 
| Whitstable oyster, the giddy grouse, the plump partridge, and the 
well-fed pheasant into society, linger long on the face of the earth ; 
while the bishops and vicars who hold fat sees and livings outsee and 
outlive most of their flocks, 


+“ You seem to have a great liking for Dr. Cardamom, Mrs. Brillian- 
tine. Is he very clever?” said Miss Chatterby. * No, not at all clever, 
my dear,” replied Mrs. B. “I owe him a debt of gratitude,” she 
continued, “for I’ve every reason to believe that he has poisoned 
'several of my husband’s relatives; therefote I allow him to attend 
me regularly. But | carefully throw away all the nasty medicine he 
sends me.” | 


A MAN was seen lately drinking soapsuds out of a bucket in a yard, 
and was promptly arrested by a constable as a dangerous lunatic. 
The above beverage hardly sounds an inviting one, but the party 
caught imbibing the mixture is not a whit more insane than many of 
the * totes’ who pour equally horrible home-made temperance washes 
down their throats, smack their lips, swear the ghastly mixtures are 
like nectar fit for gods, and then express regrets that their necks are not 
built like giraffes, that the delicious fluids might take longer in per- 
colating towards their lower chests. 








PROFESSOR BLACKIE, while making a speech recently, told his 
audience that he hated “he-women,” and objected to either looking 


sat next to one the other night. She was some star in the medical pro- 
fession, and pleasantly panned out by saying, “ You are ill; your 
lips are blue. It is a bad sign when the lips are blue. Do you suffer 
from.sharp shooting pains in the region of the heart?” This was 
enough for our friend ; he warbled something or other about being a 
martyr to bunions, and that he always covered them up carefully at 
nights with a double-barrelled liver-pad. After which unsatisfactory 
statement he bounded lightly from the “ he-woman’s” side and con- 
soled himself by listening to the frivolous chatter of a little doll of a 
girl clad in pink satin. 





FRENCH MASHERS, with more money than brains, are now in the 
habit of sending perfumed bank-notes to the fair damsels they worship 
instead of forwarding them trinkets, bouquets, &c. We translate one 
verse of a masher’s love song: 

“Enclosed two hundred francs, love, 
I would ’twere thousands three ; 
Pray smell the notes, sweet Cecille, — 
And dearest, think of me.—HENKI. 





THE WEIRD OF QUEEN EXILIA. 


A GROSVENOR GALLERY LEGEND, 


SHE sits all wan with her chin stuck out, 
Oh, the peacoch's feather is freed ! 
In the land which we care so little about. 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 
In the land where they're sad all day, each day, 
Where all’s putrescence, and dank decay, 
In the land, which we hope, is far away. 
Singing woe! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 
vr the sunflower’s running to seed ! 


The green moon shines all over the trees, 
Oh, the peacock’s feather is freed ! 

(It is made of extremely unwholesome cheese ') 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 

And angular folks go staggering by, 

With lips protruding, and drooping eye ; 

But the queen sits still and upheaves a sigh. 

Singing woe ! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 

For the sunflower’s running to seed! 


In heaps, near by, lie the “ passed in” checks, 
O}, the peacock’s feathe r is freed f 
Catalogues fair, which she sells by pecks, 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 
A cash box deep for the good red gold 
(Designed much more than it holds to hold), 
And the small red stars for the picture “sold.” 
Singing woe! Heigho! Let the hard cash flow, 
for the sunflower’s running to seed ! 


But she looks all over the low'ring land, 
Oh, the peacock's feather is freed ! 

With a strong distaste we can understand. 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 

The harsh cold sky is dead and drear, 

And ev’rything seems equally near, 

For there isn’t a trace of atmosphere. 

Singing woe! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 

kur the sunflowers running to seed ! 


Then her gladless face all frounced with woe, 
Oh, the peacock’s feather is freed ! 

She turns, and sayes, * Do you wonder so,” 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed } 

“That, with sickly sighs, | sit and brood, 

In a dull, desponding, downcast mood, 

While business seems to be fairly giéd?”" 

Singing woe! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 

kor the sunflower’s running to sced ! 


“They've wondered long in the home and street—” 
Oh, the peacock's feather is freed ! 

“ At the plumbless woe of the limp wsthete,—"’ 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 

“ They sayed, ‘These figures of moans and groans 

Of ghastly tones and protruding bones 

Have heavier cares than I and Jones.’”’ 

Singing woe! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 

For the sunflower’s runn ing to seed! 


Her fingers lank she wrings in despair— 
Oh, the peacock’s feather is freed ! 

And tears at her pale frutitious hair, 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 

She turns and sayes, “ Could it be much worse 

Than know that we, be it life or purse, 

Must drie the weird of a belldam curse?” 

Singing woe! Heigho! Let the salt wind blow, 

dor the sunflower’s running to seed ! ) 


“For you be the tale, so prepare for shocks,” 
Oh the peacock’s feather is freed ! 

She stopped ! On end stood her croceous locks, 
Oh, the lily is pale, indeed ! 

Then soft came the scent of mushrooms “ stooed,” 

The lily-fed queen grew wavering—crude— 

And past—struck dead by the thought of food. 

Singing woe! Heigho! That the curse fell so 

While the suntnne?’s running to seed, 
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“INCE Her Majesty has encored the performance by the 
should they always filnetrate the Past 7 
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SOME “ TABLEAUX VIVANTS.” 


“Battenberg Troupe,” Tableaur Virants will 


Why not give the Present a chance ? The suggestions 


doubtless come into publie favour more than ever. But why 
below will indicate what ean be done in this way. 
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he Chucker-out and the Penniless Drunkard, Love at) Fust Sight; or, the Prologue to a “ Marriage of Convenience.” 
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1888; or, The Lights of the Age we Live in. 





Patriotism; or, The Disinterested M.P.s. 








The Bill of Fare. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


\ WELL-KNOWN story tells a tale 


(A Gallic tale, that 


is to Say ) 


Of one who did his guests regale 


With partridge-banquets ev'ry day. 
The partridge is a toothsome bird, 

but 7 ujoura pe rdrix, after all, 
Lecomes a little too absurd, 


ind on the taste is apt to pall. 


And 


surely one has some excuse 


In entertaining the same view 


a QUARTER 
ENTURYasTHE BEST LINENBUTTON 


sKEREN, _ADBI 


of a | 


RY & Co., Birminghar 
Gs of Lis 


GREEN&CADBURY 


1S ON EVERY CARD 





Manufacturers of al! 
on, Metal, and Pearl Buttons, &c. 


Concerning the too-frequent use 
Of that sweet viand, lish Stew ; 
For though its flavour may have been 
As strong as anyone could wish, 
St. Stephen’s Restaurant has seen 
| Too many samples of that dish. 


So we are not surprised to hear 


That “ Hirish Stew is horff, sir!” now,— 


Although it is not very clear 
What they will change it to, or how: 
| The Parliament’ry menus need 
teform, no doubt ; but ’twould be rash 
To think they're likely to succeed 
By substituting * Tory Hash.” 








WHAT'S the difference between a school- 


mistress and a person who reaches the station | 


after the excursion has gone ?—One trains the | 


misses, the other misses the train. 
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Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


| By H. T. JOHNSON. 
| “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC. 








GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. Pen Worxs, BirMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
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CRoINTER 
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Write as smooth'y as a ead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAUER and Co.'s 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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(1) Em-Bloyed with weapons, Warren, | (3) The great Prize-Pighting question is 


Chief Dictator. 


Treats Magistrate Baggallay as a 


( Magis)traitor. 


(~) Gladstone at Shorncliffe did make a 


great oration, 
t didn't rive 


oa 


, 


ory 


[approbation. 
Folks’tone 


; 
(4) “Bobby” at Brighton, not to seema | 
[man. | 


exciting, 


Its latest phase is * Do they eer | 


mean fighting?” 


shy man, 


ft pounces like a spider on the Fly- 








(5) War Office matters 
they plume ‘us, 


Thanks to new Brooms, affairs are 


not so brum-ous, 


(6) The Dynamiters 
* mission,” 


Are here seen 
r x 


are reformed, | 


failing in 


in Broad ’Arrowing | 





(7) Some “real” ladies, that is, “ tarts” 
and topers, 
f late had fighte with gamps like 
Good Old Bloper’s. 


(#) A “pledged” domestic—yea, a mock 
ascetic, [emetic. 
Stole drink and caught a Tartar, an 


their 
feondition, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HIS week I've been among the 
various pantomimes. ! mean the 
real, regular, hearty, knockabout, 
vo-ahead pantomimes, where the 
male characters display a chronic 
inability to retain the perpendi- 
cular, and the ladies a tendency to 
resonant solos. Where there is no 
nonsense about the comic * make- 
ips ""—a large and generous opu- 

of red (and variously dis- 

torted) noses, “no mistakey” 
scorings of deep browns and dead 
blacks, uncompromisingly red heads 
of hair and a general disrespect for 
facial grace — where the genius of 

‘the late Lord Beaconsfir/d” is 

still acknowledged with rapture, 

where the supremacy of the person 
who has“ resisted all temptations to 
to other nations” is still 
claimed with a proud confidence, 

interloping foreigner, 
particularly the small (and Royal) 

German—is handled severely, where 

there is a pleasantly motherly aspect 
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belong 
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a the othe about the ladies of the ballet. in 
spite of differences of opinion as to 
whether pink tights or © fleshings”’ shall be the wear, and where I’ve 


enjoyed more right down, good, hearty, unrestrained laughs, and seen 
more rattling (1 use the term advisedly) good step- 
dancing than you would believe, if I wasn't telling yo 


J 
Al, 





Various, skilfi 








THE STANDARD.—Each year, it seems to me, I am under the pain- 
ful necessity of pointing out that Mr. Douglass has the “ best panto- 
mime hero of the season.” Painful, because this is a suspicious age, 
and I am liable to be set down as having some special interest in the 
management, whereas there is not a house in all this beautiful world 
where I am more strange. I don’t know anyhody—not even the 
courteous gentleman who acknowledges my right of entry, or the 
honest old lady who motions me to a seat and wants to give me two- 
pence change out of sixpence when | take a programme. When I 
remind you, however, that this time Miss Jennie Lee is the said hero, 
perhaps that will square me with you “ right there.” “Jo,” you know 
as well as I, has all the piquant sprightliness, singing and dancing 
ability and “appearance necessary for the work. (with perhaps "a 
little bit in,”) but underneath it all there lies in addition, that instine- 
tive sense of proportion and finish which distinguishes the actress 
from the mere “ variety artist” and which when applied gives panto- 
mime and burlesque something of the interest of pure comedy. But 
excuse me, this is not a lecture, let us proceed, 


[ DON’T » make any critical 


mean t 


remarks on the pantomime 
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generally, because it would be all over bef, 


; re | could get them into 
print, but it is decidedly funny, has th ! 


merit of keeping the storv 





well in view, and is illustrated by some delightfully artistic scenery, 
It is mainly because I shouldn't like the company to disband without 
knowing what I think of them that I touch upon the subject, after 
having let it sleep so long. It is a good company. Miss Lizzie Dash- 
wood made a.very fetching Squire ; a nimble dancer, a pleasant singer, 
and an intelligent performer, with a cheery readiness of style, she has 
also just the kind of face and figure that—but soft! here comes the 
missis! Mr. Richard Purdon is a comedian as well as a pantomimist, 
and made a very funny Dame Durden. There was a good deal of 
humour about Mr. J. Barnum, too, and Mr. Lonsdel’s giant was a 
really capital one, comical and interesting. Madame Ada Doree 
played Billy’s mother with some spirit, and some really good singing 
was contributed by Miss Florence Lavender. Also by Miss Alice Bur- 
ville, who was the enchanting heroine of the story. 


THE SuRREY.—The advantage the pantomime here has over the 
Standard one is that it is still going on. If you haven't seen it, take 
my advice and do so at once; if you have, go and see it again. For 
the fun of a pantomime is that if you see it a second time witha 
sufficiently long interval from the first, you can’t recognize it for the 
same entertainment, so that you get two pantomimes for the price of 
one—that is, if you are a member of the press or a bill-poster, and 
never pay for your seats. 


THIS is a good pantomime too, and full of good people. Miss 
West is as merry and “boyish” a Sindbad as you could wish 
like a good ‘un,”—but bless you, they all dance in these | 
style of which mere West-enders have no notion—sings | 
with spirit and * plays up ” likea whole All-England Eleven combined 


F lorrie 
for. dances ** 
theatres in a 





besides being nice to look at. A 
lot of real fun comes from Mr. Dan 
Leno (an actor with an amusing, 


dapper smartness of manner). 
Mr. E. V. Vincent and Mr. Cyrus 
Bell. Miss Lydia Reynolds is a 


Polly with some vocal advantages 
which will make it ** very nice of 
an evenin’” when she is Mrs. 
Sindbad, and Miss Amy Ferriss, 
who can also “tip you a stave”’ 
with an ability something above 
the common, is a sufficiently 
handsome and well-proportioned 
Prince Azan (“as an-yone can 
see”) to justify the devotion 
which he inspires in the bosom of 
Miss Patty Heywood—otherwise 
the Princess Irza. Mr.Cruikshanks =, 
does well as the Old Man of the 
Sea, but of course it is hard upon 
him that he has to follow Mr. a 74 ING 
Conquest. Messrs. Handfordand |, THE | SURREY. — Mr. Good-lookine 
Spry are two of the smartest nen Sake, oan haar?) the taller whe 
“knockabouts,” and Miss C. never needs “the voose.” 

Moxon seems quite a Favourite as 

a singer of ballads. The scenery is good and the Hall of Statues 
effects very pretty and interesting. 


” 


SADLER’S WELLS.—The Islingtonians, though they have suffered by 
the extinction—or perhaps I should say the ignition—of one of their | 
pantomimes almost in its birth, are yet lucky in having so good a| 
show as Mr. Cave’s Bluff Aing Hal to concentrate upon. It is a 
merry show and well worthy of the traditions of the house, the fun, 
in point of fact.is fast and furious,thesinging and songs are of the popular 
kind, and the dancing is of the right, rollicking sort, that makes you. 
ering days, comfortably and pleasantly warm to look at. 
The scenery is good, particularly the Harvest Home scene, where a 
corps of youngsters enliven the time with song and dance, one child 
(of about twelve, | suppose) giving an Irish song with capital express- 
lon, and tipping us a jig to finish with. There is a touch of poetry 
transformation scene, too. 





in these shit 








about the 


OF course there are some things I want to know. I want to know 
where all the English nobility of King Henry’s court get to, as they 
never appear on the scene? And although we have a Baron Doem- 
brown I can find no trace of a barony of the name in Debrett. Did 
the King really have a negro Herald? I presume (on the evidence of 
his second costume) that young Lively emanates from India or Persia, 
but I can find no historical record of the visit. Why do three inci- 
dental young ladies suddenly become an Elizabethan, a Persian, and a 
nondescript gentleman respectively? Is it a sly dig at the ill-education 
of the period that the beefeaters wear an £' on their breasts? Do 
a: 


they call their monarch “'Enery”? NESTOR. 
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- er vale va watirins met at a street corner ; the Y were rage qd al ! withont Visible means of ] }™ rt: vet mi they o} © earne ly hie 


supporters of law and order by “pitching into” the Reign of Terror in Ireland. But they had saddenly had a week's noti 


i &R 
PROCLAMATICe 
PROCLAMATION 
—— 


VISt REA 


FOF. 0 Per. 


BREACae of tet Cea f 


CPoe eR ~~ 


-_ 
‘re ey 





VALU es 


— 


aol sonst hi 





“I'm very sorry,” said Law and Order, “ but I don’t require your services any longer. The fact is, ] have found a far more powerful coadjutor—a party who 


does a ton of damage to the ‘ National’ cause for every ounce you could do, As for you, Mr. Satirist—well, inst come and see how comic he ir 





y Went and peeped through a barred aperture; they looked upon their Superseder—the Regulation Imprisené 


£ peric r claims. 
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KNICKNACKS. 

A CONTEMPORARY says that—* Several young ladies have eloped 
with their tutors recently.” Girls often elope with their educational! 
instructors for strange reasons. We once 
knew a young lady who ran away with her 
singing-master. The gentle damsel informed 
the votive vocalist that she could not sleep at 
nights through thinking about burglars, and 
feeling certain that sooner or later crib- 
erackers would cut short her career she 
contemplated purchasing a revolver. “ Don't 
« rash,” said the chirper, “ladies usually 
come to grief when they fool about with fire- 
arms. I will fix you up with a weapon that 
will be more effective in your hands.” Next 
day he presented the nervous maiden with a 
arge but thin bottle containing a mixture of 
German potato spirit, tinned oysters, benzo- 
line and Nepaul pepper well adulterated 
with lead. “Fling this bottle at the burglar’s 
face the first time you are alarmed,” said the 
singing-maste:. ‘f will,” replied the thankful little soul. Two 
nights after having received the vift she awoke hearing a vrating. 
rasping sound beneath her window. Pushing up the sash cautiously 
she peeped out and saw the up-turned face of aman. She promptly 
heaved the bottle at that awe-striking countenance, and hit the mark. 
It was the face of the vallant singing-master. who had come to 
hie He was suffering from a 





bad cold at thi 
The contrite maiden nursed 


—~- 


STD 


days he lingered ‘twixt life and death 

the chirper through h lIness, and then eloped with him in « 

make furt he eparat t feart njw he lia ( 
“WHAT made the governor jump up from that chair so suddenly 

and rush out of the office like a maniac!” said the senior clerk to the 

junior ‘You haven't been playing tricks with tin-tacks, points 

upwards, eh? ‘No, replied the junior clerk, “ you noticed that 


‘VYes.” © Well, | 
Bodeva in ten minutes’ 
bet that’s 


gentleman who left the place 
heard him whisper, ‘Meet me round at 
time, and ll standa bottle of dry 
why the boss bolted.” 


ten minutes ago? 
the 
champagne. You can 


At a séance of hypnotism given lately in Madrid, a young lady. 
who was “ fascinated” by an Italian doctor, ate a raw potato at lis 
command, and declare it tasted exactly like preserved fruit. Yet 
times change.— 

That potato she failed to digest, 

Next morning it ramped round her chest. 
And didn’t tie doctor who thought he had complete command and 
influence over her change his strong mind when she interviewed him 
later on, armed with a stout umbrella! 


“WE are so terribly troubled with beggars, Uncle Grumplie,” com- 
plained the newly-married niece, “they pay us daily visits, and I 
really don’t know how to choke the horrid creatures off.’ “Eh!” 
chuckled Unele G. “Don't know how to choke ’em off. my dear? 
Why give ’em pudding-crust-eake and dumplings of your own making, 


to be sur 


veral professional “ knot-makers in Par 
| chas £2 per night by tying cravats f 

}young. The most reliable “ knot-maker ” and “ecray 
| boast of at present, is Monsieur 





THERE are si is at present, 
v1 ! mashers, old and 
it-ticr ’ we 
jerry, and we doubt, busy as he has 


oOcuarh is mt 
Cal 
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| 
| been of ify! whet tie his sine 


comme’ mothe aAlhove souree averaves 


} 
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| in” WOOK 
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\ FULL-1T0-THE-BRIM sort of man, who has, in the hi- 
married life, administered unto his wife thirteen hundred thrashings. 
more or less severe, was charged recently with having assaulted the 
good lady by hurling a glass at her head, She caught him drinking 
salad oil in a frantic manner, took the liberty to hint that it might 
not mix well with the strong waters he had been previously imbibing ; 
whereupon he became testy. declared she was too knowing by half. 
and proceeded to batter all the knowledge out of her head. | Then he 
sat down, poured more oil on the troubled, strong waters, and calml\ 
awaited the arrival of the police. He tried to induce the constables 
to lubricate internally with salad oil ; but they didn’t catch on, 
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THE Queen has not cut 
reported a short while back : 
the luxuries of 
ruid Scote} 


* Mountain-] 


down the salaries of her servants, as 
and, furthermore, they are still allowed 
kippers and bloaters for breakfast. while the uneo 
mtainers are not ' ' 
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AFTER their respective starring tours the various Companies 
forming the Combination one at the Theatre Royal, St. Stephen’s, 
Some new additions have been made to the 
troupe, but few leading stars will be absent. Several new pieces will 
be placed upon the boards, notably “ O'Brien's Breeches,” a Farcical 
Comedy, and a Melodrama, “The Battle of Trafalgar Square,” which 
has been for some time in rehearsal under the direction of Sir Charles 
Russell. The favorite stock piece “ Krin” will still form the piers 
dv résistance, mounted, however, with several new accessories, and 
while the cast remains substantially the same, several acts have been 
added, and some striking scenes and situations are expected. 

A matinée was given on Thursday last, and following the custom 


have returned to town. 


ia 
hn yooue amongst managers on their return to London a speech was 


delivered, This preliminary evoked so much discussion among the 
audience that they separated without any further performance ; the 
theatre was again opened in the evening, but owing to the deter- 
mination of the audience in all parts of the house to express Its 
opinions on the managerial speech the programme was not even 
commenced, 

MonpbAY.—When our representative left the Theatre Royal, St. 
Stephen’s, the audience were still occupied with discussion of the 
speech, which has occupied every evening from Thursday inclusive. 
The public are beginning to wonder when the performance will 
commence. 








To [RONFOUNDERS OTHERS.—Is a“ hot pursuit ” best met 


by a“eool retreat ’’? 
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IT 1S SO GOOD TO HAVE FORESIGHT! 


(Florizel and Perdita have partaken of a nice little dinner at a 
Jirst-rate restaurant, and have arrived at the grapes and liqueurs, 
the penultimate stage of the feast—only the nice little bill.remain- 
ing to follow.) 

Perdita (in a tone of sweet contentment).—“* Of what are you 
thinking, Florizel, dear? ” we 

Florizel.—* I was totting up in my mind how much less our din- 
ners will cost when we are married.” 
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MURDLE VISITING. all around, and all sorts of noises, more like the coals comin’ in mixed mt ae 
66 9 io . with moosic. aa a, 1 
*MURDLE.,” says Maria, “‘ we was having a chat the other dav about 2 Se ! ee? ae a baa 
. Peer s- ‘sag . . | “ Look,” says Maria, “at them there mites o’ children.” We was Ste || 
| pantermines, sayin’ how they was so altered in some things—so much e- Ae Ori. : ae ees te a 
eles . a-lookin’ on to the stage. Why, they looks as lively as Cupids in : 
slapper up in some ways, and so many pegs lower down in others. I | | ; ol | Vile 
' age . ‘9 their bank holiday clothes, and dances as regler in time as planner- rs 
should like to see how one o’ these here things is worked. - : were 
| “Maria,” says me, “at your time o’ life thinking o' wantin’ to go | 0'83™* , . , + ee | 
| hehi ; : “ Rai lg » A gentleman, who looked like a Napoleon Bonarparty at Waterloo, aA 
| behind the scenes like a masher with a round winder in his eye, and | - 


| 














|a hevening dress, and a cane with a round nob on the top on it 
am rayther surprised at you; you come it too much, Maria, 
like a noo extry Home Rule member jest returned to Parlyment, and 
| allowed four pound a week by his constitooents. 
| richness about you.” 


his theayter. 
Lane's a big order.” 


sth | 


{ |] 


You're 
There's too much 


This made Maria rayther wrathy, and as she sed something about 


old fools not havin’ dumplin’s with their salt beef, and that bein’ our 
one-course dinner for the day that I’m partial to, [ held my tongue. 


That afternoon she says— 
“] have writ to Mr. Augustus Harris to say as I wants to exploit 
Then you can see what pantermines raylly is. Drury 


“It’s a Drury lane that has no turnin’,” says me; but Maria didn't 


laugh, but only looked extry angry, and bent her hairpin, for we was 
having winkles for tea, and that worthy woman dotes on “shelly” of 
any sort, like a mother on her honly hoffspring, and him laid up with 
the ‘oopin’ cough. 


We goes to that theayter, which, tho’ it needn't be ashamed of itself, 


| yet turns its tail on its own name, for its front’s towards Covent 
| Garding, and its tail’s in Drurv Lane. 


“fat? 
ytsvla 


Let me tell you it is one o’ the most wonderful sights as ever 


in all vour life. It’s sich an immense place. It’s like bein’ in a 


| half-dark fairv cave, with bits o’ light comin’ in here and there and 





‘ Never mind, Mr. Harris,” 






















rubbed a bit over with a likeness o’ Shakespeare, and wearin’ an 
agreeable smile and an Inverness cape, says, “ It’s wonderful, isn’t it? | i 
Excuse me, my name’s Augustus Harris, and I’m glad to see you.” 
“It must be dreadful worryin’ gettin’ up these here things, sir,” 
savs Maria. 
“6 Worryin’,” says he, lookin’ as miserable as a witness being cross- 
examined by Sir Charles Russell, Q.C., M.P. “ Why, those girls in 


| 


armour alone have added ten years to my life.” < 
Maria says, “1 know what girls is, and can sympathise with you, | 1 a8 
sir. Why, our maid-of-all-work HT 
But here Mr. Harris sighs awful. i. 
“The gettin’ up of pantermines must rest heavy on your mind, Mr. | ; 
Harris,” says Maria. She nigh almost burst into tears. He | 
“I'm thinking of them for ever and for ever,” he says; “the extra 1 ae 
ladies?’ he groans; “the aggravatin’ ways o’ performers,” he groans 7 4 
agin; “the annoyances of carpenters,” he groans once more ; “the THI 


I feel myself an old man.” 

says Maria. * You keep up a good ‘art, 
and the public and all the young ‘uns in the wide world approve of 
you. Goon pantermining for the rest of your days, sir, for no ones 
Adoo !” 


nave a qu 


i composin’ o' the thing. 





equal to you at it. 
Then we goes to 


iet supper of pork chop and chips at 
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THE REGULATION APERTURE: 
OR, ANOTHER DEAD LETTER. 


A MOUBNFUL group stood in a circle some object of 
on the 


Phe anxiety 


and excitemen 


round interest 


7] ( yund, 
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The e! hy and 
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is J nothin ul ipl 
‘He lead! H i! the e group. lt 
i ey straivht | iy) AWilld dane ] and 
( tat nro | 1) i? mm. s| rhe vere Ky hiem J ( Wliae 
tism, B I Rheumatic Dishonesty, Homicide, and the 
pret en. | 1 mced ft to mal a night of it round a bonfire 
n the W Kit ’ r thy nfortunate victim exposed to 
Vie [ ; t ! | | Health Lets i t 
of ( () { middle 
Phere they ema nthe midst of a neighbourhood full of 
ms, J un t, inf t and behind, tottered the hovels 
put ip by ey ty io Vithe unt bpyped drains, and mud walls, and 
trid foundation nd surrounded bya visible atmosphere of chronic 
health ar bek lime Interspersed amony these dwellings were 
buteher hops filled with diseased meat and tainted J! S10! 
It was not a pleasant localit it all 
Then Sanity and some othe: came and buried t] i I 
derly, and wept over them; and night fell, and all the diseases kept 
it up wildly over their bontire. * . 
hy the dim light of it wn kering intelligence, Our Law 
ryche oc hte ne personality) sat neoctinyg New eyvisiative 
es for the benetit of the swindler and the misogynist ; now 
irniedly draftinga Bill forthe Better Suppression of Trade Moralit 
now one for the En ravement of Rogus rv 3; how one to Pishearten 


and Crush Out Purity and Reason— nly we fancy the doc 


” 4 ra ‘ ‘ , 


‘ ' i ’ ‘ re © ‘ ‘ ifrie’s 


epinyg men i! nears thie er darkness came 


? 
ean an expression I 
haunt him. haunt hit 
I will f 
‘ if of | ~~ & ] { 
rendey his Te 
IM t Te 
abie, il by ta 
leet we Th ts . t 
vhile its spectra 
tlashe il eAasniit 
* He shall suffer fe 
Avil crhit rhe 
nto the we 1 on 
Jill Jesse? to i’ ore 
tally murdered. Ho, 
Ae 
ate 
Softly it ept up 
behind } ~ ef} i 
feverisl ly t ivved 


itself over the anti- 


cipated ‘ {Fer ft of its 


sudden ar awfu! 
appearance before his eves; then, with a dismal! and hollow groan. it 


suddenly reared itself to its gaunt height and stood over him, glaring 
bbering. with outstretched hands. 


and gi 

sut. strange to say, its victim did not quail and shrink away with 
starting and bloodshot eyeball and green complexion: on the con- 
trary, he merely looked up casually and remarked, **Hullo! Another 
of ’em!” and went on concocting muddles. With frenzied effort the 
spectre strove to terrify him: it writhed in its efforts to make itself 
merely grinned slightly 
You will tind a 


more terrible: the haunted Muddle-maker 
* Don't put yourself to so much trouble. 


and sal 

place in my cupboard with the rest of ‘em. 
‘The rest of “em!” groaned the spectral vis 
+ Yes—the rest of your kind. Bless you 

: i] tind 


} 
' 
ae 


tant 
I’ve hundreds of ‘em in 


in there the spectre ot 


my ghost-cupboard ; in fact, you wi 
every one of the laws I have made—all very like you, with a large 


through his middle. Much better go and hang yourself up ona 
with the rest of “em.” 
vith these words the Muddle-Purveyor arose and flung open a 


’ 
nole 





»board door: and there, sure enough, were the ghosts of all the 

| Acts of Parliament hung ip ina row dozens deep. There were the 

erat Acts and the rest—in fact, the only Acts not to be 

| found there ( those the infringement of which would dcetri- 

| menta iffect the Budget ; these latter were hale and hearty, and 
intact. 

‘You see,” said the Muddle-Perpetrator, “that I am quite used to 

elng inted by my victims ; so that you are wasting your time. 


Such visits as yours may have affected me—a very little—long, long 


but I am quite hardened to that sort of thing now. Allow me 

assist youon to a pe And the poor, limp Public Health Act, 

shed, had to tamely allow itself to be hung up. But ere it 

as s n, it muttered with a last effort, * But I shall be avenged. 

> nterested, unselfish person, holding a position of power, with 

Tine vsthan thet irthering of his own interests, will avenge me! ” 

“OY vy it has not been avenged up to date. They do.say that 

@ pa escribr as not been seen about in a state of existence: 
COULSE aft cant be true! 
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And see that every 


hat hes sav 
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rowdy work be done, 


Lined iff the 
scot their own consarns, boys, 


lemen 
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To talk about. just now and then. 
Why sit vou still and larn, bovs : 
You ve had your say, and lots of it. 


For ten or more times tould. now. 


Su give the Saxon boys a bit | 
Of rope that they may hould, now. | 
; } 
) } t Ss W eve } | 
And nes did it win the day 
lt wild delusion: 
S ike end Parnell’s advice 
|) ‘t tise ah angry how now, | 
I f ti Wa mi eae vice 
} , ern ey « . 
. 
be kr vht well were goin’ to win | 
\nd get the Grand Old Man back, | 
s ok ye here, well now begin 


ric dl Peer ¢h 
And try the 


** - 


Walt your time tack ; 
me tell vou, sure as day. 
When William’s at the prow, bovs, 
We'll see a different kind of play. 


— Dhak ae " sa ark 
Prom What thev re doim now, boys. 





\ BREWERY company. with a capital of £200,000, is 
()sq] 


| being formed 
In to be trotting rapidly along the 
opeanization, 


~aka, in Japan. The Japs see 


ol path ot Ku Bv-the “way, a Japanese <clentist 


serts that the annlic: £ hoer 25% } 
iif lad ( apps ation of beer wi change the colour of dar] 
’ . . =< ecinn 
ind give it a golden hue. We've noticed that beer often alte) 
, . € 40 
t he nose most effectively. but have never observed its effect 
g rol rver s elTec 


























THAT TELL-TALE BLOTTING-PAD!—(AN INCIDENT OF THE 14th.) 
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lines with the Valentine “Now top 
* 


( roy’ comes. 


ery just enclose a few 
and post it before the 


> from the office, a 





y vou for writing su: 


l Gov'nor (| bl tting-pad wit 
portions of his letter transferred omit.) -“ Here you 
r What's the meaning of this ‘Darling Ange 
he Old Fossil*—(meaning me, I suppose). Why, you brainless young idiot, do 
t t Mark me, sir! You take a we 1h 
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THE WANDERING VALENTINE. 


(IT strikes me very forcibly (although I can't say why) 
That what I have to tell you is a systematic lie! 
The story doesn’t bear the stamp of truth in any way, 
And how I picked it upis rather more than I can say 


I’ve mentioned it to relatives, aquaintances and friends, 
I’ve even sounded strangers I’ve accosted for my ends, 
But failing to elicit one corroborative word 

| don’t believe that any of the incidents occurred.) 


‘Twas Mr. Bertie Christopher who cherished fan and glove 
Belonging to Miss Pussy Mink, with whom he was in love 
The lady, friends and enemies agreed, was “ very fair,” 

With cherry lips and peachy cheeks and sugar-candy hai 





It also was Miss Pussy Mink, who longed for him all day, 
But when he came, was rude to him and looked anotier wa; 
And friends and enemies agreed that he was * good enough” 
With upper-lip embellished with a sandy-coloured tlutt. 


And Bertie having told his tale, with tremours undisguised 
And Pussy having heard it and been “ever so surprised,” 
Mamma was “ asked ” politely and Papa (at length) assuaved 
And Bertie C. and Pussy M. were formally engage 


Now Bertie was attentive to his Pussy as could be, 
And Pussy’s thought for Bertie was a lovely thing to see ; 
For while he gave her golden rings and buckles for ler shoe 


] } 1 11 a's 


She gave him things in needlework which nobo 

He took her out to theatre, to fancy Dail ane Tet 

She toddled him to church to put the shiilings in 

Ana while at every public show he took ner “sora cial 


She took him to her relatives, and let him pas 


° aoe “17 ais es 
reciprocicy Will make \ ML hal 


‘rewere 


This tender reciy 
How eminently born for one anot hie 
Such mutual devotion augurs well for married life 
When Bertie is a husband with Miss Pussy for 


1 think such unanimity unnatural, I do ; | 
I don't believe these things were so, but from them, [ 


] 


| 
(And that is why I look upon this story as untrue. 
‘ 
The following apochryphal occurrences arose ). 


plots 


When Bertie for a month had been entangled in loves v 
He found himself confronted with the fourteenth da’ rel 
He shouted out “By Jupiter! a splendid thought is in : | 


lll send my little Pussy-wussy-wee a Valent 


Dover 


earl) 


Valentine of rather extra 
with bandage on hi 
underneath, with verses 


off it plaved “God save the Queen.” 
pred 


He went and bought a 
Upon a little boy 
Some were 


Wiis Ss eVES, 
flow rs and lace 


And when you took the cover 


in between, 


Then Bertie took his purchase home, to wrap it up and boast, 
And then he toddled out again to take it to the post ; 

Hed left it rather late, and so he hurried onward, but 

The evning post had gone, and all the offices were shut ! 


“Alls lost !° eried Bertie. reeling from this dreadfullest of shocks, 
And then, " Not so! Pll post it in the nearest pillar-box.” 
He rushed, with frantic cagerness, to place it in the slit. 
but—horrible ! 


It was tou large to fit! 


] ' 
(sCovery 


Oh. who but Bertie sorrows now in desperate despair! 
Oh, who but he so piteously says, “It isn’t fair 
Unless she gets a Valentine, it’s needless to explain. 
My lussy-wussy-wee will never speak to me again.” 


Again that Valentine he took, his honour to preserve ; 
He tried to post it cornerwise, he tried it in a curve ; 
He rolled it up into a ball, he made it long and thin, 
But all his efforts were in vain. he couldn't get jt in. 


rattled it, he 


He clash Tl t | and 

He tried to lift the top of t. as thouvh it were a lid. 

He seratched, and tore and bit at it, like any trantic puy 
Until a bobby came along and asked him what was up. 

Vnid en iid Oh | if lear, | amin such a fix! 
Th i i ! a thin ie by 9 by (. 

fs (moh at s recepta if must be plain to you 

This slit they give little more than 6 by | by a 


Phe G.P.O. pursues that plan, 
ve may, You know, it doesn’t say you can, 

hen that bobby looked at him with sympathetic eyes 
And said, “lve heerd as how these slits is different in size.” 


ft was cuough, our Bertie flew like chaff before the wind, 
He tested evry blessed pillar-box that he could find, 
And, till his search is over, he'll accept of no repricve— 


He's sti! 


lengaved pul sulny it, I’ve reason to belicve! 


“We won’T GO HOME TILL MORNING.”—Technical education is | 


1 


all the go now-a-days. The latest recipients of its benefits are jour- 
| nalists and compositors, who, thanks to the London, Chatham, and 


Railway Co., are now enabled to enjoy the advantages of 


vy tral jing”? 
y t aininyg. 


less 





| 





-_—_~~ ~ 


} 





| 


hd / (-! 
“\ 


XS - 
. 


“A 
et 


Y 
<a 


\ 
ee 


mae 


wy 


py 
4s 
af wt 
oO Le 
Vee | 
ig 
Ys eo 
AM 
r - 
F 





FUN. 


OR «4 oe eewenet orr"t tet See Lat 











- 





Lo ' talls an ick pit Vidas at times on nights ike these 
Im | vent « a new play Rit ; Poor is the plot and weak the " wheeze, — 
Sore " the poor playmaker’s facts \nd the only pleasure one extracts 
bet we the a between the acts Is ‘tween the acts—yes, ‘tween the acts. 





¢ " } : } ? F ly maar rw » a * » *% hee ae) yt what is 
Leap Year. Leap vear is here. What Valentin Mrs. PopMore can’t: make out wh 
A]! ladies will be sending, coming to people ! She does think it acd ‘ 
(SEE CARTOON.) : Pte pe Aa ris ‘attend 
Accompamied by tomehimg ines, ful thing that. after working togethe 1 - 
WHEN Leap Year comes, the ladies fan We are not now pretending * mony for so many vears, Messrs. Gilbert and 
Are piven extra chances, hotell: but through our artist's pen Sullivan should want to vo fighting fort t 
1 i dl ‘ b . bwiire | hy or dev te ‘ ! f if horrid championship ! 
| yt t Trhis ‘ t hn — - 
| . Tit “ ee { . y a , ; > , 
} A #@ sWillitéd, Post-J rve. Is 


9 cartainly ty #nx too Bel - --: JOCKEY CLUB STORIES 


| sent i ) ¥ waa By FRANK BARRETT. 
4 . : \ , ; n ve = ° mie r ™ | 2 ; ‘ i % at . ”" Just pul, Si “Pr Ulie SAuling. Post-/ Ce. is. “ f, 
__. And, if she's pretty v 0, pagel ope roar Bee aang | “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
a peste a ange | : eter Regie lenges Rpanlier Aite Pe ps eh an By H. T. JOHNSON. | 
Of this m ! m leved Edwin “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E 











Cadbury’s 
" SUARANTEED B 

dni 1s a PURE » Cocoa U e 
aise” Siaaie >i Bi See that you get it! 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. | |BXSPED BR coraaacnie 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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a first- | (3.) Here e brave Oscar, Prince of | (5.) Here's a poor « 
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7.) Mere boys with real revolvers are 


here IATA, 


Those who supplied them merit 


legal “ markiny.” 


| 
| (8.) Latest whitewashers in the Cor- 
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poration, I iF 
| Say there’s no proof of City Malver 
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AND PUFFS. 


ADLER’S WELLS.—There were 
two more things I wanted to know 
about the pantomime here when 
space cut me short last week. | 
wanted to know what had become 
of Herne the Hunter's horns, and 
—]look here—why isn't Anne Bo- 
leyn's head really cut off: 


SLASHES 











I ALSO wished to remark that 
Mr. Tom Wallace plays Bluff King 
Hal with an excellent ease, point, 
and readiness of humour; Miss 
Alice Harvey works hard and 
cheerfully :as Herne, and hearns 
ready applause; Mr. J. Schofield 
is an energetic herald, expert in 
sony and dance; Miss FE. London 
leaves little London that should 
be done; Miss Veto’s Blossom is 
not at all the sort of thing to put 
a veto on; Miss Clara Dale, the 
Fairy Silverstream, may be de- 
scribed as a flowery dale, seeing 
expect). that she “wears a wreath of 
Howell is a good Anne Boleyn on the Howell. The 
lutions are smart and much appreciated. 





children 3S 1) litary ey 


THE OPERA COMIQUE.—If Ariane were only a bit shorter it would 
be very amusing. Unfortunately, its length is such that the joke it 
inquestionably is, becomes wearisome. You are bound to take it as 
a wke taken eriously, the flavour would be too repulsive. In 


at idying life Mrs. Praed seems to wear Ouida-like spectacles, through 
Which, like those of coloured glass, all things appear reduced to one 
level hue of sombre tint, and that an incorrect one. The piece is not 
withou "—in perversity. It fails in art because 
the picture has no perspective, no atmosphere, no middle distance. 
Kiverything is on a flat, dead level of wickedness, and no more repre- 
sents real life than a dab of primary eoloul represents the prismatic 
hues of the rainbow, or a single crippled liinb the harmonious structure 
of the human frame. 


t merit asa “studs 


THE low moral atmosphere that pervades the play is of such cyni- 
cally crude meanness that it would be depressing were it not that the 
spectator is bewildered out of any belief in its sincerity by the chaotic 
way in which the characters principally concerned defeat their own 
obvious intention, There is a curious topsy-turveydom about it all 
strongly reminiscent of Mr. W. 8. Gilbert. Perhaps the infection has 
clung to the house, and is only just developing itself. Thus the in- 
tended-to-be noble fellow does the mean and brutal things; the in- 
tended-to-be mean and brutal fellow does the noble things, and the 
sympathetic heroine is a person of such fretful selfishness and exas- 
perating self-sufficiency that the wonder is that Lomax managed to 
wait for ten years before giving 
her the well deserved “ what for” 

‘administers at the end of 

the first act. The only consistent 
sa grim caricature (by 
no means toned down by M. 
Marius). 


SUCH a method—no doubt de- 


berately adopted in a struggle 
after originality—naturally de 
stroys the characterisation, and 


when you turn to the dialogue it 
strikes yo 
tions from great men and women. 
and “touches of nature,” such as, 
“A cup of tea’—thanks. Yes— 
two lumps, please,” “ Well, do you 
know, J always prefer laced boots,” 
“Oh, Lcame along in a cab,” &ce., 
&e, In this degree Mrs. Praed dis- 
plays both reading and observa- 
tion. 


1 as a mixture of quota- 


OPERA CoMIQUE.—ClLa 
1AM not anextravagant admirer SECOND At 
of Mrs. Bernard-Beere's acting: 
| her principle always appears to me to be—take care of the “ points, 


and the rest will take care of itself; but she usually pli 
points with excellent art, and sometimes with real power and natur 


eee = 











however artificial she may be “ between whiles.” Nothing could be 
finer than the hysterical burst of weeping at the end of the first act, 
or her treatment of the spirited scorn at the end of the third, or the 
distress at the disclosure of D’Acosta’s meanness, or of the unexag- 
verated and pathetic death. It is such points of grandeur as these 
that make one wonder why she does not act all through, and why she 
is not -above the vulgarity of peculiarclothes. Her dress in the second 
act consists of two pieces of differently-coloured material, apparently 
tied hap-hazard round her body! 





Mr. HeNRy NEVILLE contributes a strong and convincing bit of 
acting, and Mr. Leonard Boyne’s performance is yet another proof of 
that actor’s thorough grasp and finish. 
altogether wrong in his “reading” of the Chevalier; he finds it a 
caricature, he plays it as such and makes it very popular ; his “ make 
up,” moreover, is strongly suggestive of the Editor of Punch, which 
seems to surround him with an atmosphere of vicarious geniality. 
Miss Laura Linden is not permitted to be at her best by the part she 


plays, but I like her, and I like most of the performers in the small | 
parts which form the background of the play—which, I have small | 


doubt, will have a good run in spite of its faults. 


Love and Politics, a“ first piece” (in every sense, I believe) by 
Mr. H. T. Johnson, is an unpretending trifle, amusing and well-suited 
to its purpose; but the performers being neither of these things on 
e evening of its production, it did not go for so much as it probably 


tii 


will, later on. - 

THE HAYMARKET.—Mr. Calmour’s poetical play, Cupid's Messen- 
ger, has just been put on here in front of Partners, no doubt for the 
p Irpose of introducing Miss Freake 
(who has played the part in pri- 





M. Marius is, perhaps, not | 





vate) to a London audience. The ' *) 
young lady plays with an ease 
and intelligence suggestive of great 
ossibilities, though of course she 
lacks depth and “colour” at pre- 
sent. Her physical claims to ap- 
pear in doublet and hose are unex- 
ceptionable. I don’t think I like 
Partners any better than I did 
(that is to say, I enjoyed it tho- 
roughly), but I can’t help remark- 
ing upon the great improvement 
Miss Kingston has made in her im- 
personation of Mrs. Harkaway ; 
it is nowa well-studied and firmly 
executed piece of art, with a de- 






* 
lightful finish about it. 
TERRY’S.—There are two merits rol 
about Darhy and Joan, a new (to an | 


S 
>. 


London) piece, by Messrs. Bestand == ts a oe 
sellingham, tried here on the llth 
instant, and repeated last Saturday) THr HayMARKET.—A MERRY PREAKE 
“by desire.” It introduces Mr. (expect you'll meet this pun rather 
Terry in a new part, and it enables wreamequently for awhile). 

that gentleman and Miss Clara 

Cowper to display their protean capabilities by quick transitions from 
youth to age, and vice versa, Beyond this it does not call for much 
examination—which is, perhaps, fortunate, The interest of the per- 
formance, however, is considerable. 

NODS AND WINKs.—I had a thing to say about some music halls, 
but I haven't room this week, so must e’en postpone it. Please note, 
however, that they have a huge programme at the Pavilion, and that, 
what (in the bills) they humorously call the French chansonette is 
making her way into our halls with rapid strides (and kicks).—To- 
morrow (Thursday) morning, a play founded on Mrs. Burnett’s pretty 
story, Little Lord Fauntleroy, will be presented at the Prince of | 
Wales's, Miss Annie Hughes appearing as the hero, a combination of | 
daintiness from which I, for one, expect much. The rest of the cast 
is about as strong as can be.—Have you seen Piccadilly, the new 
‘sixpenny” It is beautifully got up, has a serial by the author of 
Ax ina Looking Glass, and its “Stage Whispers” (which will most 
interest my friends) are excellent both in judgment and information. 
—Mr. Kdwin Drew’s © Dickens Entertainment and Ball” came off in| 
fue course, and the entertainers and dancers seemed to have a good 

ong the former Mr. Howard Paul's song (with extemporary 
‘patter ”’), and Master Simm’s really excellent rendering of *“ Smike ” | 
Miss Parker made an excellent hostess—Varker 


1 : 1) «1 : 
rha, vou KNOW, and vou re “ali there, 





NESTOR. 

















a 

















ee ee 





FEBRUARY 22, 1888, 


EUN. 77 








MY FIRST AND LAST E 


ee 








XPERIENCE OF MASSAGE. 
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Un the advice of a friend, I try a course of 
Massage. 
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And, losing my temper, gave it back to the operator in his 
own coin. 


For the next ten minutes—well, we massayed one 


And if I did not go home cured be 
of my complaint, I certainly was 
cured of my hankering tor new - 
remedies, 


, 
anotuer, 








shrined with Endacott and Bloy. 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY.—Nothing worth recording in the Lords—but the “other 
place” makes up for the depression of trade in the peers by doing a 
literally roaring business. Another police mistake. The officer who 
arrested Mr. O’Brien in mistake for Mr. Gilhooly deserves to be en- 
Police lately seem possessed of a 
mania for locking up the wrong people. Consequently Government 





= a 














ye 











ina fearful hole. Apclogies offered but not accepted. Parnell] appeals 


to Government to arrest the hand of the arrester, and give the policy 


| 
: 
| 


it arrest a rest. General chorus of Bally Gil-hooly. 


TUESDAY.—Marquis of Salisbury assures Lord Dunraven that 
French police still trying to get on the track of McNeill’s murderer. 

Commons.—Still on that speech. Russell (T. W.) hits out straight 
at the Boycotting Company, Unlimited, represented in House. 

WEDNESDAY.—Being Ash Wednesday, and members of all parties 
being in a hurry to get to Church, House sits at two o'clock. Maste: 
Herbert (growing quite a big boy now), wants to know when Govern- 
ment Local Government Scheme coming up. Take a young hopeful 
view of Opposition prospects. Some folks have accused Parnellites of 


mercenary motives, bul— 
Sir W. Barttelot, Bart. 


In language caustic and tart, 
J cts them for offerin’ 
1) ré 1 tto “the Sovereiyvn 


W ! psete the Parnellite cart. 


Result :—Harrineton iy) also Harrington's blood, Divarrsion 








A Mr. Goocu calculates and complains that about four millions 
sterling are spent annually on dogs in the United Kingdom. Does he 
include in this report figures representing the money that is expended 
on the savoury saucisse of commerce Which is so often sold very much a 
la bow-wow ! Really, Mr. Gooch should purchase some book of natural 
history for the young, and then peruse its pages till he becomes con- 
vinced of the truth of the axiom laid down by the mass of mankind, 
viz., “The Dog is a very use-ful ani-mal.” 

THE Chichester Board of Guardians have decided, after a long 
debate, that the game of dominoes, as played at times by the work- 
house children, is not absolutely sinful. “ Lawks ha’ mussy!”" say: 
Aunt Grummit, 1] never heard of such ascandal. | 
soon hear of the children being taken on an excursion to Monaco 
But wait till I attend our joint-s 


cloth and ashes if I dont give 


ipporse we shall 


tock tea-emectinyg J yo into sur k- 


‘ | 
t em steaming hot, Dominoes for 
: ; 


pauper brats, indeed ! Whats the world cominy to: 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 54. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


IRST STREET Boy. 
Oh, look here, 
Tommy ; here’sa 
new game! I’m 
tired of tops and 
pea-shooters, and 
things. Let's go 
and try this new 
thing. 

SECOND 8S. B. 
Right you are. 
Let’s see how you 
play it first. Is 
it difficult ? 

F. 8. B. Nota 
‘aporth. It looks 
prime fun _ too. 
Here’s one of ’em 
at it too—ain’t he 

a wild-looking chap to rights! Let’s watch him and learn. Look, 

he’s a-going into Scotland Yard. I don’t quite care about going in 

there ; but we must learn the rules of the game. 

8.8. B. Look—he’s dancing in front of the police office, and yelling 
ind jeering. I think we could do that, don’t you? That ain't diffi- 
cult. It’s risky, though. 

F. 8. B. Garn! That depends on who you are. It ‘ud be risky for 
the likes of you and me; but it’s safe enough if you’re somebody else. 
Now he’s a-poking his head in at the window, and yelling out, “ Arrest 
me! I want to be arrested. I’ve come a-purpose to ferret out a 
warrant for my arrest. Yah! You're afraid!” 

8. 8. B. It isa rum game,ain’t it? Look—they’re a-telling him to 
go away, they ain't got no warrant ; and he’s a-swearing and a-saying 
it’s a beastly shame. 

F. 8. B. Hullo! Here's an inspector suddenly found a warrant, 
and a-comin’ after him. Why, I’m blest if the feller as was hollerin’ 
sin’t turned tail and running away as fast as his legs’l! carry him, 
a-shriekin’ out that it’s a beastly shame. 

8. 8. B. And now he’s getting into a cab, and screamin’ to the 
lriver to drive like mad. I say, that puts a stopper on it—we couldn't 
ifford cabs. 

F, 8. B. That depends on whether you can get somebody to pay 

you for playin’ the fool. P’r’aps we might—there’s lots o’ fools about. 

Look—now the pleece have got into another cab, and are givin’ chase 

is fast as they can go; but the feller’s got away. P’r’aps that’s the 

nd of the game. 

8.8. B. No, it ain't. See; now the feller’s writing to all the papers 

to say he ain't afraid of bein’ arrested, and he wants to be put in 

quod, and there's nothin’ he'd relish like gettin’ a lifer, ~ bein’ 
tortured and murdered in jail by Bully Balfour. Do they torture and 
murder you in jail? 

F. 8. B. Not as 1 ever heard on; and most o’ my relations are 

habitual criminals. My Uncle Ned the Cracksman says he ain't got 

much to complain of, and they treats him a deal better than he de- 
serves. He don't go whinin’ and blackguardin’ the prison governor. 

5. 8. B. Ah, but then he ain't supposed to be a person of superior 

intelligence and eddication—that's the difference. Is that all thegame? 

F. 5. B. No—there’s a lot more of it; but it don’t seem any more 

amusin’ than the first 

lot. Tell yer what; I 

don't call that an intel- 

ligent game. J ain't 
clever, but I shouldn't 
care to play that. 

Ss. S. B. No more 
shouldn't I; let’s go 
aE back to tops. . . 
Hullo !—blest if here 
ain't that feller comin’ 
to joinus. He says he's 
« member o’ Parlia- 
ment; and, ‘aving a 
little time to spare, 
he'd like to come and 
play with us. 

F. 8S. B. Oh!—here 
I say, he won't do! 
He don't play sensible enough for us. He don't seem to ‘ave the 
ame ideas two seconds together. Let's kick him out. He can go 
snd play at teething with my little brother. 

. = cm o « 


LITTLE MASTER TEETHER. Who on earth is this creature? Will 























somebody take him away to his nurse, for goodness’ sake? I’m not 
clever yet; but I do like a playmate with sufficient intelligence to 
suck a teething pad properly. Here—take him away, and let him 
play with the kitten. 

. * * \* 7 * 

THE KiTTEN. What on earth is this thing they’ve sent to play 
with me? I don’t boast of my consistency or intelligence—but con- 
found it! Here—I prefer to play with myself. Here—lead him 
away ; he’s only fit for the House of Commons! 


——— 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 




















MORE ABOUT THE WATERLOO CUP. 


Srr,—Don’t you let it get about, but I’ve been going “on the tout,” 
(not seeking “coms.,” you understand, but slily spying out the land 
to find the worth of every pup that’s entered for the famous Cup). 
There’s some, I know, would “empty vials,” if they but knew I'd 
seen their trials; for, togged out as a kennel help, I’ve studied them 
down to a yelp, and fancy I have got the grip, in “this here” 

SUPPLEMENTAL TIP. 


OH, blame not the Bard if his tip supplemental 
Should ill coincide with the tip that’s prelim. ; 
Such matters as these are to sport incidental, 
And not in no manner peculiar to him. 
And, anyway, do not be hurriedly tempted 
His previous notes to entirely discard, 
And then from remorse you'll be fully exempted, 
So, if you’re successful, remember the Bard. 





“if Y 





—— —- —<— _— 
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Forget-me-Not lingers persistently round me, 
And seems to implore me to place her for first, 

And willing enough she would often have found me, 
But this time it’s somehow just * more than I durst.”’ 

While Herschel may look to his stars to support him, 
And Prince Alexander so loyally shine, 

The sportsman permits ne’er another to court him 
Unless ‘tis the lady they call Miss Glendyne. 


But still, there’s Nyleptha should meet with attention, 
And Sandyburn’s claims are exceedingly high ; 
And then Charming Bess! Is there one I could mention 
More likely to win, to run up or tie? 
gut Cheque Book! Ah, Cheque Book! The party who's got it 
May take from his “Johnson” the little word, “ fail ;”’ 
And as for the party who's not it—od wot it !— 
Let him hope, like myself, for the best with Redvale. 


And now, it’s not to be denied, 1 feel a glow of honest pride 
pervade my frame from shoe to hood (it’s only right that it shoe-hood !) 
for soon or late I’m sure you'll find (unless you're absolutely blind) 
I've brought these tips to such a pitch, that one is right (1 can’t say 
which), the winner being, as you'll own, ridiculously plainly shown. 
Well, well, you needn't make a fuss. Good-bye; I am " 

TROPHONIUS. 





“ ANCIENT LIGHT.’ —There is nothing new under the sun. Elec- 
tricity must have been quite understood by the ancients, as Ark Lights 
were in use at the time of the Flood, of course. 
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Caution to Conservatives. == ; , aS 7 
(Lord Salisbury is probably right in holding that the | f= — >. ’ 4 . == 

majority of self-respecting Conservatives would on no ac- 
count speak to Mr. Gladstone if they could possibly avoid 
doing 80. Sad to say, there is, however, at least one mem- 
ber of the magnanimous party who does not decline to 
engage in friendly talk with the abandoned leader of 
those wicked Liberals. The individual who thus degrades 
| himself and those with whom he is politically associated 
is, we grieve to say, no less a personage than the principal 
Tory whip.] 

On! never speak as you pass by, 

Where Gladstone rolls his baleful eye ; 

Conservatives we must condemn, 

Who speak unto the G.O.M, 

He is as wicked as can be, 

The leader of the Liberals he— 

And Tories, that’s the reason why 

You should not speak as you pass by. 
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Beware—this Grand Old Fiend doth lead 
The demons of the Home Rule creed ; 
His wicked ways are varied, vast— 

And he appears for aye to last. 

A matter which doth clearly show 

He’s leagued with powers down below, 
So from this vampire, vanish, fly, 

And never speak as ye pass by. 





| Let every Tory tried and true 
Avoid the tainted Liberal crew ; 
O never let them grasp the hand 
Of any of that wicked band. 
Nay, never let them nod or bow, 
And never parley or “ pow-wow ;” 
From virtue they’d lead you awry, 
So never speak as yeu pass by. 


But tears course down each Tory cheek, 

For Akers-Douglas dares to speak ; 

And laugh too—with that villain vile, 

Who doth our precious party rile. 

O Salisbury, pray give the tip 

Unto this recreant Tory whip ; 

O say to Akers- Douglas, “ Fie, 

Speak not to G. as you pass by!” 
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“TLL call the hinspector as a witness to cha- | ; | . A Aer te 
| —_ , hohe! j ?. 2 : a t " | et ‘wt ‘t: vi i} ff 
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| iy : 
/racter, yer wortchip,” exclaimed a ragged and 
|tanned mortal charged with  street-begging. 
'“I hain’t a perfessional beggar, I scorn the 


‘ 





: - ae 
hocypation.” ‘What have you got to say, in- | 
i |spector, in reply to the prisoner’s statement?” | 





asked the magistrate. ‘ Well, I candidly admit 
that he never begs, except at times when he is 
unable to make a living by stealing,” testified | 


— 


HE BOTTLE 


The Butler.—* SHERRY, MY LADY?” 

Lady Loo (wrapt in a discussion on “ Ariane” between her vis-a-vis and her 
neighbour).—* OH, | DO SO LIKE BERNIE-BEERE.” 

The Butler.—* SORRY WE HAVEN'T ANY OF THAT SORT, MY LADY. WOULD 


| 
| YOUR JLADYSHIP LIKE Bass?” 


D UP. 





the inspector with a grim smile. 





SPENDTHRIFTS who have “run through ” their | 
|money need not be cast down, it is only 
| “sworded ” wealth after all. 








The British shekels have pour’d in like rain, | 
| [Colonel the Hon. W. F. Cody has written toa friend in America, stating that And if | thought ‘twould pay, I'd come again ; 
our atmosphere is too limited for him to breathe in freely, and our island too small But as | fancy no more’s to be got, 
| to permit of his taking equestrian exercise in it conveniently. | I’ll tell you what I think of England—rot! 





“Buffalo Bill” to Uncle Sam. 











DEAR SAM.—I want to get back home, I do: 
I’m stifled here, I darn’t breathe, I tell you, a 
oe ee — a. PROFESSOR BLACKIE has been lecturing on “ Robert Burns.” The | 
Their atmosphere’s made up of fog and soot ; professor opines that the great defect of the poet's pagan agli : | 
The people tread each other under foot ; want of volition, Bome base Saxons opine that the wor 8 = 
Thev swarm as thick as Californian fleas,— after whisky,” might be substituted for want of volition. ey 
At every throw I'd lasso ten with ease. was doubtless a grand poet and a refreshist of infinite capacity } mat | 
Their biggest county would not make a farm really it is almost time for the Scots to let him rest in “~ . rsd a 
Out West.—you, Sam, could hold it in your palm ! few years. There have been, and are, other boozing-poets whose lives | 
In fact, their island’s so tarnation small, and characters are worth raking over just for a change. 
I dar’n’t ride far, lest in the sea I'd “mt 
rip be -ailwave’”’ I’ve ecarce left one station ; — 
| arr 5 Mgt. appli ba Prneciam . A CONTEMPORARY states that a jet-black cat skin is worth, in its 
In short. I haven't room to freely stand, unmanufactured state, about ten shillings. If this be t iS es 
Much less to move on this mere scrap of land. sportsmen ought to be making small fortunes. _ orabien mp 
P.S.—I must not fail to jet you know with a pound of cat’s-meat and an air-gun, ought to be able to stalk | 
: down at least a dozen dusky prowlers per night. | 


We've done a wondrous business with the show : | 
| 
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THE CURIOUS TRAIT OF SPENSER HALL. 
/ R Yb HE strongest trait of Spenser Hall 
‘ Is his susceptibility, 
You never saw a fellow fall, 


4 / In love with such facility! 
A Vv As sure as there's a girl about, 


Despising pro or con in it, 
There'll be @ scene, you needn't 
doubt, 

And: Spenser will be on in it. 









: If in a room you chance to sit 
And beauty but appears in it, 


{ (thn y 
ma ah a, = ra Before you think of love a bit, 
$ a He’s over head and ears in it. 


You meet a friend—in duty bound 

Are making your conges to her, 

And ere you've time to turn you 
round 

He’s down upon his knees to her! 
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The greatest stranger in the land 
Who meets bis optic pleases it, 
Ie goes and takes her lily hand, 
nd kisses it and squeezes it! 
Ile meets a damsel at‘a ball, 
He'll scarcely get a blink at her, 
Kut that’s enough for Spenser Hall, 
He'll fall in love—and wink at her. 
He sees no need (a mental twist) 
For being hand and glove with them, 
It's quite enough that they exist, 
For him to be in love with them, 


His conduct often seems to touch 
The verve of imbecility— 

You never saw a chap of such 
Extreme susceptibility. 

A reprehensive trait, no doubt, 
Deserving little lenience, 

But not, upon the whole, without 
A certain inconvenience. 

It's pleasant when a fair one’s eyes 
Display no animosity, 

It's very nice to have your sighs 
Received with reciprocity. 

It's jolly, when your love you've fanned, 
To find her far from spurning it, 

Or, when;you squeeze a little hand, 
To find that hand returning it, 
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lsut there are those who won't be “ had.’ 
Who laugh, and say, * 
{nd there are those wl o get “right mad” 
And set their brothers on to you 


P Begone he to you, 


And if at every lady's toes 


tou drop you down dementedly 








That’s not a matter, I suppose, 
That males can view eontentedly. 


With them, whate’er their common sense 
Or philanthropic charity, 

You’re certain to experience 
A waning popularity. 


You'll have to stand a scorching fire 
Of chaff from those who're quizzical, 

While there are others, prone to ire, 
Whose arguments are physical. 


Nor can you pop to ev'ry dame 
And not receive a “ yes” or two; 

So Mr. Spenser soon became 
Entangled in a mess or two. 


But, though the men do “ have a row,” 
And ladies grow importunate, 

I think that Spenser, up to now, 
Has been extremely fortunate. 


He has but fifteen marks from boots 
(Though, when he sits, he screeches yet), 

Two blackened eyes, six crim.-con. suits, 
And five-and-twenty “ breaches”’ yet. 
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AMERICAN SEAT (A MERRY CONCEIT), 
WHICH TOOK OUR CORRESPONDENT QUITE OFF HIS BALANCE. 








NEW LEAVES. 


THERE is a good deal goes to the enrichment of The English Illus- 
trated this month. The set of delicious drawings by Messrs. Hugh 
Thomson and Herbert Railton to the delightful article by Mr. W. 
Outram Tristram, on “ Coaching Days and Coaching Ways,” form, as 
isual, a prominent feature, but there is a noteworthy paper on “ Fowls,” 
with characteristic illustrations by that worthy judge and undeniable 
authority, Mr. Harrison Weir. Mr. Benjamin Scott writes of, “ The 
Weazel and his Family,” while Mr. Bryan Hook draws them, and 
there is a splendidly engraved rendering of the well-known Rembrandt 
head of an “Old Lady” from the National Gallery.—Seribner’s is on 
other ground, for after a very fine portrait of Mendelssohn and 
accompanying reminiscences, one of the chief papers is devoted to 
* Volcanoes,” their bygone outbursts of violence and periods of rest 
and quiet.—In The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy’s 
Own Paper, and The Girl’s Own Paper the illustrations are always 
suitable to and good as the matter.—Le Follet sets forth the variations 
in fashions to fascinate the fair—We may here mention the arrival of 
the Christmas Number of The Illustrated Sydney News, wherein both 
the literary and artistic merit bear favourable comparison with our 
home-made productions.—In Longman’s will be found the commence- 
ment of a new story, “Uncle Pierce,” by Charles Blatherwick, and 
Mr. Archer's second paper on “ The Anatomy of Acting.”—In Jinsley’s 
there are the openings of two new stories, “A Witch of the Hills,” by 
Florence Warden, and “ Princess Fedor’s Pledge,” by G. Manville 
Fenn.—Household Words is as “full as a tick."—T7he Founy Man is 
good enough for both youngand old.—For everything connected with 
those trades, “ see inside” Zhe Paper and Printing Tradex Journal. 
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TO BE BOLD WE SHOULD BE STRONG. 
(A WARNING TO OTHER Dawas.) 


























1. Miss Fetchem takes a walk, accompanied by her pet Tiny. 
Tiny..——4. Miss Fetchem scarcely approves of her situation. 
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Tiny impudently challenges a low atreet dog. 2. The challenye is accepted, 3. Retreat of 
5. Miss Fetchem struggles for liberty. Tiny struggles for dear life, but loses it, 6. That night 


a dark object might have been seen floating on the surface of a Hampstead brick-pond. 








KNICKNACKS. 


A BAVARIAN officer, who fought under Napoleon I., died recently 
at the age of 98 years, and, to within a short period of his decease, 

yas a smart, hardy-looking old fellow on 
whom the weight of years had not outwardly 
told much. He followed the Corsican usur- 
per when that ambitious war-maker invaded 
Russia, and was forced to beat a terribly 
ignominious retreat. Now that the Russians 
are so friendly with the French, the following 
Muscovitish proclamation issued at the time 
of Bonaparte’s invasion possesses some in- 
terest :— Let us drive out this race of grass- 
hoppers! Let us bear the cross in our hearts 
and the sword in our hands! Let us over- 
throw the tyrant who wishes to devastate 
the whole earth!” 





THE Lord Chancellor does not intend to 
make any more Q.C.s for some little time, 
the market being rather over-stocked with 
these silky men of law at present. Hooray! Crankmongers who are 
afHicted with a mania for enjoying the pleasures of litigation ought to 
waltz in at once, and start actions. The market being loaded with a 
surplus of “the devil’s own,” legal cases will certainly be taken up at 
reduced rates. “No Reasonable Offer Refused To Young Couples 
Seeking Dissolution Of Marriage!” ‘Gratis Advice Given to 
Widowers Threatened With Breach Of Promise Actions!” “ Libel 
Cases Undertaken On The Most Moderate Terms!” are the class of 
advertisements we expect to see posted in the neighbourhood of the 
Law Courts, shortly. 





“WHAT can I do for you this morning?” said the proprietress of a 
small general shop, to a hungry-looking customer. “If ye plaze, 
marm, I’ll be taking three red-herrin’s on approbation, bedad !” was 
the rather unsatisfactory reply. 





AN amorous peasant, whose Christian name is Benjamin, recently 
kissed a girl, called by sponsors Priscilla, and who is now a “ cadet” 
in the Salvation Army. His osculatory indulgence was somewhat ex- 
pensive, fora magistrate valued it at one pound, and costs. “ Hang 
Christian charity after this experience !”’ exclaimed Benjamin, “ why, 
I thought I was only doing unto the girl a kindness. 1 should have 


‘ Be 
‘liked her to have kissed me. 
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A CLERGYMAN discoursing recently on the subject of football de- 
clared it to be a brutal pastime, and reminded his hearers of the “ fat 
which befell the ungodly and sensuous Esau, who, tired out after sport 
sold his birthright for a mess of pottage.” Perhaps the parson would 
have been wiser had he left unfortunate Esau out of the question 
There is a strong feeling nowadays that the smooth patriarch Jacol 
played very low on his hairy brother, who certainly was a mag 
nanimous man. Sport, we opine, helped to add manliness to Esau’ 
character, and in a most noble way he declined to take advantage ot 
his sly relative at a period when he could have easily played footbal! 
with that patriarch’s body. Brutality in football we decidedly protest 
against, but all out-door sports, when honestly and fairly conducted, 
must tend towards instilling grit into the youths of any nation, 


THE population of Camberley is five hundred souls. Many of the 
natives of this small town must suffer considerably from liver com. 
plaint, for a chemist resident there states that in three weeks he sold 
sixty-four dozen antibilious pills, We shall avoid Camberley as a 


health-resort. 


It is now a matter of history that, during the Russo-Turkish War, 
the all-but-bankrupt Turks fought with an army mostly comprised 
of raw recruits, commanded, in many cases, by wretchedly incom. 
petent officers. Yet the Ottomans, single-handed, managed to kee} 
the Russian forces at bay for such a length of time that it actualls 
seemed at one period As though the greasy, greedy Muscovites woulu 
have to retire, andvcry, “ Hold! enough!” When Russia starts he: 
new aggressive shot and shell boom, she will, as the war progresses, 
find that she has Germany, Austria, Italy, Turkey, Bulgaria, Russian. 
Poland, and poor little England pitted against her. What earthly 
chance has this semi-barbarous power against such a combination, 
even though she be aided by our Gallic neighbours! We only hope 
that when the general row has got into full swing, it will be fought 
out until Russia is permanently crippled. 





In certain parts of the States the English sparrows have become a 
great nuisance. An American savant says that the only way of getting 
rid of these sparrows is by giving them another name and eating them. 
Lark-shooting among ladies has become a popular sport in France 
The American girls should take a hint from their French sisters and ge 
a-vunning, with sparrows as victims. In England more than two 
thirds of the “ larks” we eat in pies, puddings, and on toast, are young 
sparrows ; yet who knows the difference as long as the little wingsters 
are dubbed with the more highly respectable name! 
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A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY—AND OUT OF IT. 
Mra. Silvertone (handing eup of fice o'clock tea to Major-General Oldbow).—* WITHOUT SUGAR, I THINK YOU SAID, GENERAL?” 
Mojor-General Oldbow.—"* QUITE SUPERFLUOUS, MY DEAR MADAM—COMING FROM YOUR HANDS, 
Vine C'reveker (vbservant—very much to herself).—" AND SHE BELIEVES THE SHOCKING OLD HuMBUG! 
















‘ Innocence; or the Triumph of 
Bobby. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 





And exceed his duty clearly ; 
He perhaps may be squared— 
If anyone cared 
To scatter their doubts | To tempt him with cash ; 
When the public pouts, | He may also be rash 
t ence some snarls, In his ways, and give evidence queerly ;— 


said to be marked by “leaps and bounds.” 


A shocking mistake | VeEBY PRETTY FIGURES, INDEED !—The 

| ballet, as an institution is anything but on its 
last legs inthiscountry. With the Alhambra 
Company paying a dividend of forty-one per 
cent., its progress in public favour may be 
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“ Sie By H. T. JOH , 
THE best way to obtain a “striking” like- ad anes 
Your bobby may make ness is to hit it off. 








Does the bold Sir Charlies But nevertheless it is understood 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE SAVOY.—It is a quaint idea 
Mr. Desprez has hit upon for his 
new first ‘piece here, and it is a 
quaint actor Mr. Carte has hit upon 
to impersonate the leading part. 
Mr. John Wilkinson’s performance 
is no doubt a good deal assisted 
into public favour by the smartly 
accomplished changes of costume 
and (even) make-up, associated 
with the character ; but he has far 
greater claims to attention in his 
sense of humour and lightness of 











touch. Messrs. Alfredand Francois 
Cellier have supplied some tuneful 
numbers which are done fair justice 
to by Miss Rose Hervey, Miss M. 
Cristo, Mr. J. Wilbraham, and Mr. 
Wallace Brownlow. Mr. Desprez’s 
lyrics are neat and spirited, and 
his play, by-the-way, is called 
3! Mrs. Jarramie’s Genie. Visitors to 
this house who appreciate humour 
(not unsuggestive of sitting at the 
feet of the Savoy “ master”) and 
pretty music, deprive themselves of a pleasure if they miss it. 





SAVOY.—BIT OF | 


THI 





THE LONDON PAVILION.—From a music-hall point of view, I 
suppose a stronger programme than the one presented here at present 
is hardly possible. In some respects, it is “strong” enough from all 
points of view! I suppose cleverness is to be welcomed and applauded 
—if not admired—wherever it is found, and there is a good deal of a 
certain vulgar cleverness in this other “ profession.”’ There are a 
sufficient number of exceptions to prove the rule that “ the trail of 
vulgarity’s over it all,” but the “rule” is undoubtedly there and 
fundamental. The increasing success of this class of entertainment 
is suggestive of a rather low level of intelligence in a large proportion 
of the community—not in your case or mine, dear reader, of course. 
You and I only just drop in for a quiet pipe and to see what is really 
good in the entertainment. If we are occasionally late home that is 
because the good takes such a lot of finding—but I don’t know that I 
am called upon to examine that question. 


WHEN (to come to business) I arrived at the Pavilion the other 
night, | found that not unfunny “ nigger,” Mr. Sam Redfern, holding 
forth, (“ and that’s good enough to goon with”). Misses Laura Lyall, 
Jessie Acton, Kate Seymour, and Nellie Richards had not waited for 
me, in which they were “at one” with Messrs. Henri Clarke and A. 
G. Vance, and Major Newell. “Sam” was followed by a “ gutta- 
percha girl” (a very fine girl too) known as La Belle Amoros (evi- 
dently a fictitious name), who disported with assurance and dexterity 
on the high trapeze and ladder. Messrs. De Voy, Leclercq and Co. 
next obliged with what I trust | may describe without invidiousness 
as some elephantine humour, and _ 
Mr. G. H. Macdermott followed 
without any humour at all. 

ONE of those “exceptions” | 
have alluded to is Lieutenant Cole. 
His ventriloquial entertainment 
has originality and observation to 
recommend it, besides a good dea! 
of humour. An addition to “the 
figures" in the shape (very much 
in the shape) of our friend Slope: 
is extremely funny. The “ treat- 
ment" is full of character and a 
certain grotesque truth which is 
as artistic as it is entertaining. 
Lieutenant Cole was followed by 
aaprightly damsel, from the land 
of the Boulanger March, who re- 
joiced in the shy, retiring name 
of Violetti. This young lady, who 
was mighty popular, sang with 
volubility in her native tongue. 
accompanying herself with sudden 
and unexpected jerks of her limbs 
and shakes of her clothing, as 
though she had lost her purse and fancied it might be among her 
skirts. She was much applauded, and grew livelier with each encore. 








SENTIMENT. 


THt PAVILION. 








I tremble to think what might have happened had ithe applause 
continued. 


ACROBATIC STEBBINGS, and the curious M. Brunin, “ the burlesque 
ballet lady” (with him, Mlle. Violetti, once more).were the next turns, 
and then, like a whiff of fresh, pure, wholesome air in a heat-laden 
atmosphere came Miss Lydia Yeamans with her old-world ballads, 
sung with a gentle sweetness and that appreciation which is half the 
battle in the expression of their quaint tenderness. Do you think I 
could listen after that to the twangling of the Bohee Brothers (clever 
enough in its way as it is, and comical as their complacent self-satis- 
faction is), or to Miss Bellwood’s dreadfully real impersonations of 
coarse life, or even to Mr. Coborn’s “ Black Eyes,” or see the Letines 
“bicycle”? I couldn't. I didn’t. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Toole has just reappeared, after his recent 
nasty spell of illness, in a programme the principal item of which is 
one Dot. Everybody seemed more anxious to show how glad they 
were to see the comedian “about again” than to attend to the really 
excellently acted play, though they gave it some attention, too. You 
ought to go and hear Miss Phillips sing ‘‘ Auld Robin Gray,” at any 
rate. A new comedietta by Mr. Justin McCarthy—a well-written 
comedietta, too—called, A Red Rag, opens the ball each evening.— 
Miss Sefton, who, not too well supported, appeared at the Vaudeville 
one afternoon recently as Lady Teazle in The School for Scandal, 
and Juliet in the balcony scene of Romeo and Juliet, does not 
altogether deserve the cavalier treatment usually to be fairly metec 
out to the matinee lady. The two parts are beyond her, of course, but 
the spirit of acting seems to be in her. and in less exacting and more 
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“THE TICKET OF LEAVE MAN!” 


THE OLYMPIC. 


picturesque parts she might do well now, and the others (even) might 
come later on. She spoke the Juliet scene with some sense of its 
meaning. — Mr. Gascoigne has put up Mr. Sims’ Romany Rye 
for twelve nights at the Marylebone, where the acting of himself 


“and partner” — Mrs. Gascoigne —is much appreciated. — Last 
Monday (meaning the 20th) a new turn was put on at the 


Oxford, an assault-at-arms by “a troupe of Military Athletes, 
assisted by Professor Burnett, the celebrated right and _left- 
handed sword champion ;" which is good.—On the same evening 
The Lucky Shilling was successfully produced at the Standard. I shall 
perhaps see this later on, if so .—Some poetical words by Mr. Adam 
Currie, M.A., have been set to appropriate music for Madame Annie 
Grey by Miss Louisa H. Grant, and sent to me by the publisher. The 
compass is D to KE; I don’t care for that, however, as I do not sing.— 
Mr. Samuel L. Hasluck, assisted by Miss Alice Aloof and Miss Gertrude 
Hemery, gives a dramatic recital at the Steinway Hall this (Tuesday) 
evening. NESTOR. 











A wibow, wallowing in wealth, recently married her lawyer. 
Widows are daring at times, but this lady deserves a medal for valour 
as large as the hottest crumpet of commerce. We trust that her life 
with the man o’ law will not be a brief one. 





PROTESTS against tight lacing are being made in Paris. The con- 
ventional good figure is gradually coming to be considered bad form 
among the hupper-suckics. Perhaps the biggest objection we have to 
lalge against tight-laced girls is that they are so apt, on being squeezea, 
to creak like ancient armour does when it is interfered with. 
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SHAKESPEARE S GALS. 


AT THE GRAPHIC GAL-AWRY.—SHAKESPEARIAN-BACONIAN HEROINES “AS WELL 

In addition to their little maladies so graphically depicted, they are all, with the exception of Rosalind, suffering more or less from 
amputation of the legs (probably performed by Mr. Schmalz’s bloodthirsty “ Imogen,” No, 21). 
standings, is nervously wondering if she will be permitted to retain them. 











THE BALLAD OF THE BARBER. 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO MR. ROBERT MARTIN.) 


Now, I happened to get shorn, it was on a Monday morn, 
And the barber who performed the ancient trick 
Was a champion, he said, and well, faith! he’d eat his head, 


If he couldn’t settle Mister Teddy Wick. 


First he bound me with a rope, then he covered me with soap, 


And talked, as talk a barber always can, 


About Russia’s naughty ways, about politics and plays, 


As the razor o’er my face he lightly ran. 


Then he talked about Lord Hartie, he talked about Clancarty, 


and another ancient party 
Whom he called the People’s Will ; 


Of Blaine, and Caine, and Chamberlain, 


I think he’s talking still. 


Now, he told me that Balfour was secured in Tullamore, 
And that he would not wear the prison clo’s ; 

And that Conybeare did Pyne in a tower on the Rhine, 
It was “ E(h)rin on the Rhine,” you may suppose ; 

That Sir George would have a try to prove an alibi, 
Or Lord Durham would knock under, was a myth ; 

And that Speaker Arthur Peel most uncomf’table did feel, 


For Sullivan had challenged Mister Smith. 


For he talked about Lord Hartie, &c. 


He remarked, ’twas sad to think that a man should take to drink, 
But he'd heard that Lawson suffered from D.T1.s ; 

Poor Sir Wilfrid—I might laugh—he who sold the 7elegraph, 

He had seen it in the papers, if you please ; 
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He admitted Mister blunt had offered an affront, 
Though he didn’t like on Erin’s wrongs to harp— 
Still, you couldn’t well expect, if you wished to be correct, 
The Blunt to suddenly become the Sharp. 
Then he talked about Lord Hartie, &ce. 


Then he wanted to explain that Joseph Chamberlain 
Was a recognised authority on fish ; 

He'd been told it, he was sure, that Joe was an epicure, 
And Irish stew it was his fav’rite dish. 

Then he almost made me swear when he said that, in the Square 
With a smile of satisfaction on his face— 

Twas the talk of all the town, they had pulled Lord Nelson down, 


And stuck up Warren in the vacant place. 
His mind it seemed so hazy, it nearly drove me crazy, Then he talked about Lord Hartie, 


For with expeditious 


"Twas anything but fun to have seen me when ‘twas done, 
My features one by one had disappeared : 
shears he'd lopped off both my ears, 
And my chin had followed close upon my beard. 
Now I loathe the artful tricks that we all call politics, 
The reason you will easily suppose ; 
For around the world | roam, and with vengeance vainly foam, 
With a piece of sticking plaster for a nose. 
For he talked about Lord Hartie, &c. 








right through, and gnav 








after having done so. 





Rosalind, proud of her Under- 


BEING giddy Leap Year, of course it is the fashion for lalies to take 
gentlemen down to supper at dances; but that's no reason why they 
should sneak all the tid-bites 
play at being men, it is only fair that they should carry the game 
vy the tonch legs of aged fowls. 


When ladies 











cee 5 


ae “ . 
ee aus 
——- = = 


-. 
ae ake mame 


ae a 


ee 






= eae 














RS Ue at My woe 
-* a * 


See 









merce: 





To econ, co 
re ae, ERR 


— 


































































wd mS. D 













































— 


Bi eo ~~ i é Mid 
ee — Petr ome pa ge - . — a 
andi . SE SS ee 
< ee ee ae eb ey grid, era ae a ae 


Se et ans 


A A a le AR la 


ee 





~ 
~ 


EIRENE a 5 IN. ere ere, 





wee et te 









FEBRUARY 29, 1888. 











~— 








~ t> 


- 


< 











BRIGHTONIANA 


She.—“* THis Crtspe, SALT BREEZE 18 VERY 
THINK? 


He.—* Yes. I CAN DO ANY AMOUNT OF BEERS AFTER IT.” 
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INVIGORATING, 


DOTS BY THE WAY. 


HOW HEAVILY THE SNOW COMES DOWN. 


How heavily the snow comes down, 
Shrouding the fields with wintry pall ; 
Over the moor and in the town, 
How heavily the snow-flakes fall. 
The rippling brook no longer sings, 
All ice-bound is its silvery way ; 
For still the bitter snow-blast brings 
A requiem to the dying day. 


But what of moor or bleak hill-side, 
Or frozen brook or drift-bound door ; 
Or meadow stretching far and wide, 
Or snow-storm drifting on the shore, 
When weighed against the pinching pain, 
And hunger of the homeless poor, 
Which snow-clad winter, in its train, 
Doth ever bring, so dark and dour? 





We cry with lusty voice, and loud, 

To those who are in charge to-day, 
To send a sturdy, able crowd 

To cleanse the snow from off the way. 
But do we cry with equal voice, 

And quick, with open hand to show, 
That we will make the poor rejoice, 

And give them shelter from the snow - 


liave we, with ever ready hand, 
When loud the hungry cry for food— 
Ilave we been of the kindly band 
That ’gainst the bleak wind shelt’ring stood? 
The thinly-clad, the cupboard bare ; 
The garret with an empty grate ; 
The children, crouching, shivering there, 
None warding off their cruel fate. 


Come, brothers, sisters, let us see 

How we can help the poorly clad ; 
While snow-flakes fall so heavily, 

Come, strive to make the suffering glad. 
!'o clothe the naked, feed the poor, 

‘l'o shelter now the waif and stray ; 
While cleansing snow-drift from the door, 
| Come, help the tottering on their way. 


It is stated that a metropolitan firm has just re- 
ceived an order from the Russian Government for 
a fleet of balloons for war purposes. No wonder the 
air is full of rumours of war. 


DON'T YOU 

















SOMETHING IN SPORT. 


Now, I wonder what anybody wants te bother himself about racing 
for. I never did in my life. I never even saw the Derby, and what's 
more, | like to make a boast of it. I’ve been to Epsom Downs 
though. I wasthere the other day, and the wind was blowing, and | 
got shoesful of mud from walking across the course with that idiot 
Jones. “ How sad it is,” said Jones—the idiot !—* to see the place all 
in solitude. Think of how gay and bright it looked on the famous 
day.” He cut his boot with a bit of glass bottle as he said this, and 
began to swear. I like to hear Jones swear ; it’s about the only time 
the beggar’s natural. 

“I'm glad to see the solitude, and all the rest of it,” I said. “ What 
lo / care about two to one bar one, and all the rest of it?"’ And quite 
right, too. You should go down Fleet Street and see the idiots 
standing squinting up at the newspaper shop windows with the 
names of the winners in’em. It's quite a pleasure to know how often 
the fools get their pockets picked. I saw an office-boy lose his purse. 
The little half-starved wretch nearly cried. I daresay he had been 
shoving his hand into the petty cash. 

And the French, too, are as big fools as we are, what with their 
Priaz and their Sport, and all the rest of it. Why can't they stick to 
their snail eating, and sugar-and-water drinking, and dominoes, and 
that sort of thing, without trying toimitate us? I remember, years 
ago, when people said they did enjoy a race. And what was that, I 
should like to know? Going down the road in some wretched trap 





or the other, and eating stale lobster salad and drinking sweet 
champagne. It's only getting drunk by road instead of sitting down 
jand soaking. That's what going to races is. And what's there ina 
horse that's so particularly lovely to look at, that people go raving 
about it’? I hate horses, and alw ays did. I once to -k riding lessons, 





and the master at the barracks slammed the gates and sent me over 
the brute’s head. If they had sold that particular horse for £10, I 
would have paid the money gladly, if only to have sent it to the 
knacker’s. All the use in horses is that they can provide the cats 
with food. Whenever I go into a young fellow’s rooms and see 
coloured chromos of horses and Derbys, and all the rest of it stuck 
up on his walls, I always know he’s going to the bad. What do the 
aristocracy want with racing at all, I should like to know? Why do 
they want to get mixing themselves up with cade in sealskin jackets 
and diamond rings, and all that sort of thing? The whole thing’s 
utter bosh, and ought to be stopped as soon as possible. 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 


A Useful Article. 

THE sight of poor old Nat Peckt (we always call him N. Peckt) is 
now getting rather dim, and as he and Poltwattle were getting out at 
a station the other day, the advertisement of a new dining table 
adjunct in all its gaudy beauty revealed itself to them. Peckt could 
net read it for himself, so said, “ Peter, old fellow, what's all that 
about?” Poltwattle read “ No home complete without it ; no more 
strugglings with the joint.” 

“That's good,” said Nat, and Polt. went on, “ Nomore spoiled clothes ; 
no more nervous Carvers ; no more greased tablecloths ; no more dis- 
figured poultry ; no more scoldings from the wife——” 

“Get me one, old man,” said Nat, “ I'll have one if it costs me fifty 
pounds. That /ast quality does it!" 





GEOGRAPHICAL AND RAILWAY NEWS.—The Box Tunne! is not on 
the Grand Trunk Railway. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





SAFETY FOR BRITAIN. 


IRST REVERING Tax- 
F PAYER. Just look at ’em! 
Aren't they absorbed in 
their work! What won- 
derful heads they must 
have, to be sure, to look 
so busy and important as 
that. Who are they? 

SECOND R. T. Who are 
they, sir? They are the 
officials upon whose capa- 
city, intelligence, and 
energy depends the first 
and principal line of Bri- 
tain’s defence, sir. They 
are the Admiralty, sir. 
They are engaged upon a 
task with which no ordi- 
nary set of men could 
grapple. Don’t you see 
the amount of pens, ink, and paper they are using up? 

’, R. T. I do—I can’t very well help it. It’s piled all around in 
vast bales, overtopping the public buildings, shutting out the view of 
the surrounding landscapes, and rearing aloft like a wall until only a 
tiny glimpse of lead colour—my native sky—is discernible overhead. 
[ observe, too, that stalwart porters are continually bearing away 
more bales of paper closely covered with figures—figures—figures— 

| calculations extending to billions of billions, and rule of three sums 

| extending over many square miles. 

| §. R. T. Exactly. It is a work of inconceivable importance to this 

‘our native land. They are calculating, sir, how many war vessels 
: | will le required to protect our vast shipping interests in the event of 
awar. Listen! 

(First ADMIRALTY OFFICIAL. From England to Australia by the 
Suez Canal trade-route is 135,471 miles, 3 leagues, 7°45142 rods, poles, 
or perches. Calculating two cruisers of the first-class to every 
3,001,152 square kilometres, to protect the commerce on this route 
would require 

SECOND A. O. The route round the Horn from Liverpool to Con- 
stantinople is 90,000,133} square miles, requiring for its protection, at 
the rate of 13 ironclad rowing-boats of the second class, exactly-—— 

THirp A. O. The route round the Hope from Hull to Milford 
Haven—— | 

’. R. T. It is, indeed, wonderful and awe-inspiring to listen to 
them. It quite makes one’s head swim! It is quite certain that. 
with such protectors as these, the taxpayer may forget the existence 
of inimical powers, and sit with easy and reassured mind in his 
counting-house or his homely hearth. I will proceed to do so. Hullo! 
What's that strange noise? 

S. R. T. Oh! it’s one of our three available war ships going to the 
bottom. It appears that she had got rather rotten, and suddenly 
filled. 

I’. . T. No matter. 














With these officials to defend our land we 
can afford to forget it. Hullo!—what’s that? Dear me!—it’s the 
second of our three ships blown up. Boilers were in a bad state. 
Never mind—we’ve one left; and as soon as the Admiralty sages 
| have completed the calcu- 
lations 

8. R. T. Hullo! Look 
here—I see in the paper 
that there’s a difficulty 
between Great Britainand 
France, and that it is 
urgently necessary to get 
all our available ships in 
readiness. Ha!—there’s 
a messenger going in to 
tell the Admiralty offi- 
cials. Let's hear what 
they say; no doubt they 
will be quite equal to the 
occasion. 

[First A. O. Eh? 
What? Messenger? I 
really can’t attend to him 
now : tell him tosit down. 

. Let me see. If the 
trade route by the Pacific is 10,009 miles, 6 pounds, 2 penny weights, 
then. allowing one captain's gig for every 12 quarts, we have 4310°58 
cubic inches, less 2°96} 


























S. A. O. What? Don't bother me with messengers. Then, if we 
multiply the trade route by the Horn by the number of buttons on 
the powder-monkeys’ uniforms, we arrive at 

DOORKEEPER. Look here, Mr. Messenger, their lordships really 
haven't time to attend to this business now; but if you call again 
when the calculations are completed—— 

MESSENGER. Hum !—well, perhaps the best thing I can do is to go 
and tell the French Government about the awful calculations. That 
can't fail to frighten them. * . bd " 

THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. Oh, please stop! We won't go to 
war with Great Britain just yet. You can depend on our generosity 
to wait until the calculations are worked out. It’s all right. We 
wouldn't think of taking a mean advantage. (The French Govern- 
ment waits a few years. Then :—) 

SPECIAL BRITISH AMBASSADOR TO Paris (to F. G.) Ahem! | 
beg to inform you that the calculations of the British Admiralty are 
now completed. They find that they will require 342-5 square miles, 
7 pounds, 34 gilis of first-class armour-clads, 449°513 gallons, 1 rood, 
49 inches of second-class belted cruisers, 7,000 yards, 2 foot-tons, 17 
shillings, and 9 pence of hundred-ton Nordenfeldts, and— 

F.Gov. Stop! We give in at once in presence of these vast 
figures. Please convey our submission to Her Majesty. 





eres 























LINES FROM THE POETS. 


“OH! THAT THE DESERT (DESSERT) WERE MY DWELLING 
PLACE, WITH ONE FAIR SPIRIT FOR MY MINISTER.” —Pyron, 


Noblesse Oblige—in Practico. 
[Apropos of some striking examples afforded by police-court reports in the dail) 
presa.] 





I po whate’er I can to earn 
A blackguard’s reputation ; 

But if I’m called “a blackguard,” burn 
With virtuous indignation : 

In acting thus, I boldly say, 

I simply social rules obey. 





A MONUMENT has been erected to a deceased inebriate in Atchison, 
Kansas. The obelisk is constructed of red granite, and bronze snakes 
are fixed gracefully round it. The inscription on the pedestal informs 
the passer-by that the deeply-lamented departed died of delirium 
tremens. The defunct was a nice cheerful person in the bars he fre- 
quented, and usually informed strangers that he was a laughing 
hyena that thirsted for human gore, and invariably ate raw porcu- 
pines for =. ; yet there were a few crotchety folk about who did 
not thoroughly appreciate his social and agreeable habits. 


ee 


TH18 is a hard-working month. Poor February! I’m always sorry 


for it. It will not get a day off till next year! 
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BRIGHTONIANA 





THINK? 
He.—* Yes. 1 CAN DO ANY AMOUNT OF BEERS AFTER IT.” 





She.—“ Tuis Crise, SALT BREEZE IS VERY INVIGORATING, 


| DOTS BY THE WAY. 


HOW HEAVILY THE SNOW COMES DOWN. 


How heavily the snow comes down, 
Shrouding the fields with wintry pall ; 
Over the moor and in the town, 
How heavily the snow-flakes fall. 
The rippling brook no longer sings, 
All ice-bound is its silvery way ; 
For still the bitter snow-blast brings 
A requiem to the dying day. 


But what of moor or bleak hill-side, 
Or frozen brook or drift-bound door ; 
Or meadow stretching far and wide, 
Or snow-storm drifting on the shore, 
When weighed against the pinching pain, 
And hunger of the homeless poor, 
Which snow-clad winter, in its train, 
Doth ever bring, so dark and dour? 





We cry with lusty voice, and loud, 

To those who are in charge to-day, 
To send a sturdy, able crowd 

To cleanse the snow from off the way. 
But do we cry with equal voice, 

And quick, with open hand to show, 
That we will make the poor rejoice, 

And give them shelter from the snow ’ 


Have we, with ever ready hand, 
When loud the hungry cry for food— 
Ilave we been of the kindly band 
That ’gainst the bleak wind shelt’ring stood? 
The thinly-clad, the cupboard bare ; 
The garret with an empty grate ; 
The children, crouching, shivering there, 
None warding off their cruel fate. 


Come, brothers, sisters, let us see 

How we can help the poorly clad ; 
While snow-flakes fall so heavily, 

Come, strive to make the suffering glad. 
Yo clothe the naked, feed the poor, 

To shelter now the waif and stray ; 
While cleansing snow-drift from the door, 
| Come, help the tottering on their way. 


It is stated that a metropolitan firm has just re- 
ceived an order from the Russian Government for 
a fleet of balloons for war purposes. No wonder the 
air is full of rumours of war. 


DON'T YOU 











SOMETHING IN SPORT. 


Now, I wonder what anybody wants to bother himself about racing 
for. Ineverdid in my life. I never even saw the Derby, and what's 
more, | like to make a boast of it. I’ve been to Epsom Downs 
though. | wasthere the other day, and the wind was blowing, and | 
got shoesful of mud from walking across the course with that idiot 
Jones. “ Ilow sad it is,” said Jones—the idiot !—* to see the place all 
}in solitude, Think of how gay and bright it looked on the famous 
day.” He cut his boot with a bit of glass bottle as he said this, and 
began to swear. I like to hear Jones swear ; it’s about the only time 
| the beggar’s natural. 
| “]'m glad to see the solitude, and all the rest of it,” I said. “ What 
| do / care about two to one bar one, and all the rest of it?” And quite 

right, too. You should go down Fleet Street and see the idiots 
standing squinting up at the newspaper shop windows with the 
names of the winners in'em. It's quite a pleasure to know how often 
the fools get their pockets picked. 1 saw an office-boy lose his purse. 
The little half-starved wretch nearly cried. I daresay he had been 
shoving his hand into the petty cash. 

And the French, too, are as big fools as we are, what with their 
Prix and their Sport, and all the rest of it. Why can't they stick to 
their snail eating, and sugar-and-water drinking, and dominoes, and 
that sort of thing, without trying toimitate us? I remember, years 
ago, when people said they did enjoy a race. And what was that, I 





or the other, and eating stale lobster salad and drinking sweet 
champagne, It's only getting drunk by road instead of sitting down 
and soaking. That's what going to races is. And what's there ina 
horse that’s so particularly lovely to look at, that people go raving 
about it? I hate horses, and always did. I once tock riding lessons, 








and the master at the barracks slammed the gates and sent me over 
the brute’s head. If they had sold that particular horse for £10, I 
would have paid the money gladly, if only to have sent it to the 
knacker’s. All the use in horses is that they can provide the cats 
with food. Whenever I go into a young fellow’s rooms and see 


| coloured chromos of horses and Derbys, and all the rest of it stuck 


up on his walls, I always know he’s going to the bad. What do the 
aristocracy want with racing at all, I should like to know? Why do 
they want to get mixing themselves up with cads in sealskin jackets 
and diamond rings, and all that sort of thing? The whole thing’s 
utter bosh, and ought to be stopped as soon as possible. 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 


A Useful Article. 

THE sight of poor old Nat Peckt (we always call him N. Peckt) is 
now getting rather dim, and as he and Poltwattle were getting out at 
a station the other day, the advertisement of a new dining table 
adjunct in all its gaudy beauty revealed itself to them. Peckt could 
not read it for himself, so said, * Peter, old fellow, what's all that 
about?” Poltwattle read “No home complete without it ; no more 
strugglings with the joint.” 

“That's good,” said Nat, and Polt. went on, * Nomore spoiled clothes ; 


| NO more nervous carvers ; no more greased tablecloths ; no more dis- 


should like to know? Going down the road in some wretched trap | 


9 





figured poultry ; no more scoldings from the wife 
“Get me one, old man,” said Nat, “ I'll have one if it costs me fifty 
pounds. That /ast quality does it!” 





GEOGRAPHICAL AND RAILWAY NEWS,—The Box Tunne! is not on 
the Grand Trunk Railway. 

















tra 
the 
cul 














FEBRUARY 29, 1888, HH UN : 89 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


SAFETY FOR BRITAIN. 


eer IRST REVERING Tax- 
Qi I4l% s F PAYER. Just look at em! 
L.0 z Aren't they absorbed in 
their work! What won- 
derful heads they must 
have, to be sure, to look 
so busy and important as 
that. Who are they? 
SECOND R. T. Who are 
they, sir? They are the 
officials upon whose capa- 
city, intelligence, and 
energy depends the first 
and principal line of Bri- 
tain’s defence, sir. They 
are the Admiralty, sir. 

They are engaged upon a 

task with which no ordi- 

nary set of men could 
grapple. Don’t you see 
the amount of pens, ink, and paper they are using up? 

’, R. T. I do—I can’t very well help it. It’s piled all around in 
vast bales, overtopping the public buildings, shutting out the view of 
the surrounding landscapes, and rearing aloft like a wall until only a 
tiny glimpse of lead colour—my native sky—is disccrnible overhead. 
[ observe, too, that stalwart porters are continually bearing away 
more bales of paper closely covered with figures—figures—figures— 
calculations extending to billions of billions, and rule of three sums 
| extending over many square miles. 














S. R. T. Exactly. It is a work of inconceivable importance to this 
our native land. They are calculating, sir, how many war vessels 
will |e required to protect our vast shipping interests in the event of 
awar. Listen! 

[First ADMIRALTY OFFICIAL. From England to Australia by the 
Suez Canal trade-route is 135,471 miles, 3 leagues, 7°45142 rods, poles, 
or perches. Calculating two cruisers of the first-class to every 
3,001,152 square kilometres, to protect the commerce on this route 
would require 

SEcoND A. O. The route round the Horn from Liverpool to Con- 
stantinople is 90,000,133} square miles, requiring for its protection, at 
the rate of 13 ironclad rowing-boats of the second class, exactly-—— 

THirp A. O. The route round the Hope from Hull to Milford 
Haven 

Ff. R. T. It is, indeed, wonderful and awe-inspiring to listen to 
them. It quite makes one’s head swim! It is quite certain that, 
with such protectors as these, the taxpayer may forget the existence 
of inimical powers, and sit with easy and reassured mind in his 
counting-house or his homely hearth. I will proceed to do so. Hullo! 
What's that strange noise? 

S. R. T. Oh! it’s one of our three available war ships going to the 
bottom. It appears that she had got rather rotten, and suddenly 
filled. 

F. R. T. No matter. With these officials to defend our land we 
can afford to forget it. Hullo!—what’s that? Dear me!—it’s the 
second of our three ships blown up. Boilers were in a bad state. 
Never mind—we’ve one left; and as soon as the Admiralty sages 
have completed the calcu- 
lations—— 

8. R. T. Hullo! Look 
here—I see in the paper 
that there’s a difficulty 
between Great Britain and 
France, and that it is 
urgently necessary to get 
all our available ships in 
readiness. Ha!—there’s 
@ messenger going in to 
“7; tell the Admiralty offi- 

“i cials. Let’s hear what 
wy they say; no doubt they 
57, will be quite equal to the 
occasion. 

[First A. 0. Eh? 
What? Messenger? I 
really can’t attend to him 
now : tell him tosit down. 
. « - Let me see. If the 
trade route by the Pacific is 10,009 miles, 6 pounds, 2 pennyweights, 
then, allowing one captain's gig for every 12 quarts, we have 4310°58 
cubic inches, less 2°96 3 —— 























S. A. O. What? Don’t bother me with messengers. Then, if we 
multiply the trade route by the Horn by the number of buttons on 
the powder-monkeys’ uniforms, we arrive at—— 

DOORKEEPER. Look here, Mr. Messenger, their lordships really 
haven't time to attend to this business now ; but if you call again 
when the calculations are completed — ane 

MESSENGER. Hum !—well, perhaps the best thing I can do is to go 
and tell the French Government about the awful calculations. That 
can't fail to frighten them. . > . e 

THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. Oh, please stop! We won't go to 
war with Great Britain just yet. You can depend on our generosity 
to wait until the calculations are worked out. It’s all right. We 
wouldn’t think of taking a mean advantage. (The French Govern- 
ment waits a few years, Then:—) 

SPECIAL BRITISH AMBASSADOR TO PARIS (to F. G.) Ahem! | 
beg to inform you that the calculations of the British Admiralty are 
now completed. They find that they will require 342°5 square miles, 
7 pounds, 34 gills of first-class armour-clads, 449°513 gallons, 1 rood, 
49 inches of second-class belted cruisers, 7,000 yards, 2 foot-tons, 17 
shillings, and 9 pence of hundred-ton Nordenfeldts, and— _  - 

F.Gov. Stop! We give in at once in presence of these vast 
figures. Please convey our submission to Her Majesty. 











——-- - - 














LINES FROM THE POETS. 


“OH! THAT THE DESERT (DESSERT) WERE MY DWELLING 
PLACE, WITH ONE FAIR SPIRIT FOR MY MINISTER.” —DByron, 





Noblesse Oblige—in Practico. 


[Apropos of some striking examples afforded by police-court reports in the daily | 
press.) 
I po whate’er I can to earn 


A blackguard’s reputation ; 

But if I’m called “a blackguard,” burn 
With virtuous indignation : 

In acting thus, I boldly say, 

I simply social rules obey. 





A MONUMENT has been erected to a deceased inebriate in Atchison, 
Kansas. The obelisk is constructed of red granite, and bronze snakes 
are fixed gracefully round it. The inscription on the pedestal informs 
the passer-by that the deeply-lamented departed of delirium 
tremens. The defunct was a nice cheerful person in the bars he fre- 
quented, and usually informed strangers that he was a laughing 
hyena that thirsted for human gore, and invariably ate raw porcu- 
pines for supper; yet there were a few crotchety folk about who did 
not thorousdllly appreciate his social and agreeable habits. 





THs is a hard-working month. Poor February! I’m always sorry 
for it. It will not get a day off till next year! 
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THE CONSUMER SAFE AT LAST! 





(“By the Merchandise Marks Act inferior foreign goods can no longer be palmed off as of British make, as every package cf such goods bearing a Eritish trade- 


mark will have to be marked * Made in Germany, 





"and so forth.” 
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wade of German shoddy.” The purveyor sniggered—rejoicing, no doubt, 





That coat came home, and the wary Consumer examined it all over: No—there was no legend “ Made in Germany” across the back or elsewhere. He had 


recured a pure British fabric at lagt! ® © © Buta queer thing. happened. 
that garment evinced the mort remarkable agitation: it cockled right up in a paroxysm of emotion, and never recovered. 








Then the outraged Consumer went and complained to the Legislative Authority that had framed that Act. 
Phen he led the Consumer down trap-doors, and through 
sible vault in some dock or other—and there was the case in whic! 


the L. A. 


buying,” remarked the L. A. 





jouses, and into holds, and along dark passages, unt) 


at had landed, marked in pl in figures. 


The moment that coat came near a German dictionary in the Consumer's study, 
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THE PROFESSION OF OUR ENLIGHTENED CIVILIZED AGE. 








Well —ayes- we have seve 


vacances — for Germans. 


English need apply. 
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“ Parewell,” he cried, and went to seek his But he didn’t get it all at ones 


» His education availed And there was no room for him in the Manual! 


fortune in the capital. him not. Nota clerkship could be had, Labour Department. 
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So he took to pugilism, and was escorted by He netted £50 a night for exhibiting himself in And now he is married and keeps his carriage. 


eheering mobs when he walked the streeta. 


evening dress and boxing costume, 














A Change of No Change. 


[Mre. F. Fenwick Miller,in an article, entitled,“ Why Should Woman Change 
Her Name at Marriage ?" says :—* 1 an convinced, in short, that in the course of a 
generation or two the action of which Mrs. Lucy Stone, in America, and I, in 
England, have been the pioneers, will become gencral. Women will no more 


| necessarily resign their names in wedlock than men do, It may not be generally 


known that there is no legal obligation on a woman to wear her husband's name.”) | 
WE live in an era of small agitations, 
Agitations of every size and sort ; 
Some are run for advertisements, some for sensations, 
Some for business, some for sport. 
Some agitations won't bear inspection, 
While others disclose certain artful games ; 
Now, the latest affair, in this connection, 
Is that ladies ought never to change their names. 


Mrs. Fenwick Miller, when last she marricd, 
Selected a somebody surnamed Ford ; 

She holding this view (and her point she carrie: ), 
Hopes wives will support her with one accord. 
If this should obtain when you pop the question— 

The question that’s prompted by Cupid's flame— 
Of her “ changing her name" make no suggestion, 
Lest your lady-love sticks to her maiden name. 


If the sex should of Mrs. F, M. be heeders, 
And adopt the new plan which appears so strange, 
It will probably come to pass, dear readers, 
That we men, when wedding, our names must change ! 
Then on gentlemen's cards will, mayhap, be printed, 
Say, “ Mr. Jane Brown, xé Robinson (James) 
Yea, this arrangement is clearly hinted, 
In the notion that girls shouldn't change their names 








But while the change (when it comes), is growing, 
Some strange complication, methinks, will arise— 
Unless a “ Miss” wife is her “lines” always showing. 
Won't “ propriety” view her with doubtful eyes ? 
The announcement “ Miss Jones (wife of Smith, Piccadilly }— 
Of a son,” or “a daughter,” will startle some dames 
In fact, Mrs. Fenwick-Ford- Miller, ’tis silly, 
Your notion that brides shouldn’t change their names. 








On Burglars and Burgling. 


BURGLARY is, in its highest development, a fine art. Although 


a fine art, it is encouraged and fostered by penal servitude without | 


the option of a fine. Housebreaking may be either by single or double 
entry and whether an entrance be made by the first, second, or third 
floor, the burglar’s proceedings are invariably system-attic. Unlike a 
theatrical manager he is partial to empty houses,and has a strong 
distaste for notice in the press. He is never without his jemmy, he is 
not such a sheep's head, and uses skeleton keys without making any 
bones about it. He will take gold, silver, jewellery, and plate, but he 
despises electro goods and nickel—he knows better, the result of his 
take-nickel education. 

Burglaries are coruscating around just now with some activity, the 
finest specimen cropping up recently at Taplow Court. This was very 
fine and large, though, as yet, there has been no fine, and its authors 
are still at large, being still unknown to fame. They are causing the 
police a lot of apprehension. The latter are desirous of returning the 
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compliment and say they have a clue, but, considering the locality, | 


it should be a Clewer. We hope the curtain will ring down on the 
principal characters in this drama with an impressive—TAPLEAU ! 
CAUGHT !! 
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In the Serpent's Toils. 





‘and a jewelled serpent for her hair, and one as a bracelet.} 


i 
| No trimming was there, not a morsel of lace, 
As away to the ball-room she hastened ; 
Not a soupgon of beads on her dress found a place, 
Not a ribbon or braid there was fastened. 
| Simple and plain was the dress that she wore, 
For the commonplace fashion—she scorned it : 
She knew she should be the beau monde's cynosure 
In that dress, if no finery adorned it. 


But something must be there to make an effect, 
Since la mode was not quite to her liking ; 

Though what she should choose but little she recked, 
If it only was sure to be striking. 


A grand inspiration then seized on her mind : 
A snake round her waist should be twisted, 

A serpent to match on her hair should be twined, 
And with one she'd be armed, or bewristed. 


She swept in the salon with firm certain tread, 
| And smiled with complete exultation ; 
She knew every youth would at once lose his head, 
And the belles be in great consternation. 


Dear daughters of Eve, ’tis the old theme again— 
By a snake your first mother was tempted ; 
And the Flora McFlimseys to-day it is plain 
Are not from his coils vet exempted. 





An Ill-timed Jest. 


A CORRESPONDENT, who might, at least, have held over his joke 
util the summer, writes to complain of the lack of ventilation 
which he experiences at certain theatres. “At some of the larger 
ones,” he says, “no relief from the heat is perceptible even if one 
strolls during an entr’acte into the smoking lounge. It is simply a 
case of out of the frying-pan into the foyer.” 











| WaANTED—A CHANGE OF NAME.—Cardinal Newman celebrated 


| his eighty-seventh birthday on the 2Ist of this month. It really does 
‘seem high time that the very venerable “John Henry” should now 
'and henceforth be known as Cardinal Oldman. 


' 
| 





| AT Birmingham a young man of the name of List has been com- 
mitted for trial on a charge of passing several gilded Jubilee sixpences 
as half-sovereigns. May we quote “List! List! oh, List!” 
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SIMILAR NAMES AND HIRED BROUGHAMS. 


Fellow at the gate says ‘All the 
Somebody must have 


Jones.—* Here’s a nuisance ! 
carriages by the name of Jones are gone.’ 
collared ours!” 

| Vrx. Jones.—* Well, my dear. if there is a Smith one left, we 
; must take that.” 


[A society paper states that a fashionable lady has had a dress made perfectly 
devoid of trimming, with the exception of an artificial snake coiled round her. 


as 





KNICKENAOCKS. 


LORD MONTY WELSHERTON and Sir William Moucher took cau ly 
apartments down at Kastbourne. “ Do you think the people are 
awfully dishonest, William?” asked 
Monty, one morning, with a cynical 
chuckle. “1 merely inquire because I've 
noticed how carefully you lock those 
swagger trunks you obtained on tick.” 
“ Dishonest, dear boy?” laughed William. 
“Certainly not. 1 like both the land- 
lord and landlady immensely. Look how 
they've trusted us. It is really out of 
consideration for their feelings that I 
keep those trunks locked so carefully, for 
they contain bricks, don't you know. 
Um—what shall we tell the worthy folk 
to get us for lunch, sonny?” 


“THE Vestry oughtsh t’ be proshe- 
cuted, consthable,” remarked Juniper, 
as he embraced a member of the force 
rather suddenly. “Why, sir?” said 
Robert. ““Why?" exclaimed Juniper, 
Because they've had the lampsh-posts stuck 
That’s why. Shall 
write to the 7imesh to-morrow. Ta-ta, bobby ; wear flannel nextsh 
your skin, and trusth in providensh.” 





indignantly. 


“Why? 
up such a doosh of a distansh off each other. 


“ WILL this stuff wear well, Snipkins?”™ said Latitat, the eminent 
lawyer, to his tailor. “Certainly, sir. When made up I'll guarantee 
it to last nearly as long as a Chancery suit,” answered Snipkins, slily. 
Latitat smiled grimly, and gave an order forthwith for two suits. 


HE was a cherubical young married man, and on hearing suspicious 
sort of noises he wandered down in the dead of night to shoot bur- 
glars, but no burglars were handy, and while he scooted round the 
lower premises of his house, a strange dog that was tied up to the 
kitchen dresser made wild grabs at his toes. He evaded that bow- 
wow and retired back to roost. Next morning he interviewed a fine 
old crusted domestic who had been in his wife's family for years, and 
he remarked rather sternly, “* You have a strange dog in the kitchen, 
Dorcas, and that animal must be got ridof.” “ Lawks ha’ mussy, sir,” 
replied Dorcas, “ what air you a-thinkin’ of? The hanimale’s on’y a 
poor stray, and the use and saving he is in a-cleaning up the plates 
and dishes nobody wouldn't believe !—Why, the dorg puts a reg'lar 
polish on ’em. Don’t be so ‘arsh, sir.” 


AN action for breach of promise of marriage was brought lately by 
a buxom widow of uncertain age, against a sad-faced widower. The 
plaintiff stated nervously that she had tried to keep the reckless de- 
fendant sober by teaching him all sorts of innocent amusements, 
Then she blushed and blushed again as the judge asked her what 
games she taught him; and she warbled, “ Roulette, whist, cribbage, 
Nap, hetcetera.” 


A SWELL-MOBSMAN who relieved a lady of her purse the other 
day left a diamond ring in her pocket. It had slipped off his finger 
while he was manipulating. The purse contained two shillings—the 
ring has been valued at £30. Of course the thief is dubbed a dear duck 
of a pickpocket by the present proprietress of the sparkling gem, and 
she prays regularly night and morning that he may never be trapped 
by * tecs.” i s 

ALDERMAN GOBBLESMITH had just finished a delightful téte-a-téte 
dinner with his wife when he exclaimed testily, “ I’ve lost the third 
button off my waistcoat, dear, I wonder where it can have gone?” 
“Beg your pardon, Halderman,” interrupted the butler, “it flewed 
horf with a reg’lar pop just as you were a-takin’ the last mouthful of 
Rockyfurt cheese, sir.” 


THE Cardiff police pretend that they have nearly stopped illicit 
drinking in the locality under their charge, simply because they have 
suppressed a number of bogus clubs, Out on such humbug as this! 
The whole system of raiding is a farce. A hubbub is made, fines are 
inflicted, and paid; and the merry delinquents start business and 
boozing actively as before, in greener pastures. 





It is reported that an unusually large shoal of wealthy Americans 
contemplate ramping round London during the spring and summer, 
and a number of rich little Yankee daisies are likely to buy needy 
British aristocrats as small items in their matrimonial outfits, This 
should be tidings of comfort and jov to some of our stone-broke 
boys of the Vere de Vere caste. 
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A WARNING TO LADIES TO LOOK BEFORE THEY “LEAP.” 

















A LEAP-YEAR LOVE. 
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The stalwart loafer replied by crushing in ¢ mendicants hat. | short note, saving, “R ssa jovous Bacchana 

“What a shame,” cried several people who had collected ind. | Street Station. Come and b ie out. (Signed) BoskOBEL, Poet 

“what a wicked. cruel shame to treat a poor feet nd man so! ar Lhe bt Sent tout on to the rector of Boskobel’s peal shy! 

‘Leave him to me,” warbled the “ sightless ” one, and having gingerl) No. 20 (245 a.M.).—Bang! dump! crash! bang! rat-a-tat-tat 
‘moved a green shade from his forehead, this “' begvar squared l mo not on its ogves. Inside mv humble dwelling a 

up to the S. L., and, in about two minutes, kno Ll him into tputty it ‘ ‘ gyned supreme Al hat Was found at early 

We found out afterwards that the mendicant was a <- mem ts fio ea ppist babiy Want ' 
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ANOTHER DOG GIVEN A GOOD CHARACTER. 


, 








+ 0 ee 


London Visitor (affably).—"* NICK BULLDOG YOU'VE GOT HERE, GEORGE!’ 
Slableman.—* YOU BB ROIGHT, SIR, NOICEST DoRG AS EVER WUR WARRANTED TO KILL ANYTHING, FROM A HIELEPHANT To 


A Mousr. Hts “BART'S IN THE PROPER PLACE, IT IS. LOR’ BLESS YER, THERE'S “ARDLY A WEEK AS PASSES BUT WORT HE 
HEV A GOOD TIDY MOSSEL OUT OF BOME ‘UN'S LEG. HE HEV TRIED THE (ALVES OF ALL ON US, FROM THB BISHOP HISSELF 
DOWN TO THE PAGE-BOoYS. I THINK HE'S TOOK QUITE A FANCY TO YOU, SIR!’ 

L. b., and a friend who is with him, beat a cautious retreat. N.B isa matter of fact, the dog who looks so fierce is ahout as 
mild and ino flensive as a pet lamb. Greorqe didwt want «they Cockne ys a-potterin’ ahout in the stable. 


’ 








The Salisbury Dress-Improver. 
(KER CARTOON.) 
MonGetr the many hapless ladies that one 
knows, culture, 
lew are pitied more than poor Miss Agr- 
jn whose vilis, 1018 common to suppose, 
Very bad times have been preying like a 
vulture, 
So the Government have hit upon a plan 
Which is——-moulded in a style of foreign 
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As to looks—they now assure her on that head 


lo give the wearer all the ease it i! 
And they eall i! Inve! i Depart- That the article will suit her to perfection. 
—s Poor Miss A. has |] itherto displayed such pluek 
Of course it vet ren In many a hard-fought, though disastrous, 
W hethe t! | i - tussle 
Session That one heartily must wish her bert: ‘} 
Pru ey l I \ i t Can, With her patent “Salisbury” dyress-im- 
Phat t @ i thy awa vi . ‘ proving bustle. 


\nd whatever may by anyone be said, A Happy RELEASE—Messrs. (iraiiam ni 


Ona closer and more critical nspection, Urns. 





Cadbury 
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CPRWARE )F (MTItar:On As bad makes are often sold 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) The White-Eyed Kaffir from that | (3) The chase for Wer-rats I | (5) Ladies » go to Drawing-hoom 
**Good Old Spot,” condem! just now, 
| + * re . P z ‘ * | . Po, . . . - got , 
Played for church funds among the Some “catchers” oft are gem’me Need thawing rooms ¢re passing in 
white-tied lot W fin ms to bow. 
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(7) A noble of the upperest upper cruat, 
Felt his heart busted by a waxwork 
bust. 


(8) “Down with the tight dress coat [” 
cry men who dance— 
They'd form co(a)teries if 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





cae HE STRAN D.—I don’t know why they 
did it, but they did. They called 
Through the Fire a “new” come- 
dietta, and such a lot of us went to 
see it as such. But we hadn't seen 
much of it before we got puzzled, 
then we got suspicious, after which 
we got enquiring, and upon that we 
got information. At least J got in- 
formation—that it had been played 
some time ago at the Opera Comique. 
| trust the information is correct, but 
I give it for what it’s worth as | 
haven't looked it up. And, indeed, 
it matters very little, and no harm 
was done, except that we had to 
listen to some rather strained senti- 
ment and see some acting a little 
above modern “first piece” standard. 





Mr. EDOUIN and his wife—the 


latter, happily, disposed once more 





sume disposed is the converse 
lisposed )—have come back to 
Town with a very funny piece, 
which they are both well suited, and have provided themselves with 
a good * backing” in the shape of a thoroughly serviceable compan) 


Katti 18 not high art, pe rhaps, or al Ope ther well balanced VW rk, bu 


itis a very good and amusing farce. The author states his | t 

have been “ suggested by a French piece, and the word, for once, is 
a perfectly full acknowledgment of all obligations. To cut a book 
into lenyths In defiance Of its author, anu lnterpuiate Nonsense, does 


not appear to be Mr. Fawcetts idea of suggestion. 


Mr. EpOUIN’s great command of comic expression and prolifie 
invention of quaint bits of by-play has luxuriant scope in the part of 
Mr. Finnikin Flaffy, and he revels in the opportunity—perhaps he 
over-revels, but J don’t care, he makes me titter, or vigvle, or chuckle, 
‘'s good enough for me. Miss Atherton’s 


or roar ail the time, and that 
rendering of the Teuton “help” is a very pleasant and consistent 
piece of come art, The slow, stolid characteristics of the tow-haired, 
china-smashing, work-shrinking German “slavey”’ here depicted are 
brought out with a demure humour which is exceedingly rich, and 
which forms an admirable foil to the wilder spirit of Mr. Edouin’s 
style. 

It’s true that German slavey is not a bit like any German slavey 
J ever saw. She's too good-looking, to begin with. But, anyway, 
she’s held np as an example of slowness, laziness, and stupidity to the 


1 


vlory, by inference, of the real native article. Well, Z’re never known 





a German help of that description But, then, | never saw but one. 
band that one only « l've known and experienced the vavaries of 
| nat pore 
| ] 5 ‘ t ? (yf 
i P } 

} Tin! I W 
j hose fif x ww 
| half the time itt 
jabout wT | ‘ ' 
ti nt 


Mr. ALBERT CHEVALIER is 
good a character actor as they are in 
the habitof manufacturing, and plays 
the part of Richard Fluffy with im- 
mense vo, fl think his first make-up 
is a little bit too “perky” though ; 
something of a dismal, self-torturiny 
aspect seems to me more like the : 
thing. Mr. H. H. Morell gave a well- e 
enough conceived renderingrof a first : 
young gentleman with a well-deve- “—— 
loped regard for “ number one,” and 
though he lacks the experience ne- “V} 


eessary to avoid monotony, the per- 
‘ _ 








|formance was quite acceptal - uk STHA M 
jexcept toa pittite or two, who don't REI. cot 
| matte) ae . 

Miss SUSIE VAUGHAN has settled down, now. to being always “a 
the: vith everythi attempts, her renderings of Mrs. Finnikin 








— i? less, He cu 





Huntley justifies her Christian name once more, or something more per- 
haps. Miss Margaret Ayrton shows some sense of character as Miss Per- 
kins, the maid, and Miss Laura Sedgwick exhibits other qualities of 
fitness for the part of Mrs. Richard besides her noble proportions—by- 
the-way, why is she described as Vée La Sylphide? Wasshe really horn 
so? I mustn’t forget Mr. B. Webster, by-the-way, who is going to be 
a capital actor some day, though he has few opportunities on the 
present occasion. 





Nops AND WINKs.—By the time these lines are in print the fate 
of a powerful romantic drama, by Mr. Frank Marryat, called 7he 
Golden Goblin, will have been decided. Monday last was the ap- 
pointed test night, and Croydon the trysting place. Special trains for 


















the accommodation of visitors and guests were arranged for, and gold 
pencil-cases were to be handed round to the members of the press, I 
believe ; but Croydon is a bit too far afield for me, so I had to e’en | 
content myself with wishing them all good luck.—They have just 
converted (or improved, | should perhaps say), the Lecture Theatre at | 
the Albert Hall into a sort of trick-room, which, by various manipu- 
lations, can be rendered suitable for Balls, Private Theatricals, Conver- 
saziones, Lectures, or Concerts, and such like, at will. Tickets to view 
are obtainable at the hall_—The promoters of the Prince of Wales's 
performance of Little Lord Fauntleroy (title “suggested” by a work 
of Mrs. Hodgson Burnett's) were good enough to give me pre-notice of 
the entertainment, and thereby obtained the * bold advertisement ” of 
these notes. They did not trouble me with an invitation to view the 
performance, however, so that | am unable to give you my opinion 


: } } ° } *1} 1 . . 
thereon, whnicn, | cannot but feel, Will be a source ol bitter regret to 
: for the rest of your day 


Messrs. GEO. GIDDENS and T.G., 
Warren will presently (1 might even 
say at Easter) appear as co-managers 
of the Novelty, and, as the only 
thing that ever did any good in that 
ill-fated establishment was the latter | 
gentleman's .Vita’s First,thereought | 
to be a chance of the tide’s turning — | 
in the direction that leads on to for- 
tune.—Z7he Don will make his ap- 
pearance at Toole’s this (Wednesday ) 
evening, where he will meet a select 
party of friends and neutrals.—At 
the Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee 
Tavern they are putting forth grand 
ballad concerts and operatic and 
tableau concerts on alternate Thurs- 
days, with a good deal of all-round 
satisfaction. Last week Mdme. An- 
toinette Stirling, Miss Emily Law- 
son, Mr. Thurley Beale, Mr. John 
Child, and other good people 








THE STRAND.—THE FISHER'S 
1: 9 RETURN; NOT A LARGE RETURN 
* obliged. . ° ° > ’ 

- CERTAINLY, 





NEXT Monday 7he Old Guard chalks up its 150th representation 


(if in ¢ 3 ht to chalk j Ip), an | the managemels propose to 
a i review ot the joie ee, recruit some new witticisms anc 
iy off some old ones, send others to the rear. and vive out 

eW UlTOrimns., M. Planquette, w ith fis haton (aut ot the knap- 
©) will on this occasion himself lead the tre ipe on to glory.—Miss 

Henrietta Lindley has turned a novel of Mrs, Panton’s into a play. 

Lit The Po ‘of Lore, and produces it this (Tuesday ) afternoon 
i f Wales —At the same theatre, on the atternoon of 
nd, Miss Stratford makes her reappearance in England, plaving 
‘ein Camill ¢ \\ 1 \ will thes clo it. | wonder ! Camilli , 


NESTOR. 


A Fatal Sneeze. 


Hk was old, irascible, vain. He wore a wig. He had false teeth. | 


He had one glass eye. It was a splendid glass eye. No one knew the 
secret of it, and he kept it to himself. It was his constant nightmare | 
that anyone should discover it. He had a favourite nephew. He | 
iIneant to leave him everything—consols, Canadians, houses, farms, 
milk walks, potted lobster factories — all his wealth. Uncle and | 


phew wereatan“ At Home.” * Uncle,” said his nephew, “you never 


take snnff—try a pinch from my box. It’s all the go, snuffing is 


w.”’ It was very strong, high dried. Uncle sneezed violently. 


Horror! his false eve fell out and split in half on the hearth. The 
aged uncle tore wildly from the room. He was never heard of more 


, ;¢} . ab 
nephew off with a shilling. 


THE PUBLIC INTEREST,—Two-and-a-half per cent. 
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and dies almost like a buman being. 


Character-Songs for Levia- 
than Comiques. 
1V.—THE GREAT EQUESTRIENNE. 
SMILING, bounding, 
Music sounding, 
Fairy-bright, I seek the ring ; 
Rainbow-vested, 
Jewel-crested, 
On my desert steed I spring. 
Soon aside the reins [| throw, 
Light as gossamer I seem, 
And my graceful poses show— 
I’m the spirit of a dream. 
( Pose.) 
Hé, cavallo! 
Houp, cavallo! 
Who so fascinating then? 
Brava, brava, 
La Signora ! 
Greets the great equestrienne. 


sowing, smiling, 
All-beguiling, 
On my bare-back’d steed am I ; 
Music crashing, 
Eyeballs flashing, 
Round the ring again I fly. 
With a look that shows no fear, 
Scorning saddle, scorning rein. 
Poising thus my deadly spear— 
I’m the huntress of the plain. 
( Pose.) 
Hé, cavallo! 
Houp, cavallo, 
Whomore bold, more daring‘then? 
Brava, brava, 
La Signora! 
Hails the great equestrienne. 


Rhythm keeping, 
Swiftly leaping 
Over scarf and through balloon ; 
Fresh, untir’d, 
Praise-inspir’d, 
On my steed I’m ready soon. 
Should I chance to trip and fall, 
Spite of sick’ning bruise and 
pain, 
Quick my brightest smiles I call 
To my lips and mount again. 
(Saluting, all smiles.) 
Hé, cavallo! 
Houp, cavallo! 
All my pain’s forgotten then ; 
Brava, brava, 
La Signora! 
Cures the great equestrienne. 





Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, | 
And lull the raging politics to rest ; 


THE EUROPEAN CONCERT. 


Melodious discord ficats upon the breezes, 


And everybody plays the air he pleases. 








Caution to Corpuscular Creatures. 


(“THE future of preventive medicine,” says Professor Ray Lankest 
f‘lucation of the white blood corpuscle.”’ A corpuscle isa minute cell of } 
Which floats in the human blood. This minute creature eats and lives and 
When bacteria get into the system the duty 
If they succeed the patient 


r, “is the 
re toplasm 
fiourishes 


of the corpuscles is to go for them and eat them up. 
recovers. | 
THE world knoweth naught of its men that are greatest, 
At least, so we’re told by some know-all old bard ; 
But of all startling things the most startling’s the latest, 
Which shows that the corpuscle claims our regard. 
Professor Ray Lankester (famous in science) 
Of late many wonders proceeded to tell, 
And observed “* We may all set ill-health at defiance, 
So long as the little white corpuscles well.” 
So welcome the corpuscle, e’en more than wealth ; 
Here’s to the corpuscle! Here’s its good health ! 


'Twould seem that ’tis e’er the gay corpuscle’s function, 
To eat up what poisonous stuff man contains— 
And to fight, yea, without the least sense of compunctlon— 
When bold, bad bacteria lurk in our veins. 
Great courage our corpuscle-“ pal” is possessed of, 
Though too tiny for eyes that are naked to see ; 
And therefore, my friends, we must all make the best of 


What corpuscles nestle in you and in me. 
Then, drink to the corpuscles, brilliant and brave, 
Here's to the corpuscle! Long may it wave ! 


To co! puscles always be sweetly attentive, 
$e kind to your corpuscle while he’s in youth ; 
And when he grows up, he'll be grandly preventive 
Against the bacteria’s terrible tooth. 
Always give him good diet (that’s if you can get it), 
He'll pay for his keep, and reward all your pains ; 
And do not insult him, or you may regret it, 
And find yourself bound in bacterial chains. 
Be thankful the corpuscle cures without fee— 
And chant, “ Good old corpuscle, how I love thee !” 








Laud Chamberlain. 

Ir the Fisheries Treaty be only ratified by the United States Senate 
—won't that beatreat—eh! A (fish) source of quarrel! will disappear 
and the sole sore between the two countries will be ‘eceled up. 


always felt that,in a question involving so much water, a solution | 
Henceforth between Great Britain and America let there | 


Was €asy. 


be no more “snacks” of fish. 





DANGEROUS MATCHES.—Footbal!l ones. 
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THE CHALLENGE. 
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See Cartoon Verses, p. 106. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


“NO LARKS! IT’S SERIOUS.” 


IRST StREET Boy. Ere! 
Hi! Billee! ’Ere’s a jolly 
lark! Look at ‘em a 

in’ inter that ‘ouse. 
ok at their clo'es! Ain’t 
itfun? It’s a fancy borl, 
ain’t it? 

SECONDS. B. Garn out! 
Fancy borl. I tell yer 
it’s all sollim earnist. 
D’ye think them respec- 
cable gents ‘ud go in for 
larks? Sy yer dono! 

F. 8. B. Wot yer torkin 
bart? Wy, jes look at 
that ‘ere covey in clo’es 
like wot farther used to 
wear at Portland, with 
them little spikey marks 
orl over 'em; jer mean to 
tell me 
8. 8. B. Well, there yar, dontcher see. That's Mr. O’Flighty Hem 

Pee a-goin’ inter the 'Ouse in ‘is conwick dress—— 

F. 8. B. But wy the dickens don't he put on ‘is nickerbockers in- 
stid ov carryin’ them in ‘is hand? Sy, mustn’t ‘is legs be bloomin’ 
freezy this weather! 

8.5. B. Wy, carn’t yer see he’s a-goin’ in like that to show ’em ‘ow 
they kep him in jail. He allers used to go about like that in jail ; 
and he got for to like it so that now he carn't abear to put on a pair, 
ecos they worrite him so. I dono hif the Speaker will erlow it, ’cos 
the Speaker's werry p'tickler an’ proper; an’, besides, the other hem 
pees might fancy it wos a ballet, and forgit the bisness ov the ‘Ouse. 

F.8.B. The ‘Ouse? Garn—that ain't the ‘ouse, or else them fellers 
nd ‘ave to apply to the releevin’ orficer, and would ‘ave to wait till 
hey was dead o’ starvation and cold afcre he'd let em in, through 
in’ too busy reckonin' 'ow many ov the paupers’ fardens he could 
neak to attend to outside bisness. 

5.8. B. Yah! It ain't that’ouse, It’s another Ouse that’s a jolly 
ight more easy to git into; and, wot’s more, you don’t ‘ave to behave 
verself decent in this "Ouse like you do in the one as mother was a- 
tryin’ to git into wen they ‘eld the hinquest on er. You can do as 
you like in the ‘Ouse o’ Parliament—use bad langwidge, or tear up 
ver clo'es, or git drunk and hinsult people ; and they treats yer jest 
as if yer was a gentleman all the while. 

F. 58. B. Ob, ar! You tell that toa green’un! Hi!l—'ere !—look 

ere! ‘Ere’s a ernormous feller in a rum soot o’ Ain't he fat! 

Ain't he got a lot o’ chins, and don't he strut along proud! And he 

seems to ‘ave al! sorts o’ clo'es on all at once, with little bells all over 

em to let folks know he's a-comin’, 

5. 8. B. Yus; that’s Sir Wilyum. He's goin’ as “ Hevverybody "— 

wich means as there ain't nobody of enny importance in the world 

but ‘im. Don't you see that slave behind ‘im a-carryin’ that great 
bundle? That's ‘is importance, Blest if he don’t git a noo chin 
evvery minnit! 

F. 8. B. And ‘oo's this ole gent as ain't got nothink hon but a im- 

mense coller? 

5.5. B, Wot?) Wy—were was you all this time? Wy, that’s ‘im. 

F. 8S. B. Is it though, 
now? That's ‘im, is it? 
Lor! *Oo’s this thin ‘un 
with along beard a-rollin’ 
about like he wos drunk, 
and got up in a red-calico 
soot with black devvels 
an’ bottles orl over it? 

8. 8. B. That's Sir Wil- 
frid, that is. He's a-goin’ 
to show ‘em the results o’ 
drink. And jer see that 
werry stern-lookin’ gent 
in a wig, with the mace in 
his fist? D'yer see, he's 
bin and ‘ad it all stuck 
over with nails, pints 
out’ards ! 

F. 8. B. Yus. 

S. 8. B. And jer see 
he’s a-practisin’ bringin’ 











of it down as ‘eavy as he can on ennythink as comes in ‘is way ! 
5, B. Yus. 








S. 8S. B. And jer see a kind o’ fierce look o’ deternimation in ‘is 


heye? 
. S. B. Yus. 


8. 8. B. And jer see as some o’ the gents in the flighty togs as has 
— his anticks is a-sneakin’ away and a-takin’ orf their togs on 
the 


sly like, and a-puttin’ on hordernary cloe’s as if they wasn’t mad 
—all the time a-keepin’ one eye on him, and a-tremblin’? 

F. 8. B. Yus. 

S. 8. B. Well—that gent in the wig is the Speaker ; and he’s made 
up his mind to put down this noo sort o’ tomfoolery ; and that’s wy 
he’s ’ad them nails, p’ints out’ards, fixed in the mace. And do you 
see a kind of a doubt in his heye—the orf-side, starboard spare heye? 

F. 8. B. Yus. 

8. S. B. Well, that hindycates as he feels he’s got his work before 
‘im. ’Cos you see they’re all gentl’mun, and all honourable in that 
‘Ouse ; and w’en a fellow feels as he’s a gentlemun and honourable, 
he feels backed hup by a kind oy rychus firmness as won't let ‘im 
give way. My heye! They’ve begun hinside—ain’t the langwidge 
orful! Let’s go away! 

















EXTREMELY COOL. 


Miss Phyllis.—“ Oh, what is the matter? What has made you 
zee me so much to come and meet you in the snow and east 
wind?” 

Mr. Corydon.—“ Ah!—I thought you’d never guess! I sud- 
denly remembered I had never seen you with a red nose!” 

(Later.—She said, “ She’d never forgive him—never!” But she 
relented just before they parted.) 








AT a recent meeting of Fenians and Invincibles in New York, the 
usual gentle remedies for the wrongs of Ireland, such as dynamite, 
the knife, torches, &c., were advocated by the lofty patriots assembled. 
Frank Byrne—byrne-ing with patri(h)otic leve of (f)I[reland—recom- 


mended the destruction of the docks at Liverpool. This seems hard 
on the docks, which have never injured an Irishman among them; 
but, on the contrary, have given employment to thousands. Had he 
suggested destroying the dock at the Old Bailey, now, he would have 
appealed more directly to the sympathies of his fellow-conspirators. 





A VICAR took pot-shots with a revolver at a pair of burglars who 
broke into his house a few nights back, but failed to make a hit with 
his sermons in lead. A parson who fires at crib-crackers should always 
do so with a shot-gun loaded with a heavy charge of powder and peas, 
thereby sending them a spreading message of peace a la Bismarck. 
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How the Time Flies. 


AT the meeting to welcome Messrs. Graham and Burns, held in a 
Riding School at Marylebone—a rough riding school, presumably, 
judging by the company assembled—a little practical socialism and 
communism was indulged in, several gold watches changing hands. 
Changing hands, however, is not the proper way to make a watch go, 
It’s wrong on the face of it. 





IT is bad enough to be passed in the street unrecognised by one’s 
former friends. Most people are indignant at such a slight, and yet 
a man frequently cuts himself—shaving. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonDaAyY, Feb. 27.—Lords dispose of Bill Amending the Law of 
Distress. Query, which is the worst—the Distress of Law, or the 
other of the other? 

Commons.—First adoption of the new adage :— 

Early to sit, and early to rise, 

Makes a House healthy—oh, what a surprise ! 
Estimates—Hanbury wants to cut down the screws of the people who 
passed the Corkscrew Bayonets. Hear, hear. Lots of talk about the 
expenses of the two castles—Windsor and Dublin. 
| TUESDAY.—More power to Lord Dunraven, who, by his Motion for 
|a Select Committee strikes a blow at the East-end Sweaters (and 
there are some Westwards too), who thrive like leeches on the life 
| blood of the poor. Thomas Hood, to whose memury FuN doffs his 
|cap and bells, told this same story years and years ago, and still the 
pinched white faces and the fingers worn to the bone are in our midst. 
if the British public mean it when they sing that Britons never shall 
be slaves (or slave drivers), let them back up Lord Dunraven. 
Commons.—While below bridge they are pumping sewage in, above 
locks they propose pumping water out. Poor old Thames! Dixon 
Hartland weeps tears almost enough to fill up the void. Wrangle 
over the Rules. Atkinson brings in measure dealing with duration 
of speeches, otherwise the “ Cut it short” Bill. 

WEDNESDAY.—!t seems to FUN to take our legislators as much 
time to rule themselves as the nation —Commons still on Procedure. 
Henceforward Speaker to count pros and cons, or rather, Libs, and 
Cons. 

THURSDAY.—Lords.—Lord Jersey attacks Preferential Rates— 
objects to foreign cattle being conveyed more cheaply than British 
ditto, including, of course, Jersey ditto. Commons.—Labby attacks 
Chamberlain, aud Gladdy again snubs Labby. Set-to between Sir 
Charles Russell and the Home Sec. on “ Trafalgar Square,” to be settled 
by “ confidence.” 

FrIDAY.—Lords indulge in “Lunacy Acts,’ Commons in resumed 
debate on the “ Square.” 
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A BUSINESS MIND. 


A ffable Young Barmaid (to Customer),—* A cold morning, Sir.” 
Customer.—* Ay, it is—bitter.” 
A. Y. B.—*“ Yes, Sir; a Glass or a Tankard?” 
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The Mastodon’s Lament. 


[A gigantic skeleton has been found in Texas, far surpassing that of the Mastodon.) 


F goo the ages of no one knows how long ago, 
So I can't be exact to an #on or 80, 






































ALARMING INCREASE OF PUGILISM. 
Set-to between the celebrated Mr. Matthews and the Trafalgar Square Champion. 
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Wal-worth Seeing. 

Two Midgets were lately married at St. Stephen’s Church, Wal- 
worth. The bridegroom’s length, over all, was but three feet nine 
inches, his better half topping him by only an inch and a half. 
Hence she will probably be known as the inch-(cape)-belle. Although 
this can scarcely be called a marriage in high life, it will, we trust, 
| result in their im-Midget happiness. 





tut it’s millions of millions of years, I know, 
Ere the scientist biped existed, 
And wrote ponderous volumes which nobody read ; 
tefore the Agnostic had shaken his head, 
Or had one to shake, I should rather have said, 
And wise men on nothing subsisted— 
I'd reigned all alone as the great Mammoth King, 
No rival I feared, nor felt envv’s sting, 
My life was, as Gilbert and Sullivan sing, 
" A bright and felicitous idyl. 
So when mortals found in Old Earth’s muddy bed, 
A Mammoth that beat me by many a head, 
I felt that my prestige for ever was fled, 
And now or play second fiddle. 
So picture the sufferings I now must endure, 
I who erstwhiles was the world’s cynosure ; 
And heard re quiz from my tail to my “‘jore,” 
And prate of the fittest survival. 
Alas! all this glory is over, "tis plain, 
For now I must bear green-eyed jealousy’s pain, 
And be coldly passed by with a glance of disdain, 
For the sake of my much bigger rival. 





WITH small-pox raging all over the land, and the air resonant with 
the how] of the Anti-Vaccinator, may not this be well described as a 
de-Jenner-ate age? 
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THE SINCERITY OF WOMANKIND. 
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Lottie Smith sees her rival, Fixing her eyes on the AU the nauwe Cine, Maud , . 
; Brown intends to cut Lottie Consequently they meet face to face at right angles. “ How 


determines to give her the cut the road. Smith in the same manver, do you do, dearest, so pleased to see you,” &c., &c. 


Mand Brown, approaching, and ground, she proceeds to cross 


direct. 
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| KNICKNACKS. 


A NATIVE of Cornwall, who emigrated to America some time ago, 
has come to the conclusion that he is the prophet Elijah, and in order 
to carry out the character thoroughly he 
tried the effect of a forty days’ fast on his 
system. The only harm his prolonged ab- 
stinence from food seems to have done him 
is that he now shows a marked tendency to 
annex fowls, chickens, and eggs. It is 
generally opined by the community the 
prophet forms a member of that he will 
come to an untimely end one night through 
the medium of a shot-gun. 








“HAVE you anything to say, prisoner?” 
asked a judge of an enterprising burglar 
who had been caught cracking a country 

yublican'’s crib one Sabbath morn. “Cer- 
tingly,” replied. the venaideaien “| pleads in mitigation of sentence 
that the prosecutor is a well-known advocate of Sunday-opening, my 
lord.” Five years instead of seven, 








M. ROCHEFORT is once more on the war-path, and denounces “ per- 
| fidious Albion’ in unmeasured language. The strain on Rochefort's 
| thoraxial department, during his career, in giving vent to abuse must 
| have been enormous. Should he live to be an old man it is most 
probable that his windpipe will become as elongated as a crane’s. 

A POLITICIAN visited a lunatic asylum the other day, and after 
| having a general conversation with the superintendent, remarked, 
“Some of the patients rather like to have a conversation with visitors, 
I suppose.” “ Certainly,” replied the superintendent, “ there's a choice 
old madman over there who will talk politics by the hour. He knows 
all about Irish history, and expatiates learnedly on the subject of Home 
Rule; but if you don’t come back ina half-crazed condition after 
your interview—well, I'm a Dutchman! ” 





PARISIAN ruffians, on robbery intent, frequently lasso their victims 
now, instead of garrotting them in the old-fashioned manner. The 
other night a pack of scoundrels managed to bring down a well- 
dressed chubby male who was meandering along a very shady street. 
“ Mon Dieu ! 1 wonder how he makes his money!” said one of the 
thieves, who was busily engaged in relieving the throttled party of a 
considerable amount of hard cash. “ He is a quack doctor,’ replied a 
second robber, pulling a card out of the prostrate man’s dexter waist- 
ceat pocket. “ Sapristi/ is that so?” ejaculated the chief of the 
band. “Replace his money, Alphonse. Let us leave him alone to 
recever, ‘Honour among thieves,’ you know.” 
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THERE is no particular reason why Prince Albert Victor should not be 
treated with all due honour whenever circumstances render it necessary 
for him to tread the platforms of railway-stations ; but a certain section 
of the public seem to consider that the correct way of showing respect 
to this military young masher, on such occasions, is to mob him, gape 
at him, and howl] forth wild and idiotic hoorays. Verily the greedy 
appetite for snobbishness among some folk is all-devouring. 





THE bison is fast disappearing in America. This is hardly to be 
wondered at when we learn that as many as two-and-a-half-million 
buffaloes per year have fallen victims to the hunters for some con- 
siderable period. The prairies may be rather boundless, still their 
bison produce is nearly worked out, and taxidermists are advised to 
secure any stray specimens of buffaloes procurable, kill ’em, stuff 
their skins, and carefully hold back the treasures ; for in a few years 
the snorting, panting, bellicose bison of the boundless prairies will 
be as extinct as the dodo of Mauritius, or the “ Norfolk-Howard”’ of 
the Brighton lodging-house keeper. 





THE European full-dress costumes’ worn by the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands during her Jubilee visit to England have been 
destroyed by Her Majesty’s ladies-in-waiting, who considered them 
far too décolleté for Her Most Gracious and Sable Majesty to parade 
about in. We will hide our blushes in a highly respectable civilized 
lemon squash. 


“So you've forgotten to bring my galoshes, and my peppermint 
lozenges, and the ham sandwiches, and poor dear Maria’s baby’s 
feeding-bottle, and the condensed milk, and the least drop of white 
satin in case of accidents,” cried Mrs. Gorgon to her son-in-law, as 
the happy little family had just started on a railway journey from 
London to Hastings. “I should like to know whether you will ever 
remember anything, Jonas?” continued the old lady. “Oh—er— 
yes,” returned Jonas, “I shall—er—remember the day I attend your 
funeral, you bet.” (| Hysterics and wild vagaries all round. 





A GROCER was recently fined the sum of £7 for selling a “ temper- 
ance" drink called “ cowslip wine,” which contained 28-9 per cent. of 
pure alcohol. Not being exactly on the strict “tote,” we must con- 
fess that the fluid does not make calf—or rather, half a bad thirst- 
quencher, though it is hardly stimulating enough to urge a citizen to 
dive into discussions concerning national affairs, or to imbrue him 
with a desire to gambol, and gamble, frivolously. 


Doctors have lauded the modern bicycle as a machine for prolong- 
ing life. Military men now believe that the invention will form an 
excellent aid towards destroying it. 
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THE LIKELY PAIR. 


HERE never was a postulate so ab- 
solutely true 
As James's suitability to couple up 
with Sue 
| (Unless this proposition has equal- 
| _ ity of claims— 
Miss Susan’s suitability to couple 
up with James). 
Nor was the thing discoverable 
2 only by the wise, 













ordinary eyes ; 
“i ¥ \ [t wouldn't be by any means 


y mF é hyperbole to state 
Zi That each had been invented for 
, the other one by Fate. 


Of course there’s suitability in 
' varying degrees, 
In some the suitability is this, in 
others these, 
== Or those will be the reason of its 
coming out so pat, 
While others are as obviously influenced by that ; 
Nor will the conscientiously-inclined omit to state 
That they will very often have considerable weight, 
And only self-sufficiency will hastily condemn 
The mind that sees the predisposing causes to be them. 


In very many instances you'll naturally find 

That BEAUTY is the basis of a contract of the kind. 

It seems to be a proper thing that Beauty as a bride 

Should have a husband equally attractive at her side 

(For no one would accept the fairy story in the least, 
Without the final rehabilitation of the Beast). 

We needn’t probe the question, though—there isn’t any call-~ 
For Sue and Jim were neither of them beautiful at all. 


Where Beauty’s inconspicuous, the pair may often thank 
Fortuitous, though striking, similarities of RANK ; 

Thus, every marquis that I know has wed a marchioness, 
And duchesses alone the dukes of my acquaintance bless ; 
Each viscount has his viscountess, and lords, however shady, 
Have uot a wife among them who is other than a lady ; 

But this is immaterial, permit me to remark, 

For Susan was a milliner, and Jimmy was a clerk. 


But WEALTH is very frequently the cause of joining hands— 
Divided wealth of shares, a contiguity of lands, 

Or here a house in London, and a country mansion there, 

Are often found conducting to St. George’s-by-the-Square ; 

And parties with ten thousand pounds, what better can they do, 
Than go for twenty thousand and amalgamate the two? 

Not that we need consider it, for, needless to be told, 

It wasn’t Sue or Jimmy’s fate to own a lot of gold. 














But now and then, you'll notice that a loving couple may 
Be drawn to one another by some intellectual trait ; 


xe new 


Or widow and a widower may marry in a burst 

Because they so resemble (or so differ from) their “ first ;" 
One marriage will be suitable because “ he” is “ Another,” 
Another one because “she” seems the image of “ his” mother ; 
But James's suitability to couple up with Sue 

Was to none of these conventional considerations due. 


They hadn't any beauty and they hadn't any rank, 

They hadn't any shares or any money in the bank, 

They hadn't any land or house from which to draw a rent, 
They weren't blessed with intellect to any great extent, 

No widower was he and nary widow she, you bet, 

And neither was Another's, for they weren't married yet, 
But their fitness for each other in this circumstance is seen, 
They dressed in British produce and were loyal to the Queen. 


Oh, beauty may be beautiful (and very proud at that), 
The rich may roll in riches from the slippers to the hat, 
The titled one be titled with infinity of grace, 

And intellect be intellect till purple in the face ; 

The widower may widow till he’s sated, more or less, 
Another may exalt himself a deal in his success ; 

But none of them are fit to be compared to those I ween, 
Who dress in British produce, and are loyal to the Queen, 


I’m very, very beautiful, and very rich myself 

(I am only four-and-twenty, and by no means on the shelf) ; 
My intellect’s particularly brilliant, to be frank, 

I hold a British title of the very highest rank. 








I have some pretty children, and a very handsome wife, 

And I'm decently contented with my humble walk in life ; 
But it darkens my reflections with the shadows of regret-—~ 
To think that James and Susan should have never, never met, 








Sweethearts |! 


“ TAKE this flower, dear love,” hesaid. She threw the flower away. 
Then, with a bursting heart he fed from her, rushed into the 
‘“ Spaniards,” and drowned his sorrows in a flowing bowl of ginger 
beer. The next day he wason board the Kast Indiaman, sailing for 
our Empire in the East. Thirty years rolled past. An elderly 
lady was being wheeled in a bath-chair on the summit of the Heath. 
“’T was here he left me,” she marmured to herself, after quelling a fit 
of coughing with an acid drop, “and I threw the flower away.” She 
looked through her grey spectacles at an approaching figure. “Tis 
Edward,” she crie!, ‘we meet once more.” They embrace, and her 
false front fell into the gravel. “ Now thirty years have passed, let 
me offer you another flower.” He picked off a yellow blossom from 
the furze. At that moment a rough hand was laid on his shoulders. 
“ Prigging the flowers, hey? I'll run you in, old chappie.” She 
shrieked violently as by a force of constables he was frog’s-marched 
away. “I can never marry a felon,” she screamed, Thus were two 
fond hearts broken by the Order of the Board of Works. 


—- mat 


One for His Nob. 


SoME people grumble at are three in a bed ; well, how would 
they like fourteen in a crib? This was the lot of Trophonius the 
other night, and (he rather fancies himself at cards) he nearly pegged 


out, 
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Nice. 


es ar ceove 'eI'm GOING 


TU ASK HER TOBE MY 3& 
wife , OU MAN 








YOU COMING AWAY 
FROM THAT QOOR? 


No! oF'm4 woT! 


P) 
GR“, Neu ag 









. Ano THEN THEY wENT AT 417 HAMMER AND 


Dasuto iF vou oo 109 mq 
JUST OF F TO ASK 









HER mrséLF! 




















Vou DON'T LEAVE THIS RUOM 
e BEFORE ME SIR! 








TONGS FOR A COUPLE OF HOURS 


7 
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Ned OS HEN elack CAME IN "Fig ING 


FoR Neccre !we sao. “Way, vou 
ovrrers !SHE'S ENGAGED TO ME!” 











ALL FOR HER. 








The Challenge. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


Mr. BRADLAUGH just now 


In his combative way 


Has been having a row 


With the Premier gay, 


And a challenge has sent ; 
But the last-mention'd gent 


“IT don’t want to fight; but, by Jingo, if 


I do, “knocking off.” Judging by the strikes they 
I’ve got a technical defence and I've got more | Mr. B. has a love | are always organizing, days of idleness seem 
money too!" For a hot legal fray, _ the natural outcome of Knights of Labour. 


Doth appear for to say— 


Mr. Bradlaugh, we see, And he casts down his glove ; 
Hopes for battle at law ; | But Lord S. looks away 
And Lord Salisbury, he And won't pick it up yet ; 
His hard words won't withdraw, While Northampton’s bold pet, 
And is ready to face | Nothing baulk’d seems to say— 
His bold enemy's case “You don’t want to fight; but, by Jingo, 
(Which he thinks has a flaw), though, I do, 
Though he don’t want to fight; but, by Jingo, | And I'll try my level best, my lord, to have 
| if he do, it out with you!” 


‘Twill very likely put him in a most tre- | SS 
mendous stew. THE “Knights of abour” believe in 
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PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Write «s smooth y asa eau pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt the pornts being rounded by a new process. 
| A-k your Stationer or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C BrannaveR and (o.'s 





Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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by most, 


(1) Some Fenian pirates put on all their | 
speed 

To seize H.R.“ Nibs,” but they didn’t 

We succeed, 


9 . 
(2) The Houre of Correction, detested 
S fon the Post. 
id DoW give “ hard labour” to men 


(3) The young Swedish Prince and jhis | (5) At the Cookery School did Lord | 
Munck whom all like, 

Are borne about Bournemouth each 

day on a “ trike. 


(4) A broken-legged 
fain be restored 


Walked pup-posely into a hospital 
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(7) From the new penny “ photo” ma- 
| chine many pros, 

| English cooks are (Gran)ville-ainous | May draw photos of rivals—“ profes- 

| —French are the best. sional” foes. 


(6) George “Ranger” has put up his | (8) The Wandering Wyndham you here 
; Coombe Wood to let, [ble )-done yet. may espy, {a “Ori,” 
But the Volunteer Camp isn t(Wim- , As Garrick—combining a smile with 


Granville protest 
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pup, who would 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. rhyme in the conjunction of “merry” and “Terry,” and if once 


you've seen the latter, you'll own there is reason too. I’m afraid I 
THE AVENUE.—The hundred and fiftieth performance of The Old | rather disgraced myself by the way I gave tongue to my amusement. 


Guard, to those who had witnessed its first production, strongly 
, THE days of The Woman Hater are numbered through Mr. A. W. 


a iL Teas (No ee Tears Penventee Pinero’s Swert Lavender being “set down” for hearing next Wednes- 
: ss¢z¢ am YOu A-FALLIfA’ j 7H. FiRE a © ° - _ 
tthe = (Pa U,. iam tt day. (I have reasons for adopting this legal phraseology. But no 
“s Gp matter, you'll see. Why should I make you such a valuable present 
as Mr. Pinero—otherwise “give him away” )) This piece—which is 
not farcical, I’m told—will be played by a strong company, the pick 
of which are Misses Carlotta Addison, Maude Millet, and Rose | 
Norreys, and Messrs. A. Bishop, B. Thomas, and E. Terry, and the | 
rest are almost as good. 









































SADLER’s WELLS.—Bluff King Hal is at last deposed, and Mr. 
Arnold Cave is making his first appearances at this theatre, under his 
present management, and delighting Islingtonians with his very rich | 
and clever impersonation of Conn, in Zhe Shaughraun. Mr. Cave | 
got his “ bearings” in the part long ago, and plays it for all it is | 
worth. Long may he flourish, and play it over and over again, | 
regardless of Conn-sequences. | 

| 





THE MARYLEBONE.—Mr. Gascoigne indulged his patrons, last 
week, with a well got-up representation of Arrah-Na-Poque, and this 
week (just to show there’s no favouritism or undue leaning to one 
_ particular section of this great and glorious nation), he is presenting | 

- Rvb Roy. 1 have not seen the latter as here given, but in the former | 
THE AVENUE.—* TRE OLD GUARD!” the indefatigable Mr. Gascoigne and his indefatigable good lady | 
' 





| ate - nt ; have made a lot of running as the merry (and mendacious) Irish bhoy | 
Suggested a revision of title. Its appearance was that of an entirely | and the coquettish Arrah of the Kiss, respectively. The points go 
new guard. What with the jokes and business which Mr. Arthur straight to the mark, like Arrahs from the how, for they are mighty | 
| Roberts has thought of since, the new verses Mr. Dallas has added to | gypreciative in the Edgware Road, and are not ashamed to show it. 
that really funny topical duet of his, the new costumes, the triple 
encore which Miss Polak does not now take, the enchanting smiles Nops aNp Wixks.—Mr. Charles Harris is drawing up the pro- 
and dexterous steps of Miss I’hyllis Broughton, which are as fresh as oramme for his matinds aa the Gaiety on the sth Slee. He rake 
| Saat "tt 1 ge which ee ci arly ery ee nee, —, vad it to occupy all his time between now and then, as he means it to be | 
well that s with something more than regret that we note her | 4 big one.—There are a lot of goings on to report about the Gaiety, | 





eran 





































| 
|approaching departure (if I may be permitted the term) from the by-the-way. The company is off “across the streak” in about seven | 
| piece and the stage, and the general smartness and shaking down weeks. but ‘1 fore th P 7 Monte Cristo a. will be revived at | 
| born of frequent repetition, the whole thing is as fresh as paint, and tenn anatd "Sm reek 7 th . tse Be k "Th Mess: Pettit | [ 
seems as likely to stick. mat inées & Wee during the last four weeks. en Messrs. ettit | 
| ' --—— and Martin's burlesque of Don Quirote (due at Christmas) will : 
| Ow Miss Edgeumbe’s departure, by the way, Miss Violet Cameron contain Miss Violet Cameron, while Mr. Ramsay Danv ers is due in 
- os - : AP “ the autumn.—The Criterion Smoking Club have been kind enough to 
|will appear as [raisette, I wish them both “good luck” as they | ;_-. ; : hic 
Pewee vg ” | invite me to some of their concerts (enclosing programmes which fill 
oe me with envious desire), but they are held on Mondays—a day of the Is: 
THE CRITERION.—Mr. Wyndham and Miss Moore have returned MOST EBTRORO'NARY B INTERSSTING THING, CABBY, TU 
from the land of “frosts” covered, apparently in a spirit of contra- ste nov) DIFFERENTLY WE VIEWY PRECISELY 
diction, with theatrical glory. The latter is an excellent garment to | FHE SAME MATIER ! tt 
keep out the cold with, if it be thoroughly well lined, as no doubt it af : 
‘was on this occasion. | wasn't present at the scene of welcome, pee ee | 
| because the invitation to Mr. FUN was addressed to a spot where no ar PP) \ 
| FUN was, and tantalisingly reached his hands next day. But fellows \ 
| have been glowing about it to me ever since ; whether in a spirit of \ | 
aggravation or from a friendly desire to put me in possession of \ m4 
‘facts" I know not—and know better than to enqnire. :, , | 
TROPHIES, I'm told, embellished everything you came across, the \ | i 
_plece went better than ever it did before, Mr. Wyndham and Miss | 
Moore were respectively “full of spirits"’ and “ charming,” there was 
'a friendly and “not intended to bias” glass after (at this point my 
mouth waters), and Mr. Goschen proved his powers of literary | 
research by cracking a couple of the oldestrwheezes he could find (at | 
this point I writhe with envy and could well kill the speaker!) avid 
Carrick isso liked that nobody seems to have thought of a change yet, 
and (my informants say) those who desire a better play better played {lo 
had better go home and get it. has 
a — t\) . = | wo 
SANGER's.—This house, under the new management of Mr. Morris S 12 
Abrahams Se the Pavilion Theatre), opened with a great show of THE PRINCESS’s.—“ THE MYSTERY OF A HANSOV Cir!” | Cr 
solidity and the sound melodrama (which is not al] sound) A/one in _—S : ; , ; | Yea 
| London, by Mr. Buchanan and oA tg late (the drama, pores not week o there o 7 a ie teaait, vempine@ my heart, called od | dog 
the lady or gentleman) of the Olympic and the provinces, There pocele Ss be — re .: rall and yields me no escape. The | 
| was a good show of “the elect” in front, and the piece was got | ,, . ti, — of talent, and (I've no doubt) the best of | & 
|through with great and impressive earnestness, to the manifest good times. ee NESTOR. | pa’ 
(vocally manifest) enjoyment of what may be fairly called “a | eS dro 
| crowded house.” Mr. Abrahams has got a good “send off,” and the ACCORDING to a contemporary, “Mr. J. W. Palmer, the stamp | Wot 
ship looks as though it had plenty of “ way" on. expert, of 281, Strand, has had some medals of the Prince and | Vit 
Princess of Wales struck in commemoration of the Silver Wedding. | | ¢ph 
TERRY's.—The hundredth night of The Woman Hater was reached 1000 of wwhich will be distributed among the school children of | | My 
_last Tuesday, and there really seems a lot of going in the piece, but | London. They have been accepted by Royalty, and, according to the | | you: 
suppose its faults were too many for it to enjoy a long life. How- | critics are full of art.” Seeing that Mr. Palmer has his business an- | KA 
ever, it unquestionably enjoys the proverbial make-weight, for if its | nouncement on the back of each, though the medals may be “ full y bric 


life has been “short,” it has been uncommonly “merry.” There is art.”’ he himself is likewise art fu/l. 
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Sport. 


I stnG no tale of reynard’s chase, 
Orpussy’s dying doubles, 
Or battues that the guns disgrace, 
Or slaughters in the stubbles. 
A child, a kitten, and a pup, 
Within a gilded salon ; 
The child had picked an inkstand 
up, 
While puss with skilful talon, 
Unwound a ball of filoselle, 
And pup destroyed a basket, 
Then on the ground the inkstand 
fell, 
A table, and a casket. 
For Edie’s and the table's feet 
Were by the cat united, 
And puppy in a panting heat, 
Was flattened out affrighted. 
And thus they sprawled in ink 
below, 
A tangled mass together, 
Till nurse cried ** Out of doors you 
9, 


In spite of wind and weather.” 


| 
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A Conundrum. 
WHAT makes our cooks (now all 
serene) 

| Make pastry fit to please a queen? 
| What comforts all in each cuisine? 
| Don’t “give it up’ — but say, 
“ Rizine.”’ 

SAVING MoNEY.—What better 
field could there be for the energies 
of a minister, who is always preach- 
ing economy, than the conversion 
of the National Debt? 





“AT dancing you're au fait,” exclaimed a chappie, | 
While mashing Miss Bacro, a danseuse gay— 
“Well, hardly,” she replied in manner “snappy.” 


A BALLET SALLY. 


“You mean to say that I'm au (cory)pheée,” 
And then (aside with his bouquet), * This will 
Save me one item in my florist’s bill.” 








KNICKNACKS. 


A MAN of figures reckons that the armies and navies of the principal 
' states of the world, will, on their latest footing, cost about £ 280,000,000 
per annum to keep up. We 
are delighted to hear that 
Prince William, the eldest 
son of the new Emperor of 
Germany, is to have a sensible 
clear-headed old politician 
attached to him, who has 
strict orders to try to drum 
some of the warlike ideas out 
of the conceited young fellow’s 
head, and drill in a little 
wholesome common - sense. 
Militarism is gaudy enter- 
tainment to boys who do not 
pay rates or taxes, and it 
affords them opportunities 
of indulgence in_ glorious 
bounce. To the impecunious 
folk who writhe under taxa- 
The brave old Teuton monarch, who 








’ 
“Hose, 


ce st 
has gone to a world of everlasting peace, always spoke of war in 
words of horror, and the presert ruler of Germany detests legal- 


tion, une autre 


ized murder. Prince William has already tried on the Imperial 
Crown of Germany to find out whether it fits; but we trust many 
years of peace may flit by before he wears the diadem. The world 
| does not require a warped imitation of Frederick the Great at present. 
| SIDNEY and Edith were caressing in the conservatory of Edith’s 
| pa’s suburban villa. when the maiden’s younger brother playfully 
| dropped a half-brick through the glass roof on to Sidney’s head. The 
| wounded swain bounded about like a kangaroo afflicted with St. 
| Vitus’ dance. “ Sidney,” cried Edith, “your love for me is of an 
| ephemeral character, or you would not have torn yourself away from 
| my loving embrace merely because a little bit of burnt clay settled on 
| your pomatumed pate.” Then Sidney used expressions that withered 
| Up twenty-four choice exotics, and fled from her sight. That cruel 
brick parted two fond hearts, and wrecked Sidney's parting for ever. 





} 


——— 





Dr. H. SAHLI, of Berne, advises folk who suffer from stomachic 
complaints to roll a tive-pound cannon ball over their lower chests for 
a quarter of an hour or two every morning before rising, and they 
will find the operation both grateful and comforting. We counsel all 
would-be experimentalists to start proceedings with a half-ounce mar- 
ble, and progress gradually towards the cannon ball. Perhaps, on 
second thoughts, though, a soda-water bottle wouldn't make a bad 
commencement, after its contents have been diluted with brandy, and 
consumed by the sufferer. 





ANOTHER battle has taken place ina chapel. The mélée was caused 
by a pair of rival preachers, and originated in a dispute as to which 


of the twain should preach. Prayer-books, hymn-books, Bibles, has- | 


socks, and pulpit-cushions, hurtled and whistled through the air. A 
tempest of uncontrollable passion played old chaos in the vitals of the 
pious combatants. Richly larded words flew around till the advent 
of several saints in the shape of constables cooled down the shindy. 
Then service was resumed in a decorous manner, and everybody 
prayed for everybody clsce’s sins, 


“ WoRT, me live on charity, yer wortchip )" cried a watery-cyed old 
mendicant charged with begging, “don't you go to place no trusties in 
them Mendacity Horfficers. l’'d scorn the haction, | would; and 
rather go and doa bit of area-sneakin’ in a legitumate sorter way, 
sir.” Six months’ hard ! 's 

M. WorTH, the famous man-milliner, states that Queen Victoria is 
the only European sovereign who has not honoured him with an 
order. Our gracious Queen and Empress carefully looks at a 
jangler before she spends it, and likes to get her money's worth for 
what she planksdown. No fancy prices! 


ee eee ae 


ADSINTHE-COLOURED dresses are fashionable among girls, and so 
is absinthe-nipping. The tint of the fatal decoction of wormwood is 
certainly delightfully pretty. Taken inwardly its effects—for a time 
—are pleasant ; but it is deadly pizen, nevertheless. 


A CONTEMPORARY says :—“ The Lord Mayor of Dublin has become 
quite thin.” Deary, deary' he should start on stout at once. Go 
for Guinness, Sullivan ' 
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FROM FATHER TO SON. 
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VARM 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 116. 
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BALFOUR THE MARTYR; OR, THE NEW ST. PATRICK. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





“GENTLY DOES IT.” 
] == Good gracious 
~ I , 


Stews me! what a dreadful-look- 
ing person over there. 
Who in the name of all 

{ that’s malevolent—— 

INFORMANT. Ah, he has 

a bit of an unpleasant 

look, hasn't he? He's an 

Enemy of Society. He has 

just been working out his 

twentieth sentence—three 
years, this time for cruelty 
to a child, or something. 

Ing. And what is he 
| looking about for? 

Inv. Well, you sec, he 
is rather tired of suffering 
for his crimes, so he is 
looking about for a posi- 
tion in life in which he 
would be able to gratify 
his naturally-criminal in- 
stincts without under- 
going chastisement for so 
doing. You see, he is 
glancing over the newspapers ; now he is making inquiries ; now his 
eye has caught sight of a placard announcing that the office of 
Relieving Officer for the Parish of Whaddycallit is vacant, and that 
candidates for the berth are to apply— 

Ing. Dear me!—that will never suit him. An office which is filled 
by the living impersonation of the co-operative charity of mankind 
would hardly be to Ais taste! 

Inv. Oh!—ah!—wouldn't it, indeed? Perhaps that is why he is 
rushing off to offer himself for the vacant berth. 

Ing. But it will be useless. The authorities want a well-condi- 
papery ng of good repute for such an office. They wouldn't look 
at such-—— 

Iny. Ah, is that so? Then that perhaps explains why they are 
requesting him to bring proofs of the various sentences he has under- 
gone for crimes, See, he is laying the proofs before them. 

Ing. Oh, of course—just to cnable them to decide definitely that 
he is not the y for the position. 

In¥. You don't say so! Then perhaps that accounts for their 
having just appointed him. You see, it was a toss-up between him 
and another criminal ; but the other lost by one crime. 


* . . * * * 


Ixg. What is this dreadful place, for goodness’ sake? Why, it’s for 
all the world like a glimpse of the Holy Inquisition torture chamber, 
only it’s out of doors in the snow. 

Ix¥. It is the relieving officer's torture chamber. You see it is full 
of victims, in various stages of starvation and frozenness. They are 
mostly very young or very old. It isn't such fun to the relieving 
officer to torture strong persons—he likes them feeble. They have 
all committed the offence of requiring aid from the parish, and they 
are waiting for admission. 

INQ. But, good heavens! What on earth——- Why, in the name 
of goodness, did the authorities appoint such a person?! 

Inv. My dear sir, that’s 
exactly what most people 

—the ratepayers, among 
others—want to know. 
You had better ask the 
authorities. 

7. = * » 

Ing. And these are the 
authorities, are they? 
What are those beautiful 
gloves they are putting 
on? 

INF. Well, they are 
about to write to the re- 
lieving officer about a 
crime of his. You see, 
when the authorities have 
to deal with other people 
who have committed 
crimes, they (unless the 
delinquent happens to be some high official in the Admiralty or War 
Office) always put on iron glover—very spiky ones; but when they 
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have to deal with a relieving officer's crimes—unless they include 
stealing money—they put on these velvet gloves. 

Ing. A gentle note! Surely it is to the effect that he is to prepare 
himself to go to prison for the remainder of his life? 

Ixy. Oh, dear, no, it isn’t! It is to the effect that, unless he sees 
his way to kill fewer victims at a time in future, they will really be 
compelled—much against their will—to speak to him seriously—nay, 
almost scold him. This time, however, they overlook the matter, and 
beg that he will not take their words as meant unkindly ; and will 
he dine with them on Tuesday week in a friendly way. 

Ixg. Well—but—hang it !—why, what on earth is the use of our 
charitable institutions under these circumstances ? 

Inv. The wse—the use of our charitable institutions’ How can 
you ask such a heretical question? Why, to support a workhouse 
master and other officials, and to give criminals a fresh start in life. 
Isn't that true charity? 


ES ATE A TE LLL SL RENN, RINSE IS PELE IIE EE SAE EM RTE IZ 8 TS, 
William I. (First German Emperor). 
BoRN MARCH 22, 1797, DIED MARCH 9, 18838. 


THE voice is silent, calm the brow, 

The King hath drawn his latest breath, 
But, king or kern, what matter now ’? 

Thou art the king of men, O Death! 
Pale Sorrow girds thee all about, 

Gaunt Fear, the herald, goes before, 
And palace gatc can keep thee out 

No surer than the cottage door. 


To that sa house in sorrow bent, 
Our rev’rent sympathy we bring, 
In homage, not to proud descent, 
But unto human suffering. 
The hand is heavy on them laid, 
And sorer strokes we yet may see ; 
Tried hearts take comfort, One has said 
That “as thy day thy strength shall be.” 
LE AT REET MEMEO LEME LE INT 5 SPT ONAN SO TE ORES NOY IE LEE ODL TE PLEIN SLSR LOE IL Bie TAY 


THE Pope received the memkers of a special mission from Morocco 
recently, who wished to congratulate the worthy old gentleman on 
having lived to celebrate his jubilee. After His Holiness had made 
several jokes on “the Moor the merrier,” and the “nothing like 
leather” principle, the party adjourned to the back garden of the 
Vatican and blew a cloud o’ baccy. The Moorish delegates seemed 
delighted with the Pope's sherbet, which, it is said, tasted uncommonly 
like very fine dry champagne. 
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RAILWAY AMENITIES. 


Severe Spinster.—“ Be good enough to inform me whether this 
train goes to—er—er—er—um! let me think for a moment.” 

Irate Matron (much worried about missing luggage).—* Oh, go 
to Putney and ask a porter!” 

Severe S. (sternly).—* If it comes to that, marm, you go to Bath! 
A course of the waters might improve your complexion and your 
temper, especially if you gave up the use of ardent spirits during 


the time. Phew!” 



































om te 








ManRcu 14, 1888, 


FUN. 








A MANAGER ON MASHERS. 


“As you say,’ remarked the manager of a large restaurant, 
“mashers are a 
curious race, and 
quite worthy of 
study.” 

“We get a 
number of the 
fraternity here. 
See that fellow 
over there wolf- 
ing his second 
plate of saddle 
of mutton with 
a sort of can’t- 
help-it expres- 
sion. He’s a tho- 
roughly preme- 
ditated masher, 
and labouring 
under a care- 
fully-thought- 
‘+ out idea that he’s 
| the very image of 
one of our popu- 
lar lady-killing 
actors, 18 per- 
petually striking 
graceful atti- 
tudes. He struck 
a graceful attitude into a large glass epergne the other night, while 
ordering some wine, and smashed it to atoms. The pretty pose cost 
him a fiver, but he didn’t seem to mind shelling out at all. 

“Take a glance at that sour-looking fellow who is turning up his 
nose at those curried cutlets in front of him. He’s a rich masher; 
the worst of it is he isn’t mashed on waiters, and thinks it massively 
grand to shout at them as if he were a general commanding in some 
battle on which the fate of the British empire depended. Ah! he 
has begun to nibble, and is in a less dissatisfied humour than I 
thought at first, for I now notice there are only five different bottles 
of sauce ranged round him. He usually expects at least ten, and 
each bottle is yelled for separately, because he is determined to let 
everybody in the saloon know he 7s an epicure. The miscrable gour- 
mand far more than takes his money’s worth out at the table d’héte, 
and is an awful nuisance in the bar afterwards. Our young ladies 
shudder when they see him coming. 

“ Peep through this grill-room window. At the end of the centre 
table is an infantile masher. That gilded youth is gone on the sub- 
ject of toothpicks. Of course every genuine masher is armed with a 
pet toothpick of his own; but the infantile masher carries quite a 
collection, and he also has a great fancy for the wooden molar-rakers 
that we supply gratis to our customers. I’ve known him use a whole 
bundle after dinner. 

‘‘Let’s stroll into the bar. Leaning against the wall yonder you 
will notice an antiquated, sponging masher. He's amusing at times, 
and always most polite to everybody he can manage to get into con- 
versation with. The health of his pocket is never in a robust state, 
and I’ll be bound there are a good many holes in the socks those well- 
worn patent-leather boots cover. Our girls behind the bar rather 
pity him, I think ; and it strikes me he generally gets extra measure. 
“Hullo! Here’s a well-known irresistible masher just entering— 
the man with a ravishingly heavy moustache and a merry beam, | 
mean. You'll feel inclined to think from his face the glorious crea- 
ture is positively teeming with quips and anecdotes. On the con- 
trary, it’s all in the beam; there the fun and festivity begins—and 
ends. He is, indeed, a silent member, and has never been known to 
say more than, ‘ Do you—er—ride in the Park?’ ‘Impossible to buy 
a cigar worth smoking under a bob, my boy.’ ‘ Whisky and seltz, my 
dear. You look awfally fetching to-night.’ Yet he is a great 
favourite, for the idiot is thoroughly harmless, and good-hearted. 
“You have not a very elevated opinion of mashers as a mass, Mr. 
Manager!” 

“No, I have not. The masher has been defined as ‘an unfeathered 
biped who combines the appearance of an ape with the manners of a 
hog, and the brain of a guinea-pig ;’ but that’s simple bosh. Many 
are handsome, gentlemanly fellows, and many have more of the 
knave than the fool in their composition ; still all are cranks, and 
I should be very pleased to give a farthing a pound for a few de- 
ceased mashers in their clothes, and present em to the Royal Col- 
lege of Surgeons, to be preserved in spirits. Posterity ought to have 
a chance of gazing at well-pickled remains of these singular specimens 
of the genus homo, for I already see signs of the species beginning to 
die out. In fifty years’ time the masher may be as extinct as the dodo, 














Quieta Non Movere. 
BALLADE. 


TOILING for ease, and combating for peace, 
Mortality is restless, secking rest ; 
Wasted life in search of fabled golden fleece 
Believes not that whatever is, is best. 
But ever something more should be possest ; 
Pulls down the house of life to find some stone 
That found but bruises, Then will be confest 
‘Tis well to leave a sleeping dog alone! 


“Change! Give us change,” you cry, like Strasburg geese, 
Nail’d down to gorge for death—a cruel jest !— 
Starve, and you live—eat, and you die in grease. 
Action in life, your Being is deprest 
By quietness, and passion rules your breast. 
Misguided! Make a peaceful life your own— 
Of strife and weariness go not in quest, 
‘Tis well to leave a sleeping dog alone ! 


Trouble, that is of earth, will never cease, 
But comes to all an uninvited guest. 
Why should your actions needlessly increase 
The thorny stings that pierce through ev'ry nest. 
The soul that keeps its quietness is blest 
Above atl conflict—as upon a throne— 
Descend not useless questions to contest— 
‘Tis well to leave a sleeping dog alone ! 
ENvoy. 

Day wakes, to die into the quiet west— 
Trouble (the dog) sleeps, holding to his bone. 
Let the day die! Your way is manifest, 

‘Tis well to leave a sleeping dog alone ! 





WE have received Part II. of “Men and Women of the Day” 
(R. Bentley and Son), which is in every way equal to the first. The 
portraits of Mr. Ruskin, Mr. and Mrs, Kendal, and the Right Hon. 
John Bright, M.P., are excellent specimens of Mr. Barraud’s photo- 
graphy. These monthly portraits will form a most interesting 
collection. 
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SLIGHTLY MIXED. 
(GREAT MEETING OF THE UNEMPLOYED.) 


Mick O’Shaughnessy.—*“ Ah, Patsy! Dil ye see Phalim this 


, 7? 


morning ! 
Pat.—* 1 did.” 
M. O'S.—* Did he say wae he workin’ ! 
Pat.—* | towld him was he workin’, an’ he said was he.” 


? 
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MASHED AND MUDDLED. 
~ ONE evening I 
went to the 
lay 
a1 torget what 
the play of 
the night 
was), 
I noticed it not, 
sooth to say! 
For, lo! in a 
stall on my 
right was 
A damsel who 
charming and 
bright was, 


The andience fol- 
lowed the 
piece— 

Applauding in 
all proper 
places— 

But somehow my 
eyes would 
not cease 

From scanning 
this fairest of 
faces— 

Whose features 
our artist here 
traces. 





By the finish | 
\ felt 1 could 
slay 
All who dared 
that sweet 
nymph to dis- 
parage, 
\nd {dreamed (as 
we left) that 
one day 





\ YY" 


| 

| 3 

| i might track her and ask her in marriage, 
| 


When some swell exclaimed, “ Wife! here's our carriage !” 
— — 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY.—While Commons engaged on the work of cutting off 
superabundant gas, Lords occupied with Electric Light, perhaps, on 
ciple of choosing the lesser of two fevers, peers prefer electric to 
gas-tric(k). Herschell remarks that electric light more current in 
| South Sea Islands than British—ought to call them the South See- 
Clearly Islanders. Talking of see-ing, one noble lord a pretty sight. 
As bulwarks of the realm, peers supposed to be staunch, but not 
expected to be tight. 
| Commong.—Army Estimates. John Bull may well exclaim, “Ah 
| me!” when considering them. Charlie Beresford raps out once again 
at the duffers who waste the British taxpayers’ money. 
TuESsDAY.—Lord Dunraven disclaims intention of bringing in Bill 
to put an end to hereditary legislation. Well, it isn’t quite certain 
| yet who will undertake the task, but it’s on the cards that the days of 
| this anachronism are numbered. “The day is coming, it is on the 
| wing,” when the right to rule will be not inherited, but merited. 
Commons,-— Just now vagrant boys busy whipping tops, but 
Pickersgill intent on putting his stop on the whipping of vagrant 
boys. Encore of the old song, “ Rules, Rules, Britannia!” Standing 
Committees appointed—one to deal with legal, the other with agricul- 
tural and commercial questions. FUN hopes they will be successful 
in speeding both justice and the plough. Campbell pleads in vain for 
om ts Committee for Scotch affairs. House says it cannot stand 
that. 
WEDNEsDAY.—Rathbone moves for Standing Committee to stand, 
or rather sit on Welsh affairs—though he complains that the princi- 
lity too much sat on ye House declines the Welsh rarebit, 
ut by a narrow majority, “gallant little Wales” still lives in 
hopes of a Committee of its own superior to vowels. 
HURSDAY.—Trustees, like other teas, having been of late in such 
hot water, Herschel] brings in his bill to rescue them. 
Commons.—Army Estimates again. “Charlie” and Churchill 
make gallant endeavours to free the British soldier from the toils of 
War Office red tape, which appear to bind him to-day as scandalously 
as in the Crimean era. 














| 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MARIA has been on the sentimental tack. It was her birthday last 
Wednesday, and what with the pint o’ shelly she had for tea, anda 
Welsh rabbit suppertime, with hot Irish to follow, the old lady was 
a bit upset. And when Maria’s works goes wrong, she allays get 
poetry like. : 

“] haven't,” she says, “seen Grinnidge since I was thirty year old. 
And many was the happy day afore that as I’ve twisted the tails off 
the shrimps in them little publics a-facing the gate,” 

“ Yes,” says me, “and don't you remember, Maria, as how, what 
with the tea and ginger beer, and a go in them swings arterwards, you 
wasn't all that you might be?” 

“And I allays loved you from that time, Murdle, for the tender way 
as you stood that four-penn’orth of pale cogniache hot as put me 
right again.” So we both on us goes to Grinnidge, not by boat tho’. 
How I loved them boats in the good old days, ‘arp and concertina in 
front, the p’lice gazette to read while you warmed your back agin the 
funnel case, and the bottled‘stout down in the cabin, was delicious, 
Why, in them days o’ my happy youth, I’d’a looked upon a plate o’ 
whelks and a cold trotter as a four-course dinner—that I would, you 
bet. 

Well, we gets down to Grinnidge at last. Wedges into the gates o’ 
the pallis, which is a slap-up building after all, tho’ the smell from 
the river ain't always like roast pork a-cooking and ody cologne mixed. 

“Well,” says Maria, “ what’s become o’ all the old Grinnidge pen- 
sioners? Why, when I was a gal, what with the wooden legs 
a-stumping about on the pavements, it sounded like a carpenter's shop.” 

“They're all done away with now,” says me. “They’ve tucked 
their wooden legs under their arms and gone off to a better land, poor 
old chaps.” 

‘And what,” says Maria, “is them young fellars a-walking about 
with gold buttons on their coats, looking like the gents as walked 
about at the Adelphi in the ‘’Arbour Lights’?” 

“ Them,” says me, “is the young naval officers a-trainin’ for their 
ironclads as are a-goin’ to be blowed up by the Rooshians’ torpedoes.” 

“ That’s very sad,” saya Maria, looking at a nice young gent as was 
standing with his hands in his pockets, whom she goes up to and says 
“ Young man, instead of a-goin’ out to sea in them big tin kettles as 
we've got to pay rates and taxes for, and a-getting blowed to pieces 
with dynamite, why don’t you go into some light bizness in the bakery, 
and stop at home and comfort your old mother?” He wasn’t a bad 
looking youngster, and was quite affable. 

‘* Because,” said he, “I want to live to bean admiral, and there’s a 
place vacant opposite the Pavilion Music Hall that'll just do for my 
statue,” 

“Ah,” says Maria, “things isn't what they used to be with the 
sailors—in the good old days a man only had his leg blowed off a bit 
at a time by a cannon ball—these days ov torpedoes is too disgustin’. 
Blowing up people, indeed, as if they was old brick walls to be made 
away with for Board o’ Works improvements! It's too shockin’.” 
And with that we walks off to the tap of the “ Trafalgar” and has 
something warm. 

















IN CAMERA. 


First Visitor.—“ Why don't you take a seat, Nan? She's sure 
not to be here for a minute or two; and you look just as though 
you were having your photograph taken.” ¢ 

Second Visitor.—‘ That's just how | feel. I always do with this 
style of furnishing.” : 
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SELF-DENIAL 











flippant Young Lady (to Reetor who, dining out, has just taken Turtle Soup).—* WHY, I THOUGHT YOU FASTED IN LENT?” 
Rector.—" Yes, MY DEAR YounG LADy, | SUBSIST CHIEFLY ON |ISH. TURTLE IS A KIND OF FISH, YOU KNOW.” 











Balfour the Martyr. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“On! St. Patrick was a gentleman, 
Who came of decent people ; 
He built a church in Dublin town, 
And on it put a steeple ;"’ 
They mention that of old St. Pat, 
Sut the new St. Pat's vocations 
Prevent their mentioning the same 
Of him and his relations. 
Beshrew the new St. Patrick's fist. 
Although it mA be clever, 
For he wants to give Home Rule a twist 
To bother it for ever ' 


There's not a mile in Ireland's isle 
Where the League strony branches m isters, 
gut there he puts down his big foot 
To stamp them out in clusters 
Each branch goes pop, the League 
Like frogs into the water ; 
Yet somehow they come up again 


And save themselves from slaughter. 
Confound the new St. Patrick's fist. 
For he’s a poor-class Saint, 0! 
He wants to give Home Rule a twist, 
Sut it mocks at his restraint, 0! 


Verbum Dat Sapienti. 


EVERYBODY was talking at once and nearly 
at the top of his voice, in the smoke-room of 
the tabel Club, the other night. At the first 
opportunity for making himself heard, Whimp- 

is always starting some funny idea, 
ry say, boys, —just for the joke 
t 


of the thing—let’s all pretend that none of us 
' 


A MARRIED minister recently eloped with a 
fair little chorister of more than usually pre- 
possessing appearance. It is stated that they 
have gone to America to lecture on the advan- 
tages of unity between Church and Stage. 


“You are the apple—the apple of my 
eye!’’ exclaimed Edwin, enthusiastically 
throwing his arms round Angelina’s waist, 
and pressing her to his manly chest. “That’s 
no reason why you should try to squash me 
into cider,” replied Angelina snappishly, as 
she tweaked his nose with the sugar-tongs. 
Next day friends looked at Edwin’s raw, red 
proboscis with awe and wonder. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d, 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H, T. JOHNSON. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEBT STREET, LONDON, 8.0. 
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A BOAT RACE CONGLOMERATION. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OOLE's.—Resisting the seductive 
| allurements presented by the title 
y { of The Don towards lamblike quips 
with regard to “putting on,” I 
hasten to enquire of the authors, 
Mr. and Mrs, Herman Merivale, 
? : why they have called it a comedy ? 
(abhn I lon’t know that it greatly matters 
\ in the long run (and there is pretty 
~t=y-—__— certain to be a long run), but it 
ian't a comedy. It’s a farce pure 

) and simple. 





MAL It’s a very funny farce and excel- 
lently acted, especially in the femi- 


+ 


nine department. You have to 
allow the authors a lot tostart with, 

* in the way of duplicate names and 
what not, but when huge excisions 

n are made in the dialogue (particu- 
larly in the second act) and the 
performance attains by practice 


» more of the go-ahead character 





Ye pug” 
7 i 


ita Disguiv 


TOOLE'S. 4 vs 
Scholar, indeed! Why y his (s)collar, proper to the kind of piece, a 


merrie! play, within the limits o 
becoming mirth, you are not likely 
to find witha! In art and its neatness and point of dialogue, I con- 


and let me know 


; 


I should like to know 


— 


sider it superior to The Lutler—go and see it yourse I 
what you think and “if you can prove me a liar I will forfeit a 
overeign to the person who can prove the contrary,” as the gentleman 
at the fair—anything but a fair trader, by-the-way—observed., 
Mr. Too.“ himself was never in better form. The complete 
success with which he indicated the extreme depths of bewilder- 
ment and confusion into which his varied and ever-accumulating 
involvements drove him, covered a multitude of unlikelihoods in the 
part, and those who know the veteran comedian’s way (and perhaps 
there is an unhappy mortal here and there who doves not) will readily 
understand the drollery he infused into his tender passages with the 
fascinating widow, and the commanding dignity of his manner in his 
official capacity. Mr. Lowne makes a specially good undergrad; Mr. 
EK. W. Gardiner’s is not quite so characteristic, but he is probably 
burdened by a sense of his marital responsibilities. The whole per- 
formance needs a little more colour, though. Mr. Aubrey Boucicault 
shows the “true grit” in his picture of a cheeky youth, and Mr, 
George Shelton has been a “gyp” all his life, judging from his Harris. 
Miss Marie Linden’s Dora is delicious. There's a dainty, piquant 
charm about it that gives a relish to the whole dish. Miss Kate 
Phillips makes a handsome widow ; Miss Vanbrugh is very happy as 
Kitty (though her “serious” points are taken a trifle too solemnly), 
and Miss Thorne is a “live” landlady, but there are no very heavy 
demands made upon the abilities of any of these ladies. 





THE VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Robert Buchanan has had the luck to 














DEAN) MONG APPROACHING, 


TOOLE S5.—THE DEAN IN DANGE! 


strike upon a rich vein. There is not much use in striking upon a 


vein, however, unless you have the ability to work it to good advan- 
tave, and Mr. Buchanan has cxhibited unsuspected tact and skill in 








the readiness with which he has distinguished the wheat (for dramatic 
purposes) from the chaff of the two novels of Fielding which he has 
presente | to the public in the guise of Sophia and Joseph's Sweet- 
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THE VAUDEVILLE.—A Row. No Rows(!) WITHOUT A THORNE. THE TWO 
THORNES GOING IT TWO THORNE NAIL. 


heart. There is something in the conjunction of old-world manners 
and customs and the modern method which makes these plays 
peculiarly attractive too, Joseph's Sweetheart, in spite of a bad and 
almost unnecessary last act—the least fault of which is its resem- 
blance to the corresponding act of its predecessor—is a stronger play, 
in every sense, than Sophia, It is quite remarkable to observe how 
the adaptor has sucked every particle of juice out of the novelist’s 
not very promising orange, and used it with strong dramatic effect. 
| don’t think there is a point of any value in the novel which has not 
been utilized and made the most of in tlic play. Even the new 
character, Ap Griffith, is an obvious but aptly-turned version of the 
parson-huntinyg Squire’s military parasite. 








THE VAUDEVI .—THE WOI ANi) THE LAMB, 


Mk. BUCHANAN is lucky in his exponents, also. Mr. Thomas 
rhorne is a great favourite of mine. He’s always giving me some- | 
thing to carry home with me—a quaint look, a neat touch of character, | 
a note of honest pathos, or what not—and I approach all he does (let | 
me confess it) with bias in my heart. But it wants no bias to} 
find the good in his performance of larson Adams, The spirit of | 
Fielding, as he conceived the character, is in the actor as he plays it, | 
and the delightful creation—the man whose sound, wholesome and | 
kindly uprightness shines through the husk of homely appearance and | 
ludicrous simplicity of act and manner, compelling respect—is em- | 
bodied with a complete sympathy, for which no praise can be too 
warm. It is a most admirable im-parson-ation, in short. 


Mr. H. B. CONWAY plays Joseph with a very clever balance, sug- 
resting the influence of the changing circumstances with artistic 
delicacy, as well as proving tender in love, pathetic in sorrow, and 
mighty in wrath. And where could he find a daintier sweetheart 
Fanny than in Miss Kate Rorke NESTOR. 
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Exactly So. 
(With Apologies to Mr. W.S. Gilbert.) 


SMITH. 

TRUE eloquence condensed should be— 
Exactly so! 

From verbose sentences quite free— 
Exactly so! 

No extra word of pain or joy, 

A modest member should employ ; 

You want a model? I'm the boy! 
Exactly so! 


CHAMBERLAIN. 

On fishy conduct I’m au fait— 
Exactly so! 

A Judas in the old sweet way— 
Exactly so! 

My services I now devote 

To Salisbury. I’ve turned my coat, 

I’d turn my skin to catch a vote— 
Ki xactly so! 

BALFOUR, 

I’ve met O’Brien fresh from jail— 
Exactly so! 

I did not blush, I did not pale— 
Exactly so! 

Still I may say, in confidence, 

I dread his sterling common sense, 

And all my swagger was pretence— 
Exactly so! 

MATTHEWS. 

I’m getting much more popular— 
Kxactly so! 

Unseen, unheard, I dwell afar— 
Exactly so! 

No Lipskis now stand in my way, 

No papers now for mercy pray ; 

In fact, my life is much more gay 
Exactly so! 





GOSCHEN. 

I’d waited long to your disgrace— 
Exactly so! 

But now at last I’ve got a place— 
Exactly so! 

The Stock Exchange will bless my 

name, 
And all the people will exclaim, 
“Oh, here’s a Budget! What a 
game |’ — 
Exactly so! 
SIR CHAS. WARREN, 

I’m not beloved, I’m well aware— 
Exactly so! 

My conduct is not on the square— 
Exactly so! 

For I, and those in my employ, 

The public seem to much annoy, 

‘Twas Endacott, and then ’twas Bloy— 
Exactly so! 





“THE SILVER WEDDING. 
(jREAT SUCCESS OF MR. AND MRs. ALBERT KDWARD IN THE CELEBRATED DRAMA OF 


Act I, Scene 25. 


“WEDDED BLISss.” 





RACING MADE DIFFICULT. 

BOAT race, indeed! So you think I’m going to the race, do you! 
You must be a sublimated idiot if you do, I can tell you. I would as 
soon think of playing at kiss-in-the-ring on Hampstead Heath or 
picnicing in Greenwich Park. I’ve got a nephew at Emmanuel, and 
he writes up to me for a “ tenner,” as he calls it, as he wants to go to 
the race. I’ve got something else to do with my “tenners,” I can tell 
you. An impudent young jackanapes! I suppose he wants to come 
up to town to the Criterion bar and the Aquarium and the Alhambra 
and all the rest of it, and then come to me in the morning to break- 
fast, with eyes as red as a doctor's lamp. But I won't have any such 
tomfools’ nonsense, I can tell you. Did I ever go to the race? Of 
course I did; but things were very different in my time. I came up 
and stopped at the Tavistock. The flowers smelt fresher then in 
Covent Garden market. None of your yellow mimosas and saffrano 
rose buds and all the rest of it, but real good English flowers. 

I was content with eggs and bacon for my breakfast, and a half 
tankard of ale afterwards to set me going. Champagne and perigord 
ple, I suppose. wouldn’t be good enough for the young idiots nowa- 


days. But why don’t they go and earn the money to buy such tom- 





foolery, confound ‘em, insteal of coming to their relations? Why, 
y in the morning from town, and walk down to 
Mortlake. Mortlake was worth seeing then. The girls on the 
brewery wall were worth looking at. None of your sickly-faced, 
yellow-gowned ludicrities then. They were nearly all worth looking 
Young fellows, too, could move their heads about a bit. They 
wore turned-down collars. None of your starched park palings 
round the neck, I can tell you. Nowadays every young fellow seems 
to devote all his intelligence (if he has any) to making himself look 
more like an ass than all his fellows. J didn't think too much of 
myself then. J didn't mind squeezing into the crowd by the “ Ship,” 
so as to get on the bank and see the end of the race. We didn’t bet, 
either, beyond a dollar or a sovereign. Nowadays the boat race 
crowd is quite speckled with book makers. Confound ‘em ! 

The fact is sports of all sorts are played out. When I read of 
those two beggars dancing round each other, in France, the other day, 
I thought of the good old days when fights wvre fights, and something 
like. The boat race,in my day. was a boat race. Now it’s some- 
So ix nearly everything beneath contempt. 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 


we used to start car! 


at. 


thing beneath co tempt. 
Bah! 
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A LITTLE SURPRISE. 


K was a most worthy and 
enthusiastic man, and we 
loved and respected him. 

We came upon him 
when he was in the throes 
of a temperance, anti- 
every - blessed - thing -but- 
violent - smashing - up-of- 
ital drinkers-and-dlak: 





purveyors lecture. He 
was remarking, “ How 


long will our legislators 
—how long will the people 
of this country tolerate 
the wretch whose sole aim 
is to drag the working 
man into his gas-reeking 
halls of drink and various 
other things beginning 
with a D; and there to 
ruin and degrade him, 
and cast him forth upon 
society a gin-perfumed, 
raving, drivelling, brutal, 
reeling, blear-eyed, sottish, penniless, lost, miserable, helpless, con- 
temptible wreck of delirium tremens, degradation, dreadful de- 
bauchery, and death?”” That was his remark, 

So we decided to give him a little surprise; and we took him 
gently by the arm, and said, “ Will you come and take a bit of dinne1 
with us. We are anxious to introduce you toa human being. You 
like human beings?” 

“Tam devoted tothem!” he replied, witha rhapsodous tear. “ Human 
beings—humanity, sir—are my prot¢gés. It is for them I——” 

“Yes, we know,” we replied; “we've heard you say so in the 
newspapers, in the House, at Exeter Hall, and on a tub——” 

“Every man, sir, is a human being!” he continued, warming up 
with his sublime subject, “ Kvery man—ah—except x 

“ Exactly,” we said, “except y 

“ Except him whose sole aim is to drag 

But we hurried him to our humble table; and then we sent out 
Jane the maid with the jug, and a polite note to Mr. Brown round the 
corner begging him to join us at the humble repast. 

Round came Mr. Brown. He was a pleasant, comfortable, chubby 
man, with a kindly eye; and we encouraged him and the worthy 
enthusiastic one to converse pleasantly together. 

* - * * 7 * 

Next day the devoted Local Option Enthusiast wandered round 
again. 

‘What a particularly nice fellow that Mr. Brown is!” he said. 
“Such a comfortable, pleasant sort of man—so unlike anybody I’ve 
ever met before, do you know. All the ere I mix with are lean, 
and have long, black hair, and never take off their tall black hats 
(not even in bed), and they're always on the rack, and declaiming, 
and never seem to be enjoying themselves——— " 

“ Like you, for instance?” we said, parenthetically. 

“Khf Ah! IL haven't noticed that,” he said. “But Mr. Brown 
really is a nice fellow. So human, you know. I should like to know 
more of Mr. Brown.” 

a * ¥ 

So we put them 
together again, and they 
hob-nobbed ; and next 
day the Anti-Drink De- 
votee wandered round 
again to remark :— 

‘Splendid fellow, 
Brown! Beautiful speci- 
men of humanity! We 
are quite bosom friends 
already, d’ye know! 
Never saw such a com- 
fortable, nice person be- 
fore. We've agreed to go 
to the Crystal Palace and 
spend a happy day 
together, and take some 
buns anil peppermints 
with us, and go in the 
swings. It’s such a relaxation, and sends me back all the fresher to 
my Local Option work. I'm going to persuade the other fellows | 
know to come, too. They're all so bilious and miserable, poor fellows ! 
it’ll do them a world of wood.” 


























Whenever we went about after this we were sure to meet the two 
friends arm in arm. One of them never had a sandwich or a postage. 
stamp without sharing it with the other. They drank out of the 
same cup, and wore each other’s boots. They really did get on well, 
you know. 

” Then, one day, the Enthusiast toddled round again alone. 

“ About Brown,” he said, “—I’ve snatched this ten minutes—the first 
since Christmas—when we're apart, to come round and ask you where 
he lives, and who he is? He’s a most delightful chap, but, strange to 
say, he has never breathed a word about his occupation or his place 
of abode.” 

So we strolled round to the “‘ Goat-in-Boots.” With the strength of 
seven strong men we dragged the Anti-Drink One into the private 
bar, and there, behind it, stood Mr. Brown, drawing a jug of beer, 

The Anti-Drink One swooned. 

Then he arose, and gasped, and had to be propped against a parti- 
tion. He could only splutter out the words “A Pub-pub-licensed- 
Vit-tit-tittlerican !” 

And then he became calmer and carefully examined Mr. Brown all 
over—taking off one of his boots, poking his ribs, looking down his 
collar, and feeling all over his head. ‘Where are his horns and 
hoofs?” he murmured, ‘ Where does he keep his sole purpose—to 
drag the—drag the working-man into his gas-reeking halls and so 
forth? Where?” 

“Oh, he hasn’t any horns, and so on,” we explained, “and he has 
purposes a good deal like other people’s purposes—to make a living, 
and keep out of the workhouse, and so forth.” 

“ But,” said. the- Devotee, slowly, “ he’s for all the world like other 
human beings! He isn’t a regulardemon! He has human instincts, 
and all that! Why, only yesterday he devoted the whole day toa 
work of charity! Why, I—bless my soul! I—I never saw a publican 
before. Wh-why—(would you kindly support me—under the left 
armpit, that’s it)—why, if he hasn’t just told a workman that he 
can’t serve him because he’s had quite enough already! Well, of all 
the marvels——Let me go! let me go! I must make a few alterations 
in the MS. of my next Exeter Hall Anti- Drink, Local Option Lecture!” 


>... — . 7 - ~ — a 





WONDERFUL! Wonderful!! Wonderful!!! Artificial mutton 
chops are now articles of commerce inthe States. Carefully trimmed 
pieces of some mysterious compound are fixed with a sort of cement 
to old chop bones. The dainties, when served up piping hot, are said 
to be infinitely superior to morsels of Knglish Southdown mutton. 
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AN OLD HAND AT THE BUSINESS. 


Gipsy Woman.—* Tell your fortune, pretty lady ; or the bonnie 


black-eyed boy’s nexttoyou?"” = [ Reccircs a shilling immediately. 
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HOTCH-POTCH. 


*] am so fond of devilled kid- 
neys for supper,” whispered a pale 
young curate. “Oh, what a wicked 
clergyman you must be!” sighed 
the fair damsel who sat next him. 








THIEVING in Austria has been 
reduced to the finest of fine arts, 
for we learn that sucking babes 
are taught by their mothers how to 
pick pockets. The precocious in- 
fants generally perpetrate their 
peculations in churches and public 
vehicles. What are we coming to? 
Even a welsher, riding in an omni- 
bus, would hardly suspect that a 
little blue-eyed, yellow-haired, be- 
frilled, ‘“ boo-boo-boo” crowing 
baby could have the ’cuteness to 
relieve him of a purse crammed 
with duffing money. 
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CERTAIN epicures say that the 
“nickled tea” to be obtained in 
Burmah is something scrumptious. 
Perhaps, after all, the “ pickled tea” 
may prove a very much greater 
take than the renowned ruby-mines. 
Still, according to accounts, the 
taste for “pickled tea” is usually 
an acquired one, while the desire 
for rubies seems to be inborn. 
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For dear 
— ‘ 
~ 


IT is now aflirmed that St. Bren- 
dau, a Roman Catholic priest of 
[rish descent, was the original dis- 
coverer of America. Likely enough 
the old man did spot the land of 
the noble savage if he went sailing 
across the herring-pond, for, as the 
Yankee said anent Columbus,— 
“He'd ha’ been a darned fool if he 
had missed the place,—it’s so tar- 
nation big.” 
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“THAT fellow, Perkins, is an 
awfully shrewd man,” remarked 
Tuttle to Waggles. “Shrewd! Ah! 
I should think heis. Bless me, his 
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wife has permanently raised his A STORY OF A MARCH WIND. ip 
bumps of perception during the ; ' iq 
past twelve months,” replied (Spoonington is terribly short-sighted. )—GOING—BLOWING—CHASING, BACING, MISTAKE- ig 
Wansles. ’ MAKING—GOING, GOING—GONE! 4 
A CHANCE OF REVENGE. And now for the awful and terrible reason : | 
. nit , a eee Tis this, that grand Cambridge thinks fit, if you please, 
A WARNING TO WOMEN-FOLK. To be guilty towards woman of insult, nay, treason— 


It refuses to let the sweet sex take degrees ! 
Refuses! Just fancy! And doubtless in terror— 
While dear, good old Oxford admits them in shoals, 


[The Cambridge University authorities recently decided not to admit women 
to colleges or degrees there. ] 








THE '\ areisy Boat race is quickly approaching, Ah, Cambridge! you'll find you've committed an error 
And betting is rife on the I lark and the Light fue When the sex you have snubbed call you over the coals! 
Talk of ks bows,” “ strokes, and “cox'ns,” and “tub- Delenda est— ‘ambridge -—and serve it right too, 
bing” and “coaching, ; 11) ane For rounding on woman who loved the Light Blue. 
Is heard all around us from morning till night. 
’Tis a boon and a blessing to girls in their love time And woman will mind, too, that man shall treat coolly 
(For a bet on the boat race no girl can condemn), A ‘Varsity that is so vicious and vain, 
And whether they win or they lose—'tis their glove time— | Indeed, FUN, it wouldn't astonish me, truly, 
You (that’s if you're masculine) have to pay them. If we never heard mention of Cambridge again. 
jut I daresay you've noticed that, save just a few, And on Saturday next, at this battle aquatic, 
The ladies are prone to affect the Light Blue! The ladies (hats off !) will collectively scorn 
. , , | And boycott the Cantabs. in style so emphatic, 
This choosing of Cambridge befits their complexion ‘ That the wretches will wish they had never been born. 
In that heavenly task, the selection of dress; Yea—till Cambridge repents and for pardon shall sue, 
jut I’ve something to say in this Cantab. connection Let the 'Varsity slide that adopts the Light Blue! 
Which will settle its hash with the =e I — . ee 
No more will they bet against crews from the Isis ; meee | ; ee 
No + belt he aie the crews from the Cam PAPER WA RFARE.—Journalism in La Belle France is nothing - 
The darlings’ sweet tempers will rise to a crisis not militant. With sword and pistol the editor exercises his due 
When they find they have all been adoring a sham. control. Other countries, other manners ! What is it places a check 
Lovely woman I see, e’en though blonde be her hue, on rampant contributors on this side of the channel’? Why, the 
Regarding with horror the crew that’s Light Blue! editor's box. 
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TRAINING FOR ie 


GOSCHEN.—*WE'LL JUST GET A MILLION OR T¥° POUNDS oF 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 125. 
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I THINK YOU'LL DO.” 


AND THEN 
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OR THE RACE. 


TWO POUNDs OFF 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 

To THE EpiToR or “Fuy,.” 

IR,—Pardon if I seem a“grump;” | 
tell you, straight, I've got the hump. 
I am the victim, recollect, of stony- 
hearted, cold neglect ;: for, when I've 
gone through mighty throes, as only 
them as knows ‘em knows, to vet the 
future in my grip, and give a really 
splendid tip, with all the grace I can 

invent, who ever sends a chap acent’ 
- A prophet I am said to be—it doesn't 

seem to profit me! Well, anyway, 

you will require 


INCOLN- 


A WorRD ABOUT THE L 
SHIRE. 


Iv you ™m uat Oo and bet on a gee 
(The necessity / cannot see), 
Take Friday ;—though plucky, 
It may be unlucky, 
But what does it matter to me? 





Then Kinsky some favour may shar¢ 
With those who have plenty to spare, 

While “ win” may be stampt on 

The gay Merry Hampton, 
But why in the world should / care 


To Harpen len some n ay i! cline, 
And some may think Isobar fine 
Without the ar pearance 
Of my interferenc: — 
It’s no sort of business of min 


You may keep Fulmen full in your view, 
You may flutter round Oberon, too, 

You may ruin you partly 

By plunging on Martley, 
But what do I care if you do! 


esides, I think, in any case, the world’s a downright beastly plac: 


Gut what [ find annoys me most is Mr, Raikes’s penny post; the 
overwhelming things that come upon me through the medium of letter, 
So sure as, 


parcel, wire, and card do seem to me “uncommon hard 
in the troubled course of tips, I fail to give the horse 
fellows,on their ram ps, keep sending le tters minus stamps, and pare els 
(esurcharged two-and-six) containing bits of wood and bricks, and 
cards inscribed with fearful crams, and most insulting telegrams, until 
I stamp and rage and tear the place | used to use for hair. 
dear Editor, old pal, let's go for 


, malignant 


THE GRAND NATIONAL, 
THOUGH Fortune mocks 
At Ballot Box, 

And scorns the shocks 
Of wild Gamecocks, 
And, firm as rocks, 
Savoyard locks 

W hat known to Jocks 
(The sly old fox !) 


W You ma I wa we iknes Lot 
\ very presentable Chancell 
And now. I spose, this is tl ice to touch upon the precious race 
between the rival undervra t it once was one of fashion’s fads 
though now, there's* very little doubt, they've pretty nearly played 
put W here hat excited terest that pe ple used to manifest 
Where are those ribbons, bunch on bunch—the drag—the drink—the 


launch—the lunch?) Where is the hand with ready shake? the lips 


that asked us what we'd take? Gone! All! the ry past and gor 
the feeble ghost but ling’ring on! But. if you ask me w \ 
win, I'll chance it, if it i* a sin, and lend the accenta of my voice to 


If Oxford wins /'// make no fuss 


yive you Cambridge as my choice, 
TROPHONIUS, 


Yours grumpily, 


“Now might I do it, pat.” 
THAT is the motto for the sensible farmers of Kast Kent. who are 
establishing butter factories as a means of mectiny the prevailing 
avricultural depression. As one good churn deserves another, let us 
hope that these “ best fresh" fields and pastures new wi 
the depression by degrease, and will show a big marvarine (!) of profit 
for their enterprising owners, who, hx must beware of } 
debts and slippery customers 


Weve 





But there. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


On Monday the Delawarr was on the war-path—not at Earl's 
Court, dear reader, though many earls were there to see, but in the 
House of Lords, where the noble lord who once was a Sackville West 
invited attention to the distress that, like a plague, stalks in our midst. 
Lord Salisbury set one question at rest, anyway. He declared that 
Protection was not, in his mind, the cure for the evil; indeed, he 
inferred that the country wanted protection from Protection. But 
how about pauper immigration, my lord, into the East-end dens, 
where the foreigner starves on even less than the native Briton. 
Who shall say that the race of British seamen died with Nelson 
and Benbow? If such there be, ‘twould have convinced them of 
their fallacy to have heard that right-down chip of the old heart of 
oak, Charlie Beresford, in the Commons to-night. How he rated the 
landshore lubbers and swabs, with their wet pens and their dry 
statistics! As for the Admiralty Board, Charlie hinted that they 
would be a queer crew aboard any craft. ‘“ Belay, there!” roared 
the skipper of the Condor. “Pipe to quarters, bo’s’n. There's a 

1) the sky that means a hurricane, and the Carey chickens are 
flying low and near. Clear the decks, throw those bales of red tape 
overboard, and if their supercargoes offer to mutiny, batten "em down 
in the hatchways. The ship’s in danger, and sailors—not ‘longshore 
Civil Service quill pen-drivers—are the hands to man her and handle 
her through the storm that’s coming up to wind’ard.” And Charlie 
hails that crafty craft the Admiralty Estimates to strike her false 

| | heave to under pain of being sunk. And Admiral FuN 


COU ‘ an 
Well done, Captain of the Cundor! 


cloud ir 
7 
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of the strongest 


Mirahile dictu J Tell it not in Gath! One 
Conservative Governments of modern times on Tuesday met with a 
efeat on its own familiar ground, the floor of the House of Lords. 


. kt tu / Ae Mf Ut ° Jt rae Y aoe ext laims Lord Salisbury, likewise ~ How 
than a serpent’s tooth it is to have the bank of Childs against 


And the British pr 


BI ary @] 


mMiucer rejol 





on ices at the prospect of being able 
to compete with his foreign rival on fair terms, and the victory in the | 
Lords of “rightful freights”’ over “frightful rates.” After this, FUN | 
anating from the peers to cut olf 


looks confidently for a measure em: 
their own levislati 
Mr. Slagg raised a brisk 
Commons on the subject of our Indian frontier policy, which he 
to regard ikely to lead to an Indian pickle. FUN 
sympathises with the member for Burnley’s attacks on the liquor 
traffic in India, but is not quite inclined to share his confidence in 
Russia. Restrict British brewing, if you like, Mr. Slagg, but don’t 
vive too much rope to the Russian Bruin, 
Tem po Who five years ago could have imagined 


lative entalis. 


seemed as i 


ra mutantur ! 


Mr. Bradlaugh bringing in a Bill, backed by Conservatives as well as 
Liberals, for the abolition of oaths, in the interests of Christians as 


well as of others! There's one thing everybody must respect about 
the junior member for Bootopolis—his British habit of biding his 
time and getting his own way. 








GALLANT ATTACK BY BERESFORD, THE BOLD MIDSHIPMITE, ON THE 
ADMIRALTY HULK, 


On Thursday Benson, who knows what's o'clock, urved peers to 
‘ipline rackety parsons. The great screw-maker returned to 
Commons just as his own screw was being referred to. 

On Friday Lords considered Bumbledom and the Com- 
mons again sniffed the new perfume, the 2}? per cents. of Goschen. 
who, ff he can’t convert the G.O.M., m: mverting the National 
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slogging, or rather slagging, match in the | 
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THAT Party has been chaining and padlocking himself to the Trafalgar Square railings again; and it shows his good sense. 
Above may be seen A 1’s Dream of Peace and Repose consequent upon all the rest of the Volice-Troublers following the noble 


lite still in one place. Love 


° ley 9 
example—fastening themselves securely up, and keeping qui i 
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“ON THE TOW-PATH. —(By OUR GoUTY CONTRIBUTOR.) 


OH, the pie and champagne prospect ! A changeful scene! Here gipsy girl, pick- | Ye gods! the time drags wearily, een to me, 
A strangely mixed and muddled view ! pocket, | ponder o’er a dignified retreat. 
See Britannia’s sons and daughters ! And street-nigger, jostle right amicably But, no! I will await and greedily consume 
Lo! the sluggish, slimy waves Vith the gallant bobby, and my lady’s flun- Bulls’-eyes from yon itinerant vendor’s tray. 
Diffuse strong-scented muddy moisture, kev, Jeames ; , Such dainties oft solaced me when young, 
Swirled and stirred by passing steame: While the Girton girl, with awe-stricken eyes | After spread twigs had sorely scored my skin. 
O’er the boots and nether garments Upon the brass-lunged welsher gaze Ah! these hulls’-eyes are horrible in taste, 
Of good Dame B.'s unwary children, And mashers vote the whole thing “ rot.”"—Yet And not like those I bought in days of yore. 
Need 1 the sewer-soaked river name, Nia Hark! list! a thund’rous roar my ear assails. 
Upon whose twining odoriferous banks Athletes impatient tread in loamy clod. M vsteriously mixed with nearer sharp hurrahs, 
Specimens of strong and frail humanity | Sweet girlettes begin to wish themselves at | And cries of, “Who are you a-shovin’ of ?” 
Swarm to see the fair-fought yearly race ; | home, Angry and joyous shouts now rend the air, 
Lark, gamble, thieve, fight, eat and Grink, | The coster fiercely blows his pipe, and cusses Bonnets and bobbing hats somewhat obscure 
(nd spoon while munching tarts or cracking | Because the rival crews come not my view, 

nuts ew ; Then for a short space Miss I’hyllis, of the Still emerging from foul smoke in distance 
Yet, perhaps twere well to do so, Glitter. seen 


"Tis dear, though dirty, Father Thames. 


Methinks I will unto that tow-path hie 


Becomes the very idol of the moment. 
It seems idolatry, with some excuse, 


the words, 


"Tween brave old Barnes and merry Mort- To worship such a lily tinged with pink and “One hon ’em’s won.” “Which?” Oh 
; \ I ’ 


lake. gold. 


It was visiting day ata Board School, and among the good benevo- 
| lent folk who attended the yvala happened to be a most influential 
ratepayer known to be rather richer than 
Croesus. Judged from his unkempt, tangled 
appearance, no stranger would have thought 
him a wealthy man, Still, the fact was in- 
controvertible. For a long time the rich 
ratepayer was quiet as a lamb, and watched 
proceedings with keen silent interest, when 
unexpectedly he arose with a wicked twinkle 
in his eye, and shouted in a ringing voice, 
‘ Now let's make things nice and smooth and 
easy. Look here, my bhoys, 8 pposin’ | takes 
Pou! lasses of ‘ot rum every night re 


lockwork, how many do that make hin a 


Veal \ bobto the boy as answers right fust. 
Second nearest guess, a tanner. Third. three 
browns. Fourth, a At this point t 


‘7 . , 
CQHIthHY TIA { war gran ad by fhree cler J Uj- 





, ; 
, 7 . . ‘ : mT . *) 
men and two elder y ladies. Gently hut firmly he was hustled into 
j . "ss = ‘ , P ’ ’ 
an ante-room, and fhe stouter of the elder u adi © #ar on his head fi 


i ; , , , ’ 
a quarte ‘or an HOUT OF xv. Tle left the show ooking man and wu orn, 


GILDED Jubilee sixpences are still being palmed off very freely as 
half-sovercigns, and a number of poor folks are using curdling swear- 
words anent the faked-up tanners. Among the many Jubilee imbe- 
cilities perpetrated, the issue of these absurd coins will not be quickly 
forgotten by many of Her Majesty's subjects. 


M. LEVEN, of the Socicteé de Biologie, is of opinion that exceeding 
chubbiness in the human is a nervous disorder, which ought to be 
treated by a diet of egg-flip and milk, coloured with pineapple rum. 
M. Leven must have sprung from some wise man who came from the 
(y east, for his view is thoroughly endorsed by a large number of 
obese humans, who love the good things of this world. 





Heving on’y knows!” 








A “SCHOOL of Marriage” has been started in New York, in which 
yirls are carefully taught how to fit themselves for the serious duties 
of married life. Calisthenics in the shape of copper-stick and broom- 
handle exercise of course form an important item in the education. 
The damsels are taught how to skirmish round tables and hide behind 
doors. ‘The aged, worn-out ex-tragedian, who pantaloons as the dis- 
reputable and intoxicated husband, is thickly padded from head to 
foot; still he gets badly bruised at times, and hints that playing as 
one of the crowd in a harlequinade is a preferable job. 


‘SATISFACTION conduces to sleep,” says an eminent physician. So 
does reading art criticisms: but then the satisfaction is so con- 
foundedly infinitesimal to the patient. 


AN Arab burglar, after being sentenced by an Indian magistrate to 
tWo yeal 3’ imprisonment, thought fit to throw his shoe at the beak’s 
head. The Oriental crib-cracker proved himself to be a poor shot, 
ind his little fling added two years on to his sentence. Indian 
mayistrates, who suffer from curried liver, are not to be chucked at 
ith impunity. 


> 


AN alleged counterfeit coiner, who was arrested recently by a con- 
stable, resented his capture by knocking out a couple of the ofticer’s 
front teeth. The policeman now has no doubt_as to his prisoner 
being a most accomplished “smasher.” 


Woolpack. “That young Rawumber, who's just left us, is by no 
means an idiot.’ Spelter. ‘Well, I agree with you. He is by no 
means an idiot—/for an artist!” 





“WHAT! one shilling and sixpence for your Welsh-rarebit ?” cried 
Potterson. ‘That's a very heavy charge, Liverby, isn’t it?” “A 
trivial item,” replied Liverby, in a melancholy tone. “I calculate, 
including the doctor's fees, that every Welsh-rarebit I eat costs me 
the thick end of fifteen guineas, I'm always laid up for several days 
afterwards,” 





I catch a glimpse of flashing oars, and hear 
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MATRIMONIAL ARITHMETIC. 


But, ah! if it chance that the Honourable Ned 
Should blacken the eyes of the Marquis Whozoo, 
The sapient Law must then fain shake its head ; 
It can’t judge, of course, a swell hullabaloo 
Offhand, as it does with our friend Coster Bill, 
For how would Society feel if the Law 
Didn't spin out such cases—while newspapers fill 
Whole columns with scandal that’s certain to draw? 
Then hurrah for the Law! the beautiful Law, 
The grandest invention the world ever saw, 








Apropos de —— 
[A daily paper, referring to a recent assault case, says, “ It would be ifra dig. for 
a case in which a peer is concerned to be dismissed in as short a time as one in 
which humbler individuals are the parties.”] 


| 


OH, a marvellous thing is our good British Law, 
That’s wondrous and old as our grand Constitution, 
And those who would seek to find there a flaw 
Are always obliged to retreat in confusion. 
It’s the safeguard and cure for all kinds of mishaps, 
It’s gentle—sometimes—as the newly-born baby. | ; . We're fill 
It remedies all kinds of evils—perhaps, Khe triumph Of ages. We re Siled with quent awe 
And it treats both the poor and the rich alike—maybe! At this wonderful institution 
Then hurrah for the Law! our fine British Law. == = 
The grandest invention the world ever saw, | “No Sweets.” 
Tho trit ra f ’e’re filled with such awe ee 
The triumph of ages! We're filled with such aw | sat in it atetencetak Waltes hatte Mae Wikis ened « 
confectioner, by the name of Meakin, for breach of promise. The 


At this wonderful institution! 
e story “according to Webster,” awarded her fifty 
Sarah expected, probably, that, among other 











When Billy the coster indulges his ire | Jury, believing th 
| pounds damages. 


By wrathfully giving his kids a good kicking, 
Or pitching his grandmother on to the fire, — 
Or giving his “ missis” an extra hard licking, 
The Law sternly frowns, and William is haled 
sefore the “old beak,” who gives Mister Billy 
Six months then and there—for the Law's never failed 
To settle a coster right off, willy-nilly. 
So hurrah for the Law! our fine British Law! 
The grandest invention the world ever saw, 
The triumph of ages! We're filled with great aw 
At this wonderful institution! 








t hind himself’ (to acrn 


GH To CoRRESPONDENTS. oie 
Wwe anwd a6 


uwledae. return 


sweets, a confectioner would have in stock the sweets of matrimony, 
but she should have borne in mind the ultimate fate alike of pro- 
mises and pie-crusts. The defendant eventually “took the cake” by 
marrying his stepmother’s sister, so becoming, we suppose, his own 


uncle. 


Mrs. PODMORE is much exercised in her mind at the domestic | 
unhappiness revealed daily in the police-courts. She has been mar- | 
ried to her “oll man” for over twenty-seven years, and they have 
* like Darby and Jones.” 


always lived tovether, she says, 








or naw for Contrmut s in no case will they he returned unless 
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A STORM BREWING. 
Lderly Brideqroom.—* NEVER READ SUCH TRASH IN MY LIFE. COULDN'T HAVE BELIEVED THAT BARTLES WOULD HAVE 
MADE SUCH A FAILURE WITH HIS FIRST SPEECH IN THE BOARD Room.” 
Youthful Bride. —‘AH! YOU SHOULD HAVE LADY MEMBERS IN YOUR FUSTY OLD VESTRY, JONAS. SAY WHAT YOU LIKE, 
WOMEN CAN SPEAK FAR MORE CLEVERLY THAN MEN.” 
bk. BL. QuITE RIGHT, MY DEAR. I'VE HEARD AND SEEN YOU BULLY YOUR LADY’S-MAID WHEN YOU HAVE HAD AT LEAST 
FIFTEEN PINS IN YOUR MoutH. NO LIVING MAN COULD ACCOMPLISH SUCH A FEAT AS THAT.” 
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wroved effective in all those cases in which we ‘Vnite as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch PU R E A N D 
* , ; " ryt " ’ That i t , . 
have prescribed it.'’— J. /edicad /’ress. ior Spurt. the pormts being rounded by a new process, " | 
‘ Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample SOLUB! E. 


S/0, 4/6, and 11/- Of all Chemiete. | 5c Gwent 7stamp to C. Brannaves and Co.'s 
, ORKS, RMINGHAM : or to their rolesale $4 'W ica ( lh 
| FWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Training for the Race. | Mhe trainer racks his brains about Fare Trade. 
rhe winning of the race. THE aristocratic tradesman is one of the 


(SEE CARTOON.) 





ai celina deaaiil Redline sealing | marked features of our modern civilization. 
tAINING, training ’ a | ¢" » denreciati and ” , re 
Hard to reduce his weight Less than he used to do, re the ag 2° arg of land’ nap any 
I ° P . y M .] Ie > -_ 
Perhaps John Bull deplores just Dow John Bull perchance will think his way $e ” vee oe a tee sggniselig an 
H ake “pirertngl in whiten aul ikem toe + _ merce? Anyhow, the highborn ones of this | 
8 present ailered Blale ; But ecaling scaling | realm no longer confine their business energies | 
} ‘ ‘ ~* ‘ : a ' 


Training, training 
Mayn't be a treat, but yet 
lis myht he should discover how 


to “ tinkering the constitution,” but find more | 
| profitable outlets for them in (among other | 
occupations) the proprietorship of hansom 


Many pounds less, he'll find 
rhis sort of sweating system may 


. . . it} cron? “) bined! j 
pO pane Sas Suunic Devt, eras eee cals. Very sensible! Could there bea fitter oc- 
Hailing, hailing , cupation for men of “rank” and “standing ”? | 
Hard as he’s trotting by, ADDING INSULT TO INJURY.—It is quite . 
“ave Mr. Goschen’s shouting out true that the Negus objects to, and cries out WE know a caricaturist so imbued with his 
hncouragements to try ; | avainst, the Italians establishing a port at art, that he “takes off” his boots every— 
Hailing, hailing } Massowah; but is that any reasen for call- | well, nearly every—night in the week ; say, 


lv'ry advance in pace, ing him Port-w(h)ine Negus, | six out of seven. 
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‘‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 





Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.C. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Lord Hartington here with 


his | (3) “House closed” for the Easter va- 


(7) New methods of shutting up oysters 


| (5) Behold a boozed boot black bewil- 
are planned, 


: i ‘ Inf 6] fout the cold. 
cation, one sees. dered, but bold, fou 


hammer a the mn. ah jollit | Let's hope that nor’-Easter won't He adopted * rum” tactics to keep | Which regen A a pate those who 
a ha ting orry M.P.s. travo! little Randolph—to praise | ear teeinghr sere 
(2) The modern hire system caused | ey ' (¢) Bravo} ine | (8) Charlie Harris, of Drury and Gaiety 
hirers of late : | (4) Behold a march past in the pit SETS ee ok» as Nie °? ¥ >= " fis {Harris ing game 
To denounce t!} whole method in rain. peful ay lor ve attack upon Indian | p IATIC, 7 .. y+ f mare ig w . : 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





HE VAUDEVILLE.—*‘* As I was 
a-sayin’,” when space, in its cha- 
racteristically rude manner, cut 
me short last week, you are not 
likely to find a daintier Joseph's 
Sweetheart than Miss Kate Rorke. 
She has only one desperately strong 
scene to deal with—and she could 
scarce give better account of it— 
but “strong scenes ” are not always 
the surest test of ability (though 
a pretty fair test in their way, per- 
haps); it is the delicacy of touch, 
tact, and instinctive sense of pro- 
portion, that reveals the mime by 
nature, and makes Miss Rorke’s 
thoughtful and truthful imperso- 
nation so thoroughly charming. 
Miss Vane’s grip of Lady Booby is 
no less thorough and convincing. 
The skill with which she steers the 
character, neither giving offence 
nor losing an atom of the necessary 
colour, is altogether admirable. 
Miss Kliza Johnstone speaks her Slipslopisms with due unconsciousness, 





THE VAUDKVILLE.—VANE SHOW. 


Mr. F. THORNE’s Ap Griffith is a capital, unexaggerated perform- 
ance, and Messrs. William Rignold, Cyril Maude, Scott Buist, and 
J.&. Blythe—the latter strikingly effective, but too noisy—are all 
rather more than “up to the mark.” The Varson's Cottage and the 
Ranelagh Gardens are two clever bits of scenic management, 


THE SAvoy.—Ever and anon cometh one (or even two), with much 
* |-could-an’-I-would ’-ness in the look, revealing secrets concerning 
the coming Gilbert-Sullivan opera. And later cometh such as con- 
tradicteth or elaborateth as seemeth best in their eyes, and the tattlers 
and delighters in small chatter are mighty important therewith ; 
but the wise regardeth them not, awaiting events, refusing to dull his 
appetite with snacks in between. Meantime, to fill up what time 
they can till the happy day when the new opera putsin its appearance, 
The Pirates of Penzance have been putiinto possession, 


It’s a capital piece, The Pirates, and, although the bloom is off it 
(of course), it seems likely enough to do its duty on the present occa- 
sion. Mr. Robertson is a weak singer (though sweet enough), and 
perhaps a worse actor; but Miss Ulmar’s singing is really very much 
above the average of light opera. Nature has not given her all the ful- 
neas of tone desirable, but “it’s the 
atyle as does it.” The florid nature 
of Mabel’s music makes it a 
strongish test, too,inaway. This 
particular floridness, by-the-way, 
is, no doubt, the musician's little 
joke, and I always allow myself 
to be a good deal tickled by the 
burlesque. It requires ever 80 
slight a touch of exagyeration to 
give it point, however; and I've 
never met the singer with the self- 
sacrifice todo it. It would “ vive 
her away, by diverting (“divert- 
ing "is good in this connection !) 
attention from her technical skill, 
60 who is there will blame her? 


THE piece is about as wel! 
sustained in its whimsicalities as 
any one of the series, and the hu- 
mours of the ludicrously stolid 
sergeant of police (to which Mr, 
Barrington:scems little less than 
born); the “fitness” of the 
Major-General to Mr. Grossmith’s rather defined range of humour ; 
the robust and appreciative performance, as well as finished singing, 
of the Pirate King, as given by Mr. Richard Temple ; the likewise 
uncommonly good singing of Miss Rosina Brandram ; the piquant 
sprightliness of Miss Jessie Bond—albeit she begins to show signs of 
acquiring the penalty of popularity, and indulging atrifle overmuch 
in nods and becks, and wreathed smiles ; and the intelligent backing- 





THE SAvVoy.— MABEL—AS NEAK AS 
I'MABLE TO MANAGE, 








up of Mr. R. Cummings, Miss Kavanagh and Miss Lawrence keep 
the ball of merriment rolling vigorously. 


SANGER'sS.—Mr. Macdermott’s comic song—I beg his pardon, five- 
act drama (but it’s like a comic song)—called Racing, put in its 
second appearance in London here on the 19th. It still has the 
advantage of Miss Fannie Leslie’s cleverness and ability in the part 
of the protean and ubiquitous youth, and is well enough done all 
round, The piece is a joke. 


PRINCE’S HALL, PICCADILLY.—Dr. Lind is giving his “ Entertain- 
ment of Magic” here just now. Some conjuring tricks of an ordinary 
kind (cleverly enough executed), the usual experiments in “ mental 
magnetism and mesmerism,” which never affect anybody you happen 
to know, and a clever exposition of the oft-exposed Davenport 
Brothers trick, comprise a programme entertaining enough in its way, 


Nops AND WINKS.—WMcea culpa! mea culpa! Messrs. Lestocq 
and Stephens’ piece, Through the Fire, was not produced at the Opera 
Comique (as I was led to believe), nor anywhere else, before it saw 








DRURY LANE.— Manager of the Menagerie (loq.).—* Y es, Pussy's done pretty 
well ; but—we'll trot out the racer for a run, now.” : 


the light at the Strand the other evening. I looked it up afterwards 
and “found it not so, as my informant told me, oh,”’—at least, I 
couldn't find any trace of it, and one of the authors has since con- 
firmed my impression. Moral: never trust anybody’s information 
but your own, and not that a/ways.—Mr. George Sanford took his 
annual benefit at St. James's Hall last Wednesday week, and as he isan 
excellent singer with a capital voice, and put forth a good pro- 
gramme, I’ve no doubt he did well.—Miss Helen Barry, prior to her 
departure for America, will give a farewell matinée at the Prince of 
Wales's, presenting, with a good cast, Mr. Malcolm Watson’s four- 
act drama //eld Asunder.—Mr. J. F. Nisbet's Dorothy Gray is to 
be tried at the Princess's on the 10th prox., in the afternoon. When 
the Jlansom (Cah leaves off running she is to take its place—supposing 
she is found to be strong enough for the situation.—There have been 
a good many Union Jacks flaunting in the breeze during the last week 
or two, but the Messrs. Gatti will run up their own particular “ glo- 
rious rag "’ just whenever it is required, and without asking anybody's 
leave, moreover. How like the original British article! And quite 
right, too.—The runof Puss in Bovts having come to an end. A Run 
of Luck will again be the order of the day at “ Old Drury” ( Good Old 
Drury Lane) until the Opera comes marching on again.—By-the-way, 
“ brother Charles ” takes his benefit at the Gaiety on Thursday morning 
in next week, commencing at one o'clock sharp, and ending (look at 
the programme) goodness knows when. An act each of Monte Cristo, 
Junr., Billee Taylor, and Frankenstein will be “padded”’ with the 
Moore and Burgess Minstrels, Madame Katti Lanner’s “Children,” 
Mr. Fernandez ina recitation, Mr. C. Lauri in a “sketch,” M. Van 
Biene on a violoncello, The Two Macs on their beam ends—(mostly), 
and Misses Marie Tempest, Violet Cameron, and Clara Perry, and 
Messrs. Ben Davies and Herbert Campbell “with songs.” In Billee 
Taylor, there will be a wonderful hornpipe danced by Misses Letty 
Lind, Lillian Price, Sylvia Grey, and Phyllis Broughton, and Messrs. 
D’Auban and Ross. “On'y fancy!"—Did you like the dresses in As 
you like it at the Novelty, and the Zunchback at the Prince of Wales's? 
Messrs. L. and H. Nathan did ‘em.—P.S. Just a line to say that Mr. 
Pinero’s comedy (a real “ good 'un” in most respects), was produced 
last Wednesday at Terry's with every appearance of success. More 
about it next week. NESTOR. 
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NOTHING SERIOUS. 






































. He seemed a nice young gentleman enough,” “But after a time I noticed him looking as if be was 
said Mary Ann. “He used to go past reg’lar every uneasy in his mind—muttering too! 
morning. 





“Then he got to walking along very strange 
like, 
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: : : * And next day he uses such terrible langwidge that 
“ : we Y ° . 
And one morning I see his beautiful moustache I took the protection of the strong arm of the law. 


act!’ 





had been took off. ‘Why,’ says the gent, ‘it’s only my curse in the third the city. 
tache has growed beautiful!” 


“For you see, cook, he was a hamateur theatrical 
gentleman, and nsed to get up his part as he went to 


He's all right again now, and his mous- 





I admire still more ze Terriers, and zat is vy I find myself amongst ze ' 
gay dogs at ze Hall of St. Stephen in your Aqvarium of Vestminstare. Gams. 


Sare, | have seen many terriers, merci ze courteous M. Cruft. You 
have not, sans doute, enough space for ze entire catalogue (for vy do 
not zey call it ze dogalogue ?), but I must tell you how much I admire 
your breed of terriers of ze fox, for zeir tails vich is grow in a lovally 


zeir tan marks. Awssi your vire fox terriers, 80 call, I believe, because 
zey vire into everysink on legs from ze fox to ze tables. 





ze Airedale terrier, and I undarestand how bad a quarter of an hour | : 
ze Velsh terriers give ze Velsh rabbit as a matter of course. I am 80 | 
much struck vit ze condition of ze dogs zat are fed upon Spratt's, zat | 
I am determine I vill buy a terrier of my own and feed him upon ze | Powers at the present time, 


° _ ' 
entire bloater, so zat he vill, as you say, take ze cake. 1 see ze dog I | are out of joint! 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER GOES TO THE DOGS. | sink I vill buy : he is ze terrier of bulls. Nozzing vill cow him. A 
SARE MON REDACTEUR,—You know so vell how I so much admire | gentleman who admire him say he knew his dam. I go and stroke 
ze Terrys, Ellen as vell as Edvard, zat you vill not be surprise to hear | him. He put his legs betveen his tail, also my fingare betveen his 
~ diy ; ’ teeth and—voila / I do not have zat dog. But he have several more 


Mon médecin he tell me I reqvire tonic to stand your climate, I must | F 
take bark. I take it on Tuesday amongst ze leetle dogs, of whom | A Solid Vote. 

have collect many tales. ° ‘Mrs. Paweett, writing in the National Keview, saya that women are more likely 
“i than men to “aim at going in solid for the Ten Commandmenta,”] 


WHILE we know that naughty man, 
From Beersheba to far Dan, 
Will laugh and snap his fingers at the Venerable Ten, 
crop, and who, poor sings, have been 80 much tanned zat zey show iver ready with excuse 
( As he plays the very deuce 
With these troublesome restrictions on the “ little flings” of men— 


I must not forget ze masher—ah, no! I mean Dandie Dinmont, some Woman takes the other side, 
of vich are called pepper dogs, and oszares ze mustard, parceque zey As she boasts with proper pride 
are all hot membares, and vill not allow ze salt to be put upon zeir That she heads her self-styled master by going “the whole hog ;” 
tails. Ze terriers of Skye zey are naturellement of heavenly beauty. And while he will lightly laugh 
So are ze Scotch, especially Dinah Doe, to whom I remark ven she At the Ten, his better half 
try to give me ze collare, “Dinah, don’t.” I am struck vit ze air of Is determined to vote solid for her favourite Decalogue. 


THE Kussian Army is the bone of contention among the Great 


This bone is dislocated, hence the times 
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Hin my Sunday era, 

Tries the Ladies’ Tormentor— I felt wuss, nor betterer. 
’EKaving bless the hinwenter ! Which I baskt in the sun, 
Then with smokes, beer, and | And wolfed a Bath bun ; 


1 When I seemed to revive, 
I trots the ‘ole ‘og ; 


And feel quite halive 
And seed 'Arriet a-grinnin’ To go in for 7 
When my head went a-spinnin’. | As a masher 


To 'Ampstead I | What with pork pies, hetcet- 
1S ce clothes ; ‘ 4 
| 
i 


id ort. 


‘ARRY'S ‘OLIDAY. 





And ses, “* Those ere tears, 

Har globules hof gin— 

I'll straight run yer in.” 

I soon were bailed hout, 

And drank two pots o’ stout, 
But next mornin’ in bed, 

Felt a pain round the ’ed ; 

And a crusty old beak 

Growled, “ Ten bob or a week!” 


So I chucks round my kisses, 
A-thinkin’ this bliss is ; 

Till hup comes a bloke 

Who gives me a poke 

Hon my classikal nose, 

And some very hard blows 
Which closed my moist heyes. 
Then attrack by my cries, 

A stern peeler appears, 











HEART-STRICKEN. 
BEHOLD, the beauty of the ball 


yy 
















of mine !) 

See, there she sitteth by the wall— 
Delightful, dainty—yea, divine ! 
| would that I could call her 

mine. 


uy) ? 


My form is graceful, I am told, 


praise ; 
I'm thirty-eight—that isn’t old ! 
She's twenty, p’r’aps,and some odd 
days, 
And dazzling to mere human 
gaze | 


O, were I not observ- 
ed, I would 
. My fervent love for 
L her oa : 
‘\ But that, alas! would 
} . be no good— 
(0 do be calm, fond, 
I beating heart !) 
She's rich, while I’m 
(ah, woe is me!) 


M.C. 








Wy are the morals of Salt Lake City absurd ?—Because they are 
Utahly ridiculous. 








m 
ane (Down, down, O fluttering heart | 
| Barbarossa, the last Emperor of Old Germany, slept through the centuries in his 
' chamber overlooking the Rhine. He was only to awaken when his faithful knights 


| Germans interpret this as an allegory. The ravens were the fickle Princes of the 


And my deportment all must | 





A mere professional | 


To the Emperor Frederick III. 
(THE NEW BARBAROSSA.) 
(“ Der alte Barbarossa Der Kaiser Friedrich. According to the legend, Frederick 


told him that the ravens came back from the other side of the Rhine. Patriotic 


Rhine who were continually intriguing and leaguing with France. When they 
were true to Germany, that is, flew back from French intrigue, they made the 
complete Fatherland, and United Germany woke up once more to Empire and an 
Emperor, as it did after the last war.”] 

Not thee to mount a throne ’midst din of war, 

Not thee to stand alone, distinct afar, 

In maze of dazzJing diadem and purple, blind, 

From kindly instincts keeping from thy kind. 


But save at duty’s call, swift sword in hand, 

The Teuton hosts led on for Fatherland. 

Thy kindly heart then bid all battle cease, 

And taught “the way of God, the path of peace.” 


Once sleeping nation, with thy lord arise 

To peaceful work—come, turn thy war-dimmed eyes 
To ete joys than empty fame incline ; 

Be bold in Progress as the flowing Rhine. 


No more with shout of strife, with burning brand, 
Yell forth the war-song of the Fatherland— 

Oh, Kaiser, pray them turn to peaceful lays, 

And change the laurel for the wreath of bays. 








StncE Vanderbilt, the American millionaire, has engaged a French 
chef at a salary of 40,000 dollars per annum, other Yankees who have 
made their pile meander about redolent of garlic, lest it should be 
suspected that they are not in a position to keep foreign cooks. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE NOBLE PROFESSION. 


HIGH-MINDED PHYSICIAN 
(A.). Ach! My sovereign 
is ill! What a great—— 

INNOCENT ONE. Yes— 
dear! dear! What a great 
calamity for you who are 
so devoted to him, isn’t it ? 

H.-M. P. Eh? Cala- 
mity? No, that. wasn't 
precisely the word I meant 
to use. “Slice of luck” 

—that’s the expression. 

Why, it'll be the making 

of me! Don’t you see, 

I’ve a pet theory about 

the very identical disease 

he is suffering from; and 
if I can contrive to prove 
the superiority of my pet 
theory over the pet theory 
of High-minded Physician B., why, it'll make my fortune—see ? 

I. O. Yet methinks I detect a teardrop of sorrow in your eye. 

H.-M. P. (A.). Bless your soul, it isn’t a tear; it’s a twinkle of 
triumph. What a sell for B.! I will at once repair to the palace— 
I am all eagerness—I am on tenter-hooks. 

I. O. To cure your sovereign, of course ? 

H.-M. P.(A.). Eh? Sir, if the cure of my sovereign and the 
triumph of my theory are reconcileable, I shall feel it a holy and 
cherished duty to cure him ; if not—well, however painful it may be 
to my feelings——- Ach! Donner-wetter! There is that beast and 
quack of the opposed pet theory. If he triumphs over me I will 
wring his nose and ram his pipe down his throat. Here, you! You 
who call yourself a physician ! 

H.-M. P. (B.). What is it, you wretched quack ? 

H.-M. P. (C.). You’re right there; only you might have included 

yourself under the title. 

H.-M. P. (D.). So might you! You’re all three a set of —— 

Chorus of HiGH-MINDED PHYSICIANS. Get out, you idiot! What 

do yow call yourself? If you poke forward your fool of a theory 

Plli——_ Get out with your quack nonsense! Let go my hair, you 

fool! There, take that! How will that suit you? Yah! that's 

improved the shape of your ugly nose! Donner und Blitz! Yow! 

Hooroo ! 

I. O. Pray, hush! My dear sirs, aren’t you aware that your patient 

has been ordered absolute quiet ? 

Chorus of H.-M. P.’s. Eh? Oh!—hang our patient! Do you sup- 
se we haven't anything to think about but our blessed patient? 
‘e’ve our own interests to look after—our pet theories. Yow! Blut 
und Pest! Here’s a foreign physician been called in, He shan't 
attend the patient—our beloved: sovereign—whatever happens. Chuck 
him out! Barricade the door! Yell at him! Throw all the things 
in the room at him—smother him with the patient’s pillows! Yah! 
Yow! Hooroo! . oreto’  ~ 
Chorus of CERTAIN LOYAL AND DEVOTED SuBJEcTs. Yah! We'll 
kill the foreign physician if we get him down our court! He shan’t cure 
oursovereign. Kh? What? 
‘*‘ Where’s our devotion to 
our sovereign?” Blow our 
sovereign; we've got 
other things to think 
about—our national pre- 
judices. 








* + — * 
I. O. Ha, Mr. High- 
Minded Physician, 1’m 
glad to see this change. 
How tenderly you devote 
yourself to yon form 
on the couch of sickness 
—how silent is the cham- 
ber! With what anxious 
solicitude you watch every 
breath, every movement 
of the prostrate one! 
This is, indeed, a blessed 
' change! What a good 
thing you have come to your senses at last! 
H.-M. P. What? Come to my senses-- what do you mean? 
I. 0. Why, I mean this most desirable change in your conduct 





H.-M. P. Sovereign? Oh, bless your innocence !—yon form 
on the couch of sickness is not my sovereign ; it’s my Pet THEORY. 
I. O. Oh, then it is in a bad way? 
H.-M. P. Well, the fact is that the poor thing has been proved 
utterly false and pernicious, and condemned by every person of in- 
telligence ; but I'm still in hopes of bringing it round and applying 
it to my beloved sovereign. 


. * o _ . * 

I. O. I say, you may as well let that Pet Theory of yours ex as 
your beloved sprain has quite recovered. 233 ay 

H.-M. P. You den’t say that! 

I. O. I do, indeed. Perfectly restored to health! 

H.-M. P. What? And not by my Theory? Teufelsniigel ! 

{. O. You don’t seem too glad! Here, you are putting on the 
wrong clothes—you are attiring yourself all over in crape. 

H.-M. P. Yes, I am in mourning for my Pet Theory. 


aaa 
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Irreparable Breaches. 


“WHAT! only five pounds damages, gentlemen!” ejaculated the 
fair plaintiff in a racy breach of promise case. “Oh! gentlemen of 
the jury, you are too cruel. Why, a fiver wouldn't pay for the pear! 
powder and blossom of roses the defendant has kissed off my face. 
It’s too awfully unkind, it is.” She then manifested signs of- having 
a powerful fit of hysterics. “May I offer the lady a snift out o’ this 
‘ere smellin’ bottle, my lord?” asked a sympathetic juror, producing 
a large metal flask. “ What does it contain?” inquired his lordship. 
“White rum, only just under proof, with the least as is of cayenne 
pepper in it; and if that won't revive a female crockydile what is 
took wuss sudden—well, I won't sit on no juries, never no more!” 
The court was absorbed by the juror’s eloquence. When it aroused 
itself the fair plaintiff had vanished. 








THE DISGUISED MAGICIAN. 
AS PLAYED BY MR. GOSCHEN, 


“T LOVES yer holders of consols 
With a love wort lives for aye. 
New stocks for old, you see, I 
bring, 
You'll twig exchange will 


pay. 


“T'll give yer lengthy details, 
And then you'll soon 
hout 
I’m a poor but honest merchant, 
As is wanderin’ round about. 





“You may think I’m torkin’ 
tommy rot, 
And ham fond of argufyin’ ; 


But I on’y patter <r idm 
As if I wos a-dyin’. 


“Wort? can't quite see no 
argument ? 
Well! you are a set o’ mugs ; 
You wouldn't beleeve in beer 
Given gratus free in jugs. 


“In this pleasant little barter 
No cove need plank a brown ; 

It’s a felicitush harrangement, 
As needn’t raise a frown. 


“ My fake is sound as silver, 
I keeps nothink but good Stock— 
Now, jist move hon, you dirty boy, 
And cease to sneer and mock. 


“I’ve been smellin’ round them old consols, 
No oil won’t make ‘em work ; 

It’s a question jist of hequity 
I ain't a-goin’ to shirk. 


“ But ’ere’s the werry hoffer ! 
As I plainly makes you bold— 
So help my bob, I’m ready 
To exchange new stocks for old!” 


[ We owe aniapology to the ghost of a party who wrote “ Aladdin” a 
Sew thousand years ago.—KAd. Fun. } 

















towards your sovereign. 
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A MUCH MORE ATROCIOUS CHARACTER. 
(See late Police Reports ; or, for the matter of that, Police Reports all the year round.) 
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own recegnizances of—er—of one and twopence-halfpenny—to keep the peace for ten minutes.” 
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“Ab!” anid the magistrate, “Nearly killed his wife? Isthatall? You constables do bring persons here on such trivial pretexts. There—bound over in his 




















But it turned out that it was all a mistake—it wasn't really that charge at all against that prisoner. “Dearme! Oh! Tut, tut!” said the learned magis- 
trate; “kept his little boy from school! That's a eery different matter! What? Family without food? Boy suffering from bad ankle? Under treatment at 
the hospital? Oh!—ah! Five days’ imprisonment on bread and water, with plank bed.” 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 140. 
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A BIG MEASURE 
SALISBURY, RITCHIE, & CO’S., ENTIRE. 


JOHN BULL.—* WELL, IT DOESN’T LOOK BAD, BUT THERE’S A PRECIOUS LOT TO SWALLOW.” 


MESSRS. 
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A CHAPPY’S CHATTER. 


HE was a noble specimen of the good-natured chappy breed, and 
this is how he discoursed :—*“In days gone » Aeron bn fribbles, 
macaronis, and dandies held the town. 
-  _““~S Then came the period of gents, toffs, and 
/ 3 swells—that was a very bad epoch; but 
gradually their reign came to an end, and 
the reins of power passed into the hands 
of Johnnies, mashers, dudes, and chap- 
ies. 
: “ Now, I’m a chappy, don’t you know, 
and I intend to be achappy until the end 
of my days. See, I developed into a 
chappie as soon as chappyism burst forth 
upon the world, so it is only natural that 
I should wish to do my duty, and stick to 
my colours like a Trojan. 

“The mere Johnnie, the feeble dude, and 
the atrociously commonplace masher are 
not in it with a genuine English chappy. 

“ Great Scott! The fund of useful in- 
formation and the variety of sound opi- 
nions a sterling chappy’s knowledge-box 
contains are amazing. 

“Taking myself as an example, I can 
assure anybody who wishes to know that 
it is playing the common or garden ass to 
try and shave one’s-self in the morning 
after one has had a regular gaudy night 
out. I also opine that very young men 
are often like young green peas in shelling 
out easily. Twig? It’s gospel truth that 
I told dozens of outsiders, just out of pure 
yood-nature, that the Sullivan and Mit- 
chell performance would end in a draw ; 
and I often give fellows the straight tip 
that it ain’t always wise to pull up in a 
hansom just outside their governors’ doors. 

“Don't split; but I know the crib 
where the grandest: bull-terriers in the world can be picked up at fair 
prices just at present, and I’ve got the address of a Hebrew dealer 
who sells the best cigars that are to be bought in London, 

“It's a great pity the intelligence and critical acumen of chappies 
are not more af wera I consider Sir Charles Dilke to be a 
regular brick for having promised a donation of £350 to the funds of 
the Chelsea Free Library ; but why the doose don’t he give a chappy 
of my stamp carte blanche to select the books? I could put my 
hands on just the sort of literature suitable for them over there. 

“In certain classes of society a dead set is made against chappies. 
I opine that girls who work curiously-coloured cats and parrots in 
Berlin wool are very seldom gone on chappies. I've never noticed 
any pretty barmaids engaged in such an absurd occupation during 
their leisure moments. Chappies detest girls who fiddle with 
wool, 

“ Chappies have a lot of wear and tear. If ever you see a chappie 
of forty-five eating a jolly good square breakfast, put him down as 
another example of the ‘survival of the fittest.’ Some chappies are 
terribly sensitive. One I was very well acquainted with committed 
suicide because, in a fit of abstraction, he walked into a ball-room 
one bitterly-cold winter night wearing an old greatcoat, a red com- 
forter, anda pair of worsted gloves he'd borrowed from his dad to 
keep off chills. Another left this country and went to 'Frisco in 
consequence of his laundress sending home his linen badly starched 
and ironed. He swore a solemn oath in this very smoking-room that 
none but Chinese should get up his shirts, collars, and cuffs in future. 
A third became a gloomy misanthrope. 

“It seems that an actress on whom he was spoons sent him, in 
return fora most magnificent bouquet, a single mango as a present. 
Attached to the jar containing the East Indian fruit was a label on 
which she had written :— From Mabel to Toby. Mango!’ Toby 
required several doses of fire-water that night before he could feed. 
Yet he didn't turn a hypochondriac suddenly—no, he soured slowly, 
and at last disappeared into the deepest dungeon cell of a sanatorium, 
where lemon squash is considered a powerful stimulant. 

“There was another quaint chappy, whose nickname was ‘The 
Monk.’ He, too, has flitted away, gone and got married probably. 
‘The Monk’ played pranks with a solemn air, one of his favourite 
tricks being to take a couple of cold pork sausages into a swagger 
pawnbroker’s shop, and gravely ask ‘ Uncle’ what he was prepared to 
advance on them. Occasionally he would vary the performance by 
tendering two red-herrings of the very driest order. The memory 
even of those herrings makes me feel thirsty, Come and have a 
brandy-smash with a chappy.” : 


pe 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


On Monday the House of Lords found itself face to face with the 
beginning of its ending—or mending. The most noticeable feature 
of the discussion on Lord Rosebery’s motion was the unanimity of 
opinion among the that some change in their constitution is 
inevitable, though there is much diversity of opinion as to the nature 
of the change. Lord Wemyss, indeed, made a hot-headed, frothy 
oration of the “no surrender” pattern—in fact, took just the line 
that, if adopted generally by the Upper House, would hasten its 
destruction. In all probability the great reform in the Upper House 
will come from within its own walls, and in the same prosaic, quiet 
fashion of many other changes in our constitution ; for it is the fashion 
of John Bull to do in a quiet, business-like sort of way things that 
other nations are unable to accomplish without cannons and barricades. 
“ The old order passeth, giving place to new.” Though Lord Rosebery’s 
motion was lost, the division upon it showed that the peers’are awake 
to the fact that many of them and many of their privileges will soon 
have to disappear. 

Meanwhile, the Commons were considering for the “ first time of 
asking” the Local Government Bill. In other words, while the 
country is getting tired of the government of viscounts, it is expand- 
ing its system of county government. 

Doubtless the Tory of the old school is quite prepared for a deluge, 
a volcanic eruption, or an earthquake ; indeed, it is doubtful if each 
and all of these occurrences could cause him more consternation than 
the spectacle of a noble lord preaching reformation to his peers, and 
a Conservative Ministry introducing in the “other place” one of the 
most Radical measures ever laid before Parliament. Already in Con- 
servative ranks the Bill, with its local optional tendency, its inroads 
upon the sacred privileges of Bumbledom, and its vandal attitude 
towards the Turtles of the City, have earned it the appellation of 
“too Ritch-ie.” 

General satisfaction was felt at the intelligence that some measure 
of apology had been offered to Mr. Baggallay for the un- Warren-ted 
animadversions upon his conduct from Scotland Yard. Mr. Baggallay, 
however, Ernest by name, and earnest by nature, and the last man 
in the world to lose his head or his temper, will, doubtless, in future 
receive less piggish treatment at West Ham. 

Mr. Parnell on Wednesday submitted to the management his piece. 
“A New Way to Pay Old Debts.” Joe, determined to let everybody 
know he’s crossed the “ big drink, ’ calculates the Irish members have 
“caught on.” House replies, “ You bet!” and sergeant-at-arms immc« 
diately sends out to purchase a “salivarium” for the Jonathanised 
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ROSEBERY PREACHING THE REFORMATION OF THE LORDS. 


Joseph. Ultimately Mr. Parnell’s piece, so far from being put on the 
boards, was consigned to the sad limbo of so many other bids for 
managerial consideration. ° 

Lord Onslow, on Thursday, earned the smile of the “ cherub who 
sits up aloft,” by insisting that our ships shall be not only fully 
manned, but fully life-buoyed. Mr. Dillon was very cross with Sir 
Michael Hicks-Beach for being cross with Mr. Dillon for being cross 
with the soldiers who sang “ God save the Queen” on their march 
through Ennis. General unanimity between the ex-Attorney-General 
and the present on the Criminal Evidence Bill of the latter, enabling 
prisoners and their wives or husbands to open their mouths for the 
defence in all cases. 
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“CHANGES ARE LIGHTSOME.’ 


Squire.—“ OUT OF A PLACE AGAIN, SMITH? YOU NEVER SEEM TO KEEP ONE LONG!” 
Smith.—“ No, StR. IT’S BENEFICIAL TO THE ’EALTH TO VABY ONE’S HOCCUPATION, Sir!” 
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NEW LEAVES. 


TAKE time to read in Longman’s what Mr. Rider Haggard says 
about “She;” what Mr. Archer has to say in his third paper on 
“The Anatomy of Acting.” Read “Eve” and “Uncle Pierce,” and 
pull up “At the Sign of the Ship.”—In Jinsley’s you may well watch 
“A Witch of the Hills” and “ The Princess Fédor’s Pledge.”” Give an 
eye to “ Fashion’s Phases,” and you may be “Justly Rewarded.”— 
In Seribner’s scan over the second supply of “ Mendelssohn’s Letters.” 
You will also find “A Shelf of Old Books” not very dusty.—In the 
English Illustrated you will derive delight from journeying in 
“Coaching Days and Coaching Ways” and from studying “The 
English Art.” A successful effort has been made in Vhe Child's 
Pictorial to do what was so well attempted in The Day of Rest some 
years ago, to give good coloured pictures in a monthly journal.— 
Many minds look eagerly every month for The Dawn of Day, while 
others tranquilly await the coming of The Twilight Hour.—All the 
elegant and beautiful contrivances for varying female fashion, as seen 
in Le Follet, never get rid of the seemingly everlasting backward 
absurdities which appear to delight the ladies, and ladies delight to 
appear in, whether men laugh at them or no. There are ample stores 
for all requirements in the Religious Tract Society’s serials; and © 
Household Words is unstinted in both quantity and quality. A CRITERION. 

_ “The Advertiser’s A B C,” issued by Mr. T. B. Browne (163 Queen | Dressmaker.—“1 should recommend something in this style, 
Victoria Street). This portly volume is of world-wide interest, of Madam. I've just made one for myself, and it suits me admirably 
world-wide usefulness, and is deserving of world-wide distribution.— —every body says 80.” 

“ The Increase of Cancer,” by John Francis Churchill (David Stott). | _ RCT eee ese Se est, ee ee 
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The seriousness of the subject and prospective results are more ; 
suggestive of the ‘churchyard than the Church-’ill, but it is ably THERE is one kind of a sigh that even a lover does not want to 


treated from the author’s point of view. hear—A Cyclone. 
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ENICENAOCES. 


THERE has b2en a great deal of hubbub concerning Mr. Justice 
Grantham’s rec2nt “discovery” of the flogging statute of George IV., 
which gives judges the power to order 
any habitual criminal a sound thrash- 
ing. But on several occasions during 
the past few years Sir William Hard- 
man has practically shown that he 
knew of the existence of such a statute 
(or one perhaps older still) by sentenc- 
ing confirmed vagrants and beggars to 
the lash and birch. The fact of it is, 
we do not want to treat our criminals 
to too much “cat,” but just “cat” 
enough. Save us from judges whose 
crotchets and cranks override their 
common sense, and drive them into 
mad extremes | 


20% 





Claimant states 
that his lawyer will “shake all England 
in the course of a few weeks.” “Sir Roger” himself could much 
more easily cause Albion to tremble to her very foundations were 
he to visit our shores once more. The ex-convict’s legal adviser 
is a person of ordinary weight and dimensions only, whereas 
“ Roger's” size, since he has accepted the exalted position of a bar- 
tender in America, is simply elephantine. But, if the Claimant’s 
brain is not softening, he will remain where he is. Very few of the 
‘orny ‘anded sons of toil in this country care a pin about him now— 
in fact, he’s forgotten by them. From what other sources he expects 
to obtain shekels and sympathy, the saints only know. 


THE Tichborne 


Mrs. BELVA LOCKWOOD has given notice that she is aslick up 
and down straight candidate for the American Presidency. She 
signifies her intention of purifying the country on taking office, and 
has firmly made up her mind that all bad folks shall be made good, 
whether they like it or lump it. What will become of the parsons if 
this vigorous and virtuous lady gets full swing? We fear their 
occupation will be gone. 


AN eminent physician states that arsenic-eating is largely on the 
increase among women, and he also asserts that on the Continent the 
poison is frequently mixed with the food supplied by schoolmistresses 
to their boarders, in order that pupils may acquire pale, delicate 
complexions and plumpness combined. We should think that a long 
course of Bath buns and ginger-pop, supplied by shoddy British rail- 
way refreshment contractors, would have the same effect on the 
young ladies, and be less likely to lay the schoolmistresses open to 
charges of murder in the long run. 


FicuRes distinctly make it clear that the majority of ladies do 
not care to travel in railway carriages specially reserved for the 
“ weaker sex,” and are inclined to make raids on compartments 
specially set aside for smokers in the proportion of at least twenty to 
one. Without wishing to appear rude to the daughters of Eve who 
enter smoking compartments when there is plenty of accommodation 
set —_ for them, we must say that they really ought to be com- 
pelled, by a most stringent Act of Parliament, to puff cigarettes 
or “ penny smokes” during the journey. 


A LADY of seventy years recently married for the fifth time. The 
happy bride and bridegroom departed on their honeymoon amidst a 
shower of old shoes and snowballs. A gardener’s frost-bitten slipper, 
that had been used during many decades for coal-breaking purposes, 
crushed in the bridegroom's nose, while a hard chunk of frozen water 
shattered the bride's left eye, which happened to be composed of 
glass. A nice beginning for the young pair! Why are guests so 
violently obtrusive and officious aftera witiie has been successfully 
brought off? It must be the awful gooseberry champagne that works 
them up, and leads them on to acts of madness. 


“IF you suddenly rub a black cat's back in the dark, you can see 
the electricity fly,” said Stoodle to Podgers. An hour later Podgers 
called on his maiden aunt and tried the experiment. P. saw the cat 
fly, felt awful shocks, and then found he had received wounds. The 
chemist who plastered up P.’s right flipper advised him strongly to 
carry his arm in a sling for a week, and chuck up trying experiments 
concerning feline electricity in future. 
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A Monday-ne Lyric. 


DESCEND ye Nine! aid me to sing 
The praises of those hours that bring, 
Fun and frolic and rollicking, 

And let me laud that one day, 
When spring drives out old winter keen, 
And earth puts on her robe of green— 
What day, ye Muses, can I mean 

But glorious Easter Monday? 


Come forth, come forth, ye spruce young spark, 
Come too, ye smart smug city clerk, 
Come, masher, dressed up to the mark, 
In all your clothes of Sunday! 
Forget your ledger and your stool, 
Forget your billiards and your pool, 
Be free as boys let out from school, 
For it is Easter Monday ! 


Friend ’Arry, you will be “all there,” 
With ’Arriet by your side to share 
Your happiness, for sans the fair 
It would be a no-fun day. 
But ’Ampstead ’Eath’s rusticity 
Or Thames’ aquatic witchery 
Will be enriched if with your she 
You spend your Easter Monday. 


Alas! that to all happiness 

That comes in such a sportive dress, 

The holidayer must confess 
At last there follows one day 

When mirth and gaiety have fled, 

When purse is light and eyes are red, 

When lips are dry, and aches the head— 
Ah, Tuesday follows Monday ! 


























INGENUOUS YOUTH. 
; — School Boy.—“ Wot did yer tell him yer saw me done it 
or ” 
Second 8. B.—“’Cause I saw yer ; I wasn’t a-going to tell no lie.” 
First 8. B.—*“I didn’t want yer to tell no lie for me, but you 
might ‘ave said ‘ Yer didn’t know who done it!’” 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


THE LONDON SEASON, 


THE cabs are rattling on in every street, 
The carriages are crowding Rotten Row, 
Where smiling faces now we daily meet, 
The bright eyes sparkle and the soft cheeks glow. 
The play, the dance, and all the merry round 
Of sport and pastime, jocund song and fun, 
All bout the magic circle will be found, 
For now the London Season has begun. 


In every house we see the cheerful light 
That seems to speak of welcome and good cheer, 
There making joyous e’en the darkest night, 
While gladsome music floats upon the ear. 
We hear the clear voice in melodious song, 
We see the stalwart youth and maiden fair, 
And quick the little feet go tripping in the throng 
Of glad life in its beauty everywhere. 


Farewell to loit’ring in the shady dell, 

All sheltered where the rocky cliffs do frown ; 
To flirting, just a little bit with Nell 

While galloping across the breezy down. 
Farewell to salmon-fishing on the Tay, 

To heather-mantled moor and to the gun, 
From all the joys of country life away, 

Now that the London Season has begun. 





No more to loiter where the roses grow, 

There laughing, chatting with the young and fair. 
No more to see the fair cheek in a glow 

From game at tennis in the pure fresh air, 
No more on glassy lake the quiet sail, 

Now with the hounds we've had a farewell run, 
We doff the “scarlet” for the ‘‘ swallow-tail,” 

Now that the London Season has begun. 


Farewell to rambling on the sandy shore, 
To sailing yachts upon the fitful sea ; 

To wandering where we heard Niagara roar, 
Or gathering wild field blossoms on the lea. 
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Farewell to each and all the pleasant ways, 
When fancy led where’er we chose to roam, 
Farewell to e’en the cosier rainy days, 
The beauty and the merry time at home. 


Now back we come to swell the London throng, 
Its turmoil and its rushing to and fro, 

To watch, and maybe join, the dance and song 
In all its mirthful, fitful ebb and flow. 


Where youth and beauty revel in their fun, 
We marvel what fair faces will look wan 
Ere this new London Season shall be done! 











AN UNINTENTIONAL JOKE. 


Rector’s Daughter —“1I DIDN'T SEE YOUR HUSBAND AT OUR PENNY 
READINGS LAST TIME.” 

‘WELL, NO, Miss. YER SEE, MISS, HE’D GOT A NASTY COLD A- 
COMIN’ ON, AND I SAYS, IF YOU'RE A-SITTIN’ AT HOME THERE WITH 
A SINGING IN YER EARS, YOU DON'T WANT TO GO OUT TO NO PENNY 
READINGS.” 
And here, as now the merry scene we scan, ete E ——— ; ——— - ~: . 

“CALL yourself an actor?” exclaimed one Thespian to another. “ Wh 
everybody says you can’t hold a candle to me ;” and the other answered, “ Well, 
chappie, I never was particularly fond of holding a candle to the devil.” 








THE BRITISH BLIZZARD! 


OuR climate! Our climate! Why, we never had aclimate! We 
never have any summer and we never have any winter. Our seasons 
are only lukewarm roast ducks with changeable sauce, neither fish, 
nor fowl, nor anything else. Why, as to spring, what was it last 
year? Why, at Easter, when the sun shone a bit, I thought I’d take 
a run abroad to get away from the east wind. Well, it was snowing 
in Germany, and when I came back it was eastward again. Season- 
able weather, some imbeciles say! I should like the idiots who talk 
about seasonable weather to be dressed up in canvas—paupers’ canvas 
only—all the year round, and then they'd see how they’d relish the 
seasons. What’s our summer like, I should like to know? Two 
months’ hot weather, just enough to dangerously relax your liver, 
and then cold winds to congest em again. I don’t think much of 
Mackenzie being the best throat doctor in the world. No throat man 
could have such a practice as in this confounded climate. If 
you pull up the window, it’s bronchitis. If you put your head 
in the coal-cellar, it’s influenza from the chill. If you go out 
to get a bit of dinner comfortably at the Café Royale, and you 
have to wait two minutes for a hansom, it’s next door to an inflam- 
mation of the lungs. I positively hate, loathe, and detest this 
climate, and I’m bound to say that I always did. Why, we had to 
give a dollar to have the roof and doorsteps and pavement cleaned. 
That’s a nice state of affairs, indeed ! 

Where's the Board of Works, I should like to know? One comfort 
is, that beggar Jones was nearly crushed the other day—he ! he !—by 
a lump of snow thrown over a roof coping. It nearly settled him. 





| brisk, sharp weather. As if any sane creature wanted brisk weather, 
except in general boys who go sliding on gutters, and very properly 
get their ears boxed for so doing when they get home to their masters. 
Our page-boy last week broke his left arm from sliding on the 
gutters. He was taken to the hospital. 
wretch! He won't be able to go picking so readily at my lunch 
when it’s standing in the hall. 1 hear they've fined a School Board 
master for over-caning a boy. Why, this is the very weather for 
caning boys. When their shins are tender from the cold, it’s the very 
time for it. I never see a red-eared errand boy sliding in the gutter, 
and talking about “keeping the pot a-boiling,” but what I yearn 
to beat him and send him snivelling off. I hate boys, and always 
did, And I hate this weather, confound it! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 


Passing the Needles. 


TALK about pins and needles, and getting the needle when one can’t 
stand on one’s pins—how about that distinguished inmate of the 
Guisborough Workhouse, from whose body no fewer than twenty 
needles have been extracted within the last few months? Cleopatra, 
with her solitary needle, will have to take a back seat now. 











GOING TO MABI-TANNER.—On dit, that Dr. Tanner is about to 
lead to the altar Miss Roberts, a rich lady of Cork. Fancy a 





And he’s always one of those lunatics who are talking about your | 


“Tanner” marrying “Roberts”! If this isn’t a “silver” wedding, 


| we should like to know what is. 


Serve him right, the young |! 
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Bae” To CORRESPONDENTS 


The Fditor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 
accompanied by a stamped and directed eneelore 


in no case will they he returned unions 
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DEVOTION! 
Cousin Flo.—“ WHAT A FINE PAIR OF MOUSTACHES YOU'VE GROWN SINCE YOU'VE BEEN AWAY ON THE CONTINENT, CHARLIE!” 


Cousin Charlie.—* Y A-A-83—IT’S WHAT I WENT ABROAD FOR,” 


Cousin Charlie.—“ YA-A-8; THE GUV’NOR WAS ALWAYS TELLING ME THAT IF I DIDN’T DEVOTE MYSELF TO DOING SOMETHING 
OR OTHER, I SHOULD NEVER BE WORTH ANYTHING; 80 I DEVOTED MYSELF TO—ER—THAT.” 





Cousin Effie —“ REALLY !” 











A Big Measure. 
(SKE CARTOON.) 


FAMED Salisbury, Ritchie, & Co’s., 


Entire, 


Is a draught that we should, I suppose, 


Admire. 
One's view of its potency may 
Be wrong, 


But meseems we're entitled to say 


’Tis strong. 
It has a clear liberal smack, 
I think ; 


And it tickles those people who lack 


A drink. 
It sparkles a deal at first show, 
No doubt ; 


; 


| 
| 


| 


| 


And countrymen p’rhaps cannot go 
Without. 

But a whole pot at once is a very 
Long pull, 

Which might either make heavy or merry 
John Bull, 





“ You don't look so well,” said an eminent 
doctor to his patient. ‘‘ Have you been drink- 
ing again?" “ Yesterday,” replied the sufferer, 
grimly, “I was obliged to go out.” “Ah! I 
thought so,” chimed in the medico. “ And,” 
continued the invalid, “I swallowed at least 
two gallons——"’ “Eh? Good gracious!” in- 
terrupted the doctor. “ Twogallons of what?” 
‘*Sleet and snow, mixed with London murki- 
ness,” rejoined the patient, gravely. Sold again ! 


A Hint to AUTHORS.—Bookstall literature | 
for travellers cannot be too light or superficial ; | 
in railway works it is not customary to “read 
between the lines,” 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANE BARRETT. 
Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” | 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.0. 
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GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 





Cadbury's 


Cocoa 


BEWARF OF IMITATION®. 





See that you get it! 


_As bad makes avé often sold | 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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middle-aged dame of Long Island | (5) The McWhistier, who fears Suffolk- | (7) Evening dresses of flow'rs for the 











(1) At Brighton some sandwicli-men | (3) Am! inp | 
failed to agree, [down by the sea. il S.), a ating disputes, a . Sex, one perceives, 
Not far from the sand-which is | A little boy-hushband professed to Takes his works to the Grosvenor, So all who'd address them mus any 
. om ) possess. yea, coute que Coutts 4 4 By your leaves ! 
(2) 4 api og ping a caused @ | (4) Our Queen, tired of freq ently vi- | (6) Of “Little Lord Fauntleroy = See- | (8) A diamond-stopped tooth girls will 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


_ 


ERRY’S.—Being a deep-dyed Radi- 
cal of the most ensanguined hue, 
I’m rather inclined to hold that a 
man may do just what he precious 
well chooses with his own. This 
may be inconsistent on my part, 
but it works well enough, I find. 
Among other things, I feel that a 
theatrical manager has the right 
to include or exclude whom he 
pleases when making out his “ first- 
“~ night” invitation list (with a like 
eso Wide-reaching liberty to take the 

fee Pa consequences), Custom and cour- 
; ulbliad fy tesy would suggest the inclusion 
SW Y of certain persons, but if the ma- 

f §nager chooses to defy custom and 
disregard courtesy, | don’t know 
that the dignity of the excluded is 
much enhanced by violent protest. 
For myself, I prefer to suppose 
that there is some simple expla- 
nation of Mr. Terry’s apparent 
TEKKY 5." For the de‘ence.” Justso, rudeness in excluding the repre- 
Mat ee eine tet sentatives of a large and not unim- 
portant section of the press from 

the first view of Mr. Pinero’s Sweet Lavender. The ramifications and 
peculiarities of the “fourth estate,” and the remarkable beings who 
claim connection therewith, with all its attendant “rights” and 
privileges, invest the matter with difficulties which a new-comer like 
Mr. Terry may claim every indulgence for not overcoming all at 
once. To some the exclusion was a real grievance, but to the bulk of 
the “sat upon” contingent I believe the second night was as good 
as the first forall practical purposes. To myself it was a convenience. 









| 


¢ ’ 
Hough, On } 


For the play, which, after all, is the thing—at least, this one, 
though very excellent, is not guite “the thing”—it is an exhibition 
of brilliant imagination and very careful work. Most of the humour, 
which flows in an almost uninterrupted stream, is spontaneous and 
natural, the characterisation is vivid and real, and the construction 
neat and unobtrusive. Curiously enongh, though the main impres- 
sion left on the mind is hilarious, the story of the piece, which 
the author calls a domestic drama, is rather lugubrious and not at all 
attractive. This is the weak point, I think, and the weak point is so 
strong (so to speak), that it wouldn't surprise me to find |it seriously 
affecting the popularity of the play. 1 don’t want to croak, however, 
and | mustn't omit to say that, in addition to'the hearty genuineness 
of its fun, the dialogue has several passages equally true in their 
pathos, and graceful and delicate in fancy, 


IN Dick Phenyl Mr. Terry has a part of the kind in which come- 
dians are ‘popularly supposed to 
“revel.” The actor revels accord- 
ingly, to the accompaniment of 
laughter all along the line —or 
lines. The impersonation is very 
happy, and owes its point to some- 
thing much more than quaint 
utterance of comic speeches ; it is 
a well-filled-in picture, in short, 
of asketch from life—and fiction. 
A couple of lovers of the favourite 
bickering order are the source of 
a good deal of amusement, and 
receive full justice at the hands 
of Mr. F. Kerr, who is assisted by 
an American accent, and Miss 
Maude Millett, who is beginning 
toshowa very true sense of comedy. 
The performance of these two is 
delightfully piquant. 


Miss ‘NORREYs is not seen to 
advantage in a part for which she 
TERRY’s.—THE WEEPING LAVEXDER: 088 DOspecial qualification beyond 
—A LITTLE LAVENDER Watky., her pleasing presence, though she 

played it very well, too. Isn't the 
dowdiness of dress rather overdone, however? I know Mr. 
Pinero’s affection for squalor, but I think a girl in love, howeve: 
humble her “sp’ere,” would “touch herself up” a little with a bit 











of ribbon, or a white cuff or collar, or something of that sort, 
don’t you? 


THE play is really well-acted all round, though. Mr. Brandon 
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THE LYCEUM.—Ist Party. “* Forget-me-not,’ indeed! They won't Jet us forget it, | 
will they?” | 

| 

| 


Thomas plays the difficult-to-impress-with banker with excellent tact ; 
Mr. Bernard Gould is careful and effective; Mr. Alfred Bishop, made- | 
up sufficiently like Thackeray to make you jump, gives as neat a_/| 
character performance as anybody, and Miss Victor, Mr. Sant Mat- 
thews, and Mr. T. C. Valentine contribute their quota to the general 
completeness. But Miss Carlotta Addison really carries off the palm 
for what may be almost described as the perfection of skilful acting 
—it is a long time since I saw anything so impressive as her look and | 
action at the end of the second act. That is only one point, moreover, | 
in a performance instinctive with truth. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Beatrice Strafford, supported by a fairly 
strong cast, appeared at the Prince of Wales’s on the 22nd ult., as 
Camille, in the work of that name. Without making a “great splash,” 
Miss Strafford was fairly successful, and shows some evidence of 
having profited by increased experience since we last saw her. 





29 <P ese 
Miss GENEVIEVE WARD will have opened at the Lyceum with | 
Forget-me-Not and Nance Oldfield before this remark meets your eye, 
but I may add that she tries a new piece by Messrs. W. H. Vernon 
and T. E. Pemberton on Saturday. It is called The Loadstone, and 
it is conceivable that someone will be found to remark that it is ex- 
pected to “draw.” There is one thing about loadstones, though—they 
don’t draw deadheads (or dead-eyes if you prefer the expression). 


A FIRE having got into the Grantham Theatre without paying, it 
was promptly put out by the energetic proprietor,—more power to his 
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THE HAYMARKET.—“ THE PUMP-ADORE!” 


elbow !—Miss Phyllis Broughton is unwell,so you see even the 
existence of a favourite actress is not all Phyllis-ity, is it ?—Miss | 
Lydia Thompson has gone to unlock the provinces with Mr. Arthur | 
Law's Golden Key, and arefurbishment of Kenilworth, the old Strand | 
burlesque. NESTOR. 
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A “PRIVATE” VIEW OF MONDAY’S MANCEUVRES. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “FuN.” S1Rk,—Lookers-on see most. ‘Our Special,” in to-day’s papers, will doubtless describe in scientific 
military language the most complicated movements of every battalion on the ground. Doubtless, also, he will have seen them all. Not 


so the humble rank and file. Their chief experiences of yesterday will have been similar to those shown above of 
YOUR SPECIAL PRIVATE, 


BLANK CARTRIOGE 








(70 “GET UNDER CovER”’) 














Tend ye the infant buds, for thee they wait, 

And bid them blossom forth in leaf and flower. 
Bid the birds chirrup, let the trees long wave, 

Let the sweet sunshine fill our hearts with gladness : 
From winter's thrall a respite now we crave, 

Relieve us, as thou’rt wont, from gloom and sadness. 
We need thy aid to soothe grim Winter's sting— 
So sit ye down and rest with us, Miss Spring! 


An Ode to Spring. 


AH! good old Spring, and art thou come at last ?— 
Why, really we ’gan think thou hadst ignored us : 
The ice was thick, the snow was falling fast, 
The north-east wind, too, like a gimlet bored us. 
The sky was mostly of a leaden hue, 
And hastily we went to roost, a-shivering ; 
But, lo! at last the skies are often blue, 
And earth, revived, now seems with gladness quivering, — -_ 
The sun o’er all his radiance now doth fling 
To welcome thee, but wilt thou stay, O Spring? 


Ah! gentle maid, old Winter hath stayed long, 
We feared the grumbling greybeard ne’er would leave us : 











|" catapult at the heads of the good folk who sat below him. On being 
removed from the gallery, he was locked up in the vestry, and after 
service the parson proceeded to lecture him anent his wicked conduct. 


He hath been bitter to the poorer throng, | But he suddenly broke the thread of the cleric’s discourse by sobbing, 
E en more than usual di their sufferings grieve. us. | “ Please sir, let me off easy,—it was the sermont as was a-goin’ on, 
But if the weather grew more hopeful, they _ and I on’y shot them peas just to keep the people awake.” 


Might haply mend, and health and work recover. 


Therefore, Bard FUN greets thee, O Spring, to-day, 
For know he is thy ever ardent lover. ' “ CONSIDEB yourself thrashed, sorr!” growled Irish Politician No. 1 
But, ah! my dear, he’s haunted by one thing— “Begorra! if that's what you're afther, plaze to consider yourself 
Wilt thou play larks, or be serene, O Spring? | shot, sorr!” chipped in Irish Politician No. 2. Ten minutes after 
Have pity on our late be-wintered state, this little episode they were seen weeping tears of affection, together 


Display forthwith thine old benignant power ; over a couple of glasses of sherbet. 





A BOY was caught lately in church flicking peas from a small | 
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ON GIANTS AND ABSCONDING. 


WE were reading lately of that giant who ran away from a Paris circus, in company with a valuable suit of clothes, not his own. Some day he will be traced and 
captured. It may be so; there seems some adverse yet mysterious fate which renders it difficult for giants to escape detection! 





~ 





q 
| 





























BMAP e - 
4 A Ss 





e « 


' 
' 
i 
a 








le ow .) » * . os , lal j wie > + | bs - ‘ . . . : . : 
We knew one, He tried to elope. By keeping close to the wall, con “ T was careful to maintain an air of indifference when asking for my ticket : 
j ‘ ‘ ’ , in. » » ’ 7s @ eal: > P . . : 
cealing myself in a shawl, and walking on tip-toe,” he afterwards sail, “ I mac nor did I draw down remarks by any peculiarity of word or action.” 
sure of avoiding observation.” 
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And yet—no doubt by some trifling and unimportant clue—our friend was traced and captured! It y 





is Wholly unaccountable! 
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THE INDUSTRIOUS BOY AND THE GRAND OLD MASTER. 


DOMINIE GLADSTONE —*IT'S—M, AN ODD WAY OF DOING IT, YOU DIVIDE £5,500,000 OR SO, YOU ADD VEHICLES, 
AND PLEASURE HORSES, YOU DEDUCT CARRIAGES, HAWKERS, AND A PENN'ORTH OF INCOME-TAX, AND £212,000 
REMAINS. WELL, IT’S A LITTLE MIXED—BUT I SUPPOSE I MUST PASS IT! [See Cartoon Verses, p. 150, 
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oung Jones. 

We marked him amid the throng, and proceeded with eagerness to 
interview so remarkable a youth. 

“ You are, we believe,” we asked, “an officer?” 

“lam,” replied young Jones, “a lieutenant in the Royal Artillery.” 

“ You are ordered to the front ; you will be exposed to the hottest 
of the fire ; yet you have no misgivin ” 

“None,” replied y Jones. “The hottest of the fire ‘is my ele- 
ment—I am to it—wuse is second nature.” 

For three days we pondered over those strange words of his—words 
which he had pronounced in italics—“ Use is second nature.” At the 
end of three days we were no nearer solution. 

a Jones continued to care not; he puffed the gay 
cigar ; he wiped the anxious tear-drop from the pale c of beauty 
and affection, “When he has arrived at the front things will be 
different,” we murmured, 

* * * . 


e as 
Y Jones had arrived at the front. By the camp-fire’s uncertain 


yet we marked him chatting with his peers; still no 
cedeerel udaienewcest his cheerful brow. Again we interviewed 


coe 
“Young man,” we said, “near as ye now are to the fatal front— 
the hottest of the fire—etill ye flinch not; still ‘no shade of mis. 


| ” 
“ Not the leat,” replied young Jone. an 
e were nettled. unmoved danger—this 

cansel vernal tebeetine to nag? gn aa We 
ourselves (4 intending from _battle’s roar 
ware qualita Blaha We said, “ Are ye aware some errant bullet 
ey eS ne ee eta tile! Do ye on the 
surgeon's knife—the probe—the a bone-saw ? ye that 


cee nee me poet Eine and Geen Hem fo fing 
“No,” said young Jones; and he whistled a tune, and smoked. 
* . . * . 


* 

It was the battle’s fray 
—it was the hottest of the 
fire. We had not sought 
it; we had run wildly 
away; but had got en- 
tangled with troops and 
shoved forward, scream- 





| ) 
plerce those undaunted bosoms, and lay them low ; but they didn't. 
Then we noticed a sound—a sound as of very loud and overdone 









bullets on it more loudly than ever. “There is no decep- 
tion,” said young Jones. 

“ This is marvellous!” we remarked. 

“Not at all,” replied y Jones; “use issecond nature. Ye read 
in the newspapers about the Aldershot field-day?” 

“We did,” we replied. 

“ Ye read of the remarks made by Major-General Cooper, the chief 





metallic surface. Was it the patter of the bullets on the 
No; for the field-guns were long since reduced to 
those bullets, and had been wafted away by the breeze. What, 
this sound be? Weobserved attentively ; we could scarce 
senses ; it was the of the bullets upon the daunt- 
his men. 

“Ye wear, then,” we remarked, “armour beneath your uniforms?” 
In reply, young Jones unbuttoned his tunic and bared his breast ; the 


umpire?” 

We did. He remarked, among other things, upon the very serious 
loss which must have been sustained by the Royal Artillery field- 
battery which moved about at a walk within short-range infantry 
fire.” 

“This is that battery,” said young Jones; “and I was with it. 
We were inuring ourselves to the deadly bullet ; hence our present 
immunity. We rather like it than otherwise ; but it grieves me to 
see that certain of the bullets have just carried away your left leg ; 
and there goes your right arm. Pray retire into safety, and tell my 
mother all is going well ; that it is delightful.” 

That was the secret of young Jones’s immunity—a striking example 
of prudent foresight. 








“ Do you think we shall gain the day?” anxiously asked a handsome 
client of her lawyer. “Certainly, my dear lady, if you will only weep 
at judicious intervals in a thoroughly realistic style,” answered the 
lawyer. “How can I manage to do that?” inquired the fair one. 
“ By taking this small scent-fountain, concealing it in your handker- 
chief, and squeezing a drop or two of its contents into your eyes, as 
occasion requires, and by sobbing chokily and bitterly. Let your 
grief be too deep for any symptoms of hysterics, and you are safe to 
melt the jury long before our counsel,” was the solicitor’s advice. 
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TAKING A RISE OUT OF HIM. 
"Arry.—*I say, Baker, wot ‘oliday d'yer like best?” 


Baker —* Wot 'oliday! Why, the Yeaster, o'course!” 
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WORDS -FOR MUSIC. 
WE have often heard that there is a demand among song-writers 
for really good words to which to set music. The following 
in different styles are to meet a long-felt want ; and merely 
: eg Mong Son | sung in public without the payment of 
any fee, there are plenty more where came from, we 
castes +0 aller ust weed 
No. 1.—A domestic ballad (very suitable for ladies’ schools, 
or for those who do not desire the element of “love” to be prominent 
in their vocal exercises), entitled 


THE OLD WasH-Hovse. 


THE evening dews were falling, 
The sun was sinking low, 

And I passed near the old, old homestead, 
Where I dwelt long years ago. 

I crept down the old back n 
Where oft I had walked before, 

Till I came to the end of the pathway, 
And paused by the wash-house door. 


(Refrain.) Ah! sweet are the scenes of childhood, 
Where the mem’ry lingers yet! 
(Sadly.) And, methinks that dear old wash-house 


My heart will ne’er forget. 


I timidly raised the latchet, 

And, filled with an holy calm, 
I stood till the golden silence 

Fell on my soul like balm. 
There in the old, old wash-house, 

I rev'rently bowed my head, 
Standing among its ruins, 

The living amid the dead ! 

Ah! sweet are the scenes, &c. 


Tears and regrets are fruitless ! 
Wash-houses cannot last ! 

Why should I weep, and summon 
Ghosts from the buried past? 

Sadly I turned my footsteps, 
Leaving that hallowed floor, 

But I lingered yet a moment, 
Bolting the wash-house door. 

(Enthusiastically.) Ah! sweet are the scenes of childhood, 
And at eve I ponder yet 

On that grandly simple wash-house 
Which my soul can ne’er forget ! 


The next specimen (No. 2) is a “love song,” and the music should 
be very rapid, not to say fast. It is called : 


“TIF YOU COULD ONLY GUEss!” 


IF you could only guess, my sweet, 
The passion that I feel for you, 
Your starry eyes would shine more bright, 
And shed a yet more tender light 
Than, as it is; they do, 
Than, as it is, they do. (Ad /ib.) 
Your soul would seek mine in a kiss 
Of perfect love, displacing doubt ; 
Your crimson mouth would twist and turn, 
Your carmine cheeks would fume and burn, 
And all the world would shout ! 
And all the world would shout! (Ad /id.) 


But, ah! you love not in this wise ! 
My life is blank and desolate. 

You reach no hand across the waste 

To help the helpless! Icy-chaste, 
You leave me to my fate! 
You leave me to my fate! (Ad lib.) 


Enough! I would not have you change! 

In any case I must adore. 

What though my poor career you wreck, 
And set your foot upon my neck, 

I love you all the more! : 

I love you all the more! (Ad Jib.) = 
No. 3 is a robust bass song for a gentleman with a ce. 
He need not articulate his words too distinctly, but the music should 
be loud and forcible. 

THE SEWER Rat. 


THE sewer rat dwells in his hollow cave. 
Where never the song of bird 


Or the voice of oxen, or a ts or swine, 
But only his own is heard 





tax who finds the 
find his liability te Her 


“in the cart” when he discovers the s ; 
wheel, and will wish that Mr. G. 4 The 

Capel Court, too, in regard to the tax on kers’ con is un- 
suitable for publication, while the wrath of the wine dealer, with 
reference to the five shillings dozen on imported wines, is not to 
be bottled up—in fact, he whines that the five prey tax is a 
crown-ing insult. Still, the ratepayers will, at any rate, be thankful 
for their subsidy, however others may rate. Taken all round, the 
Budget for the coming year of the Liberal-Unionist Chancellor is a 
marvel of finance, and will console the hearts of all true Libs. with 


name, the leaven of Liberalism within it has snuffed out all that it 
nominally professes of Toryism. Those who have chidden Goschen as 


upon the holders of “furrin” bonds, and the hawkers will cease to 
howl now that their tax has been abolished, Once more FUN and the 
British public remark, “ Good old Goschen !” 
On Tuesday, the little man from Peckham, jolly little 
Baumann, the beloved Chairman of the Peckham Conservative Club 
“Select Harmonics,” asked what the Government intended to do with 
reference to the Coal and Wine Dues, and Mr. Smith cast the shadow 
of coming events by informing the secretary of the league of mietro- 
politan members that the B he Sea tan Board 
of Works would not waste much pew lying that 
something was wrong with the works and their that both 
would soon be put a stop to, 
And then the House rose to enjoy itself in true Bank Holiday 
fashion, and FuN hopes everybody will wag tty ved enjoy the Easter 
respite from past la and return to St, Stephen’s thoroughly 

re-lnvigorsted for the duties before them, 
a 


THE epidemic of infant prodigies and phenomenal children 
tebsatene to’ bescusy’-sathae alee te 
cough, and scarlatina be circulated as counter-irritants, just to 

the contagious disease getting the upper hand of us? ia 
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A DESPERATE REMEDY. 


Young Gentleman (rather given to going it).—“1 say, Cis, I shall 
have to turn over a new leaf ; they're going to tax champagne and 
race-horses. Shan’'t be able to afford 'em.” 





the reflection that, though the present Ministry is Conservative in’ 


bound up with bondholders, will abate their criticisms at his tax’ 
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Parnell rolled into wan, begorra!” 


It has been suggested that con- 
stables on fixed point duty should 
be provided. with sentry-boxes to 
protect them against inclement weather. In such shelters our peelers 
could snooze, and then brave at intervals the dangers that lurk in 
rich pie-crust at night, or they might indulge in orgies of cold mutton 
and pickled onions with comparative ease and comfort in the small 
hours of winter mornings. We hear that the criminal classes tho- 
ny eo ih of the notion, and that several cracksmen advise that 
the placed in positions that would allow of them being easily 
tilted over in cases of emergency. 


“T pon’t know of anything more uncertain than the stock market,” 
asserted Wilter. “ You have had no experience of my wife’s temper, 
old man,” sighed Flummidge. Then an expression of deep sorrowful 
thought pervaded the countenances of both, and silently they walked 
into the Gaiety bar just as though they were going to order a couple 
of coffins instead of only two more nails, 


“HAVE you eaten all that was left of that large jar of paté de foic 
gras, Dennis!” said Albany Chambers, Esq., as he glanced anxiously 
round his solitary tea-table. “No, sorr, indade Oi've not, sorr,” 
replied the new man-servant ; “Oi found it rayther too rich, sorr ; 
but O'll do me best to finish the stuff off at once, sorr—it’s a troil to 
me weak stummik, sorr. Niver moind—reloy toe me, sorr. You 
eneg niver have cause to say that Dennis O’Milligan didn’t do his 
I 


to sarve ye, begorra!” 


be a comfort to many pievepess to learn that the absurdly 
tall hats and bonnets that have been worn by ladies of late are gra- 
dually drifting out of fashion. Leigh Hunt, in writing on the high 
bonnet nuisance in theatres, remarked, “If you sit right behind t 
tall bonnet it shall swallow up the whole scene. It makes nothing 
of a regiment of soldiers, or a mountain, or a forest, or a rising sun, 
much less of a hero, or so t a thing as aco and a 
peasant’s family. If endeavour to strain a point and peep by the 
side of it, ten to one but the bonnet seizes that very opportunity of 
king sideways, and cutting off your resources.” Hunt evidently 
no love for the “ Over the garden wall” class of feminine head- 


gear. 


“] TELL you what, my dear,” said the Bishop of Chalkitup to his 
lady, “if Matilda doesn’t have an offer very soon, some strong measure 
must be taken.” “Quite so, Barnabas. I think perhaps the best 
thing we can do under the circumstances is to get up private thea- 
tri for the benefit of the poor. A burlesque would be the thing. 
Matilda still has a very charming figure; but I won't have any of 


your Church and § Guild ey introduced, Barnabas. Understand 
me clearly on that t,” replied the astute matron. 

A GROCER, lately charged with adulterating , blandly in- 
formed the ma that the accusation was ly absurd, as 
there was not a. of that aromatic spice in the le he sold ; and 
he obligingly the Court that it was composed of ground husks 
of various nuts, warmed up and coloured with chemical matter. In 


te of his carefully considered plea, the grocer did not esca 
Tichont » otift Sicanianeen ence teense advice from is back. 
who happened to be in a peppery mood. 


Mr. Moopy, who has now entirely dissolved partnership with Mr. 
Sankey, opines that all publicans are sinners, and should not be 
allowed to become members of any church. Moody must have fre- 
quented some very shoddy bars in his time, and suffered accordingly, 
or he would not wish to excommunicate Boniface. 








the eS Daas HAS —oAs Hsong> Fhe orld. we. trades, 
was a pauper, and he did not in- ier. eith eee an 
tend contributing . her support ; _ Exclusively by outward features. 
but Paddy's A person may (forgive the hint), 
sone a, NAY. came managed h beautiful, from good be swerving, 
a. yor gry ) ee vq ak ed gece ratings has a squint, 
and to keep it there, . That Hiber- ne ee 
nian gentleman now wanders about o say no bad are ugly, woul 
in a very much bandaged and Be on the plainest facts to trample ; 
xt condition, and ever | And some are beautiful and good—' 
)finformé acquaintances | Just take your uncle, for example ! 
that “Me mother-in-law knows Bat still, in spite of novel books 
twoice as:much about Home Rule And such-like works of erudition, 
as Misther Gladstun‘and Charley Upon the whole, a n’s looks 


Do not reveal his disposition. 


Observe this party—luckless wight ! 
His nose and mouth are unpropitious ! 
And yet we haven't any right 
To call him naturally vicious. 
A hint of crime, or even less, 
May throw him into fits convulsive ; 
His heart may flow with tenderness, 
Although: his face is so repulsive. 


You mustn’tisay he fosters strife, 
Then goes to church demure and smugly ; 
You mustn't say he beats his wife, 
Because he happens to be ugly ; 
You mustn’t say he “ takes a drain,” 
And all day long keeps adding to it, 
And all because he’s rather plain ! 
Remember, Mab, you mustn’t do it. 





























And yet (convention has such sway), 
Though no injustice I would do him, 
In candour I am bound to say 
I do not feel attracted to him. 
I couldn't clasp him round the neck, 
Or let him wear my ring (carbuncle), 
Or send him out to cash a cheque. 
From, yours affectionately, UNcLE. 


oa 








New Leaves. 


*“ How to Make Millions.” This “ Life of T. P. Barnum, written by 
himself” (G. W. Dillingham, New York), is a remarkable record of 
the many methods adopted by this remarkable man to make his 
millions ; his added “ Art of Money Getting” might very advantage- 
ously be in the hands of every young man wishful to learn “the 
golden rules for money making.”—“ The Algerian Slave,” by L. G. 
Seguin (W. Bartholomew). This is a fascinating story, told with 
great simplicity of manner, and entirely free from the many affecta- 
tions of authorship. There is an amplitude of adventure, a fulness 
of detail, and breadth of treatment which rivets the reader’s atten- 


tion, and its pictutesqueness as a whole cannot but add to Miss Séguin’s 
well-establis reputation. 
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EASTER MONDAY; OR, THE COMMONS HOLIDAY. 








WHY THE CAPTAIN HATES ARTISTS. 


lofty, ducal 

LEE oh manner, he 
pr 5 considers him- 
' self a very 

superior Apollo, 
ow, if there 

is @ race on the 
earth that the 


malignant 
») hate, it is that 

of the “demn’d 
fellaws who 
paint pict- 
- chaws.” n- 
ever the cap- 
tain sees a 
gentle limner 
following his 
art, he grinds 
and gnashes his 
teeth viciously. 
Should he 
happen to be 
introduced to a 
knight of the 








gallant officer | 
hates with | 





brush, his eyes 
glare like those of a man-eating tiger, and, after making the stiffest 
of stiff bows, he clenches his fists till his gloves crack and split, as 
though they were mére pieces of cheap tracing-paper, and then, 
growling forth noises of a menacing character, he wheels on his mili- 
tary-heeled patent-leather boots and walks haughtily away. 
Certain of Lacy’s acquaintances believe that this extraordinary 
antipathy to artists is caused by one of those peculiar nervous 
diseases that no doctors have been able to make head or tail of as 
yet. And when Lacy retires, after an exhibition of savage wrath, they 
quote instances of Julius Cesar fainting at the sight of a black Tom 
cat, Oliver Cromwell weeping copiously at ginger-bread nuts being 
offered him, Napoleon smashing crockery and breaking looking- 
glasses after meeting a cross-eyed tramp suffering from neuralgia, &c. 
Another clique of men maintain that Lacy once condescended to 
sit for his portrait, and the “confounded R.A. painter fellaw failed 
to do him justice on canvas. 

But theories. are miles astray, for we happen to know the 
7 He: a the yasens plan ig aversion to limners, and the 
ollow story is ex ; 

It dat hot pnts aay 4 the ES the water-wagtail bounced | 
giddily against the humming dragon-fly, and obese water-rats poked | 
their noses out of holes and panted for breath. 

An “artist fellaw” was seated sketching on the pee and 
Captain Lacy de Brandsby was lolling on the emerald turf close by, 
chaffing and teasing that painter. 

Presently, a launch, crammed with"pretty girls from the Glitter, 





enantio 





CAPTAIN LAcCY DE BRANDSBY is a handsome, hongroised, | of choristers and coryp 


diamond-solitaired young gentleman, and anyone can see, by his | 


steamed up near to the pair, and discharged its fair cargo. The crew 
Ries at once proceeded to picnic gleefully. 

“T shall mash those deah girls pwesently, Tarps; yawned the 

gallant officer; and in order to get fit for the violent exertion, he 


composed himself to sleep. 

Then the irate but wily Turps tinted Lacy’s nose a bright carmine, 
delicately painted one of his eyes a strong purple, and with great 
dexterity pencilled a formidable array of warts and op oo on his 
sacred countenance. After due re the captain awoke, and 
striding towards the girls, began to try all his arts of facial fascina- 
tion. Screams of laughter greeted his advent. For a moment he 
felt dumped down; but, regaining confidence, he strode still closer, 
raised his hat politely, and tried to look more killing than before. 

"Midst hysterical shrieks of pretended fear the damsels fled wildly 
in all directions. 

“ Doosid rum start!” muttered the noble warrior. “ By gad, thir 
is strange !” and he continued repeating the words to himself until 
he reached his bedroom at Skindle’s, when—well, words won't express 
the scene that took place. 

And this is the real reason why Captain Lacy de Brandsby loathes 
the “demn'd fellaws who paint pictchaws.” 





———— 


With Apologies to the Memory of Tom Moore. 


Let Oxford remember the days of yore, 
Ere Granta’s sons could beat her, 
When her well-trained crews pulled a sturdy oar, 
And ieee: 4 aes limpeimon 
Above the Light Blue streamer ; 
And Oxford’s prowess made all the world 
A champion proud esteem her, 


. On theiriver bank in these altered days, 
With her prestige fast declining, 
Men.ask each other in blank amaze, 
Where now are the laurels shinin 
That graced the brows, in that g “time, 
Of the sons of Alma Mater, 
Whilst the Cambridge oars to the summit climb 
















Of a fame that soon be greater ? 
Laisty 2naw 0 platcl foame the uae um totkcmmeh-cneeeaee 
drew a a at her. 
apodet 48 toc OS Had the shootist hit 
; | Led 1 to stalk ’ | 





“INTOXICATED again, 
to me that you have gi 
nothing’ but drink.” 


work too, Don’t yer know I’m preparing myself for to be a good 
temperansh lecturer?” 





Ge TO CoRRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does 
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IS GUCH SWEET SORROW 
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| “ PARTING 
| Wiss Oddinkle.—" Wk SHALL BE PLEASED 
| Wiss Pinshed, PHANKS, VERY MUCH—WE 
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WHENEVER YOU 
ALWAYS GO THE OTHER WAY.’ 





ARE COMING OUR WAY.” 
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Some pupils cannot find 
An aptitude of mind 
Kor fi n combined 


hen come ; 
he nH With methods that are new to 


The Industrious Boy. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
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Po show his little sums But Master Goschen knows 
- Ret ie agp ee A good deal about those, 
"or we Jame for blunderiny, Rp pene ER 
Hy bani ~~ ~~ ap ‘pats Pree sf do ‘i : 
\) “ 
N t i ‘ \ kN AN if if av r 
vas an A! in‘‘to some extent’ was asked 
1] f fire ‘ a little 1 
| | | ( Al Ve i, ‘*she was born 
\ 1 It ( eing a West Indian and 
| ‘ 1 al f tha t be C 
if i i \ { en _ | { if 
| bos} t i " \ ly Was ine enoug) 
\ ! | t adict I ha i ¢ Xplana- 
' P 


Cadb 


HUAN ANTEED 
PURF AND 
Soi ube, 


BEWARF 





rys 
coa 


IMi!:ALIOND., 


GREEN& CADBURY 


iS ON EVERY CARO 


ENTURYasTHE BEST LINENBUTTO 


QUARTER of a| 





OF 





THE third number of Men and Women of 
the Day, issued by Richard Bentley & Sons, 
contains portraits, by Barraud’s!splendid pro- 
cess, of the Right Hon, Joseph (‘hamberlain, 
Miss Ellen Terry, and Professor Herbert 
Spencer. Interesting biographies of the cele- 
hrities accompany each of the portraits. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 18. 2d, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. | 


By FRANK BARRETT. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 18. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


By H. T. JOHNSON, 
FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 





SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED 
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C.BRANDAUER &C?s 





Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt 
Ask your 
Box, 
Pen Works, 


the points being rounded by a new process. 
Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
or send 7 stamps to C. BranpaverR and Co. Ss 
BIRMINGHAM : 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.C 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE Nove.ty.—Nita’s First has got back to the old home. (I 
don’t count New Cross, you know, which was only a sort of prelimi- 
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THE NOVELTY.—"“ NEATER’S FIRST.” 


nary “lodging,” temporarily occupied “until the house was ready,” 
as sometimes happens with newly-wedded pairs of venturesome 
disposition.) It is a very fine child now, and shows wonderful 
strength and vivacity, being well nourished by the efforts of Messrs. 
W. J. Hill, Geo, Giddens, and J. C. Buckstone, and Misses Fanny 
Robertson, Gertrude Kingston, Adela Measor, C. Ewell, and the rest. 


Mk. HILL puts quite a new face on Irascible, whereby his 
sarcasms seem more the outcome of a strong sense of humour 
than ill temper, and I’m not sure that the fun (of which there is 
plenty) isn’t all the pleasanter, if not quite so true to nature. Mr. 
Giddens does full justice to the unfortunate young gentleman who 
suffers so much from the “First,” but I hope to see him in a better 
part presently. The humours of Jimmy are expertly and not 
unfreshly treated by Mr, J. C. Buckstone ; Miss sae repeats 
her compact and truthful little study as the elder Mrs. Fizzleton; 
Miss Measor and Miss Ewell could be trusted to make the most of 
Nita and Miss Prim respectively ; and Miss Gertrude Kingston 
proves her versatility, and shows a firm grip of the delicacies of 
character in a very pleasing performance of Mrs. Fred. Miss 
Eversleigh is a handsome to behold, but mighty artificial, Jane. 


It not being considered advisable to allow Nita’s First to run alone, 
anew first piece by that expert and delicate “ first-piecer,” Mr. 
Jerome K. Jerome, is included in the programme, It is from the 
French, its English title is Fennel, and it affords Mr. Giddens an 
opportunity of appearing in a character rather out of what we have 


GRACIOUS’ WAS ! 
THAT GEORGE’S 
KNOCK ? 
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Tuas St. JAMEs'8.—“THE WIFE'S SBCRET.” 





been accustomed to regard as his “usual line.” The result affords 
matter for encouragement rather than for congratulation. The per- 
formance is tender and convincing, affording unquestionable pleasure, 








but there is a good deal:of the comedian’s exaggeration in the make- 
up, and Mr. Giddens falls into the not uncommon error of the “ comic 
man” when he plays a serious part, of speaking throughout in a sad, 



























































































































































THE PRINCESS’S.—" A VOICE FROM THE BOTTLE.” 


low-toned (but high-pitched) sort of chant, whichis seldom pathetic, 
and generally depressing. A little more variety and colour (sorrow, 
look you, is as robust, if not as boisterous, as humour), would give 
this hunchback the backbone he needs. 


OTHER characters are in the capable hands of Messrs. Stewart 
Dawson, W. Erskine, and Miss Adela Measor. I was rather disap- 
pointed in Master W. Blakeley, who also appears in the cast. I fully 
expected a person of that name to tuck in his chin, put his head on 
one side, “ look sideways,” and smile broadly, and when the young 
gentleman didn’t do it, it gave me quite a pain to choke back the roar 
of laughter I had prepared. Never mind, Master W. B. will come to 
it in time, I don’t doubt. eee 


Nops AND WINKs.—Many of my critical brethren have been 
grumbling with exceeding great grumbles at having such a lot to do 
at Easter, just when other people are flying loose all over the place. 
I haven’t anything to complain of myself, however; I’ve not been at 
all overworked—had at least an hour to myself. The fact is, the 
office of this paper was closed from Passion Thursday to Easter 
Tuesday, and a small sheaf of theatrical invitations, of which I 
nothing knew, lay in peaceful unregard in the letter-box, and only 
reached my hands various periods after the fair. This must be my 
excuse for not, this week, recording any views, literary or pictorial, 
concerning several prominent shows. Later on, perhaps. 


Miss FLORENCE WADE, with a strong play (Gwynne’s Oath) and 
a strong company, started on tour at Stratford on Easter Monday, 
and looks like Gwynne-ing.—TZhe Pointsman, well-staged and well- 
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PRINCE OF WALES'S (Morning).—“ HELD AS UNDER.” 


played, was Mr. Morris Abraham's Easter provision.—TZhe 7'reasure, 
by-the-way, is the title of Messrs. Raleigh and Carton’s new 
comedy. NESTOR. 
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THE SCIENCE OF BUMPS. 



























































He was,a phrenologist. But business 
was slack, and he had been solacing him- 
self with an inspiringiglass (or two) 





are ekshtremely mean, violent, and have little or no 
intelleckshall powers, 


“T plainly see, shir,” said the Professor, “that you 
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alsho a regular numshkull—-—~” 


“You have alsho all the bumps of crime largely developed. 
I should deshcribe you as a thief,a thorough rogue, and 


He_was notiall that, but he was hot-tempered, as his expos- 
tulations with the Professor showed. 


“Blesh me!" said the Professor, after 
he had left,“ I've gota lot of bumps that 
I don’t know the name of at all!” 








DOTS BY THE WAY. 
HOW DO THE POOR LIVE? 


How do the poor live? How, indeed ! 
Where do they live? how do they feed ? 
What is their home in that dull garret bare? 
Shivering with cold, all chill and sad, 
No word of hope to make them glad— 
No table spread out with a tempting fare. 


How live the poor when wintry blast— 
When rain and snowstorm howling past’ 
Their cheerless dwelling where no fire doth 

burn? 
Together crouching close they lie, 
Stifling the bitter hungry cry, 
No ray of light or help for which they yearn. 


The wintry blast is hard to bear 
E’en in our cosy easy chair, 

With cushion, rug, and all that’ssoft and warm, 
With friends around, and pattering feet, 
And little tongues make music sweet, 

And all is done to shelter us from harm. 


The winter blasts are fierce and loud 
When streets lie in a snowy shroud, 
And, warmly clad, bewail the bitter cold. 

Ah! what of those, the houseless poor, 





That shivering crowd about the docr, 
In pain and suffering that can ne’er be told ? 


No work to do for willing hands, 
Men loiter round in doleful bands, 
With careworn cheek and hungry, sunken eye ; 
In mute appeal they ask for bread, 
And, ah! too often get, instead, 
A churlish growl from every passer-by. 


How many heartless that we know, 
Unscathed by want or winter snow, 
With riches more than they can ever spend, 
Ne’er heed the cry and bitter wail 
That rings above the wintry gale, 
But careless live in luxury to the end? 


O ye with ample wealth to spare, 
Give heed with gentle sister care 
And help the ever wretched, starving poor ; 
Of your abundance give a mite 
To help the suffering in their fight, 
And for the homeless find an open door. 


Here now the opening of the spring, 
When blossoms bud and song-birds sing. 
Let us, with new-born hearts of sympathy, 
Give help to those that suffering wait, 
Nor let them at our very gate, 
Unheeded, starving, in their misery die! 


_ and which is two sizes larger or smaller than 


ACCORDING to investigations made by Dr. 
Harvey it appears that hatters are among the 
more sober members of society. Very few of 
them die of nutmeg liver. Hardly any suffer 
from the jim-jams. We have never been lucky 
enough to meet and study a mad hatter, and 
are therefore inclined to think he must be 
nearly as scarce as the mad March hare. 
Hatters, as we've found them, are somewhat 
shrewd people capable of firing a positive 
mosaic of twaddle and nonsense into the cus- 
tomer, who gradually becomes so bewildered 
that he probably discovers after reaching 
home he is the possessor of some old-fashioned 
tile he had no intention whatever of buying, 


his cranium. 





“I'm in a regular stew about my son,” re- 
marked Blandthorpe, “He went out to New 
Guinea at least a year ago, and we've heard 
nothing of him since.” “ Your son has been 
in a stew long before this,” interposed 
Croaker, rather cheerfully ; “the natives round 
that part are not a bit dainty.” 





Not ror JozE.—*“ Lady Booby ” (in the new 
play at the Vaudeville). 
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A STRONG SENSE OF DUTY. 
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You see, Mr, Goschen has put an extra five shillings a dozen on champagne ; and, you know, it isn’t in the main fact that the difficulty lies; it’s in the side 
issues, as you may say. “James,” says the hotel-keeper, “I’m puzzled. Now, what ought I, in fairness, to charge extra per bottle on this Whitechapel champagne 


that the new dut ¢ doesn’t apply to, as it isn’t imported ? What do you think of half-a-crown a bottle? Our visitors conldn’t complain of that.” 
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“Beg pardon, sir! Eh? Confoundit, all the w ines have gone up three shillin's? Yessir, You see—like stock and shares, sir—claret and chablis werry | 
sensitive—ture to be affected by the champagnes—on'y nattrel, sir!” | 
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OR, THE BOUNDING BROTHERS. 
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THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE 


PERFORMANCE 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 160. 
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THEIR GREAT SENSATION TORY-LIBE 
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THEM DRATTED GALS! 


To THE EpITorR or “FUN.” 


IR,—It is the question of 
my life how a man’s to 
support a wife and seven- 

teen daughters on £100 
a year. These are my 
circumstances, and I 
assure you I lead the life 
of agalley-lave. Rising 
nearly two hours before 
ordinary persons are 
thinking of going to 
bed, [ continue hard at 
work until half-past ten 
the next night but one 
—and this every day of 
the year, the thirtieth of 
February included. It 
is an actual fact that 
my entire income of 
one hundred miserable pounds per annum is absorbed by the follow- 
ing items :— 








£ 4. d, 

Repair of artificial teeth .. RY i 53 9 2 
Beetle paste - ve e 17 5 O 
Lows by deterioration of door-knocker 24 1 34 
(1) for non-existent garden-roller.. Re $3 2 0 
Worms for garden ‘ : 22 6 
£100 V0 OU 





After this, when I tell you that each of my seventeen daughters 
eats as much per day as three ordinary navvies, drinks a nine-gallon 
cask of ale per week, rides to hounds three days a week all the 
summer, and, being consumptive, almost lives on turtle soup and 
maraschino, and that my wife will not enter an omnibus unless she 
can show a complete parwre of diamonds, | think you will agree with 
me that I am in a difficult position. 

I never see a cigar, even in a tobacconist’s window, from one year’s 
end to the beginning of the next, nor, during the same period, do | 
ever dream of taking milk with my tea or ordering a new coat. 

I am, yours truly, A PARENTAL DRUDGE, 


DEAR S1R,—I have to crave your patience while I explain that I 
seem to have misinformed you slightly as to the details of my 
domestic circumstances. I wrote you yesterday that I had to keep 
seventeen daughters on one hundred a year. I find that I uninten- 
tionally misplaced the figures: I should have said, one daughter on 
seventeen hundred a year. The error occurred through my being 
interrupted in the middle of writing my letter. 

After this explanation, you will glean that my troubles are not 
quite so great as I, in error, led you to believe: in fact, I must in 
justice explain that since detecting my slip of the pen, I have gone 
over my accounts afresh, and find that | have a very easy time of it, 
allowing myself every luxury, among which I may mention a yacht, 
a drag, and champagne at each meal. 

My wife and daughter really cost me very littlke—not more than 
£50 @ year the two. My wife earns the greater part even of that by 
taking in a little wash- 
ing, while my daughter 
bravely bears her share 
of the family burdens 
as a day governess. 
They dress in the most 
homely materials, and 
live on the plainest food, 
in the smallest quanti- 
ties. 

Apologising for my 
error, yours truly, 

THE PATERNAL 
DRUDGE, 


DEAR SIR,—lI believe 
that | am in a position 
to throw a little light on 
the vexed question of 
what we are to do with 
our daughters; having 
had much experience and no little success in the matter. 

e had, from time to time, a large number of daughters—some 
any as fifty or sixty ; but I cannot be positive on that point. 
Ow for what Ido with them. I simply strangle them and throw 








them in the Ganges as soon as they are born. I have no anxiety as 


to whether they will be made miserable by being tied for life to 


husbands whose temperaments clash with theirs; nor do I suffer the 
anxiety of seeing my dear girls daily wasting away under the 
drudgery of an occupation for which their sensitive natures are un- 
fitted, but which might be forced upon them by the necessity which 


every noble-minded girl must feel of relieving the burdens weighing 


upon her parents. Yours truly, 
A THUG, Stranghlumwallah, North-West Provinces. 


S1r,—Anxious parents are asking, in your valuable columns, what 
they are to do with their daughters. My answer is, follow my 
example, and you will have no further trouble with your daughters. 
When I have a daughter who disappoints me, that is to say, who fails 
within a reasonable time to obtain me a wealthy or titled son-in-law, 
I watch my opportunity, when she has gone out one day for a few 
hours, sell the furniture, leave the neighbourhood, change my name, 
and leave her chargeable upon the parish. Yours truly, 

A PRACTICAL PARENT. 
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The Sweater—A Duet. 


THE WORKER, I woRK from dawn thro’ noon to night, 
I stitch, I strive, I blind my sight 
With constant stare at seam and thread, 
And yet I scarce can earn my bread. 





THE DEALER, I think the poor have too much sauce 
A-wanting this and that, of course. 
Why, as for me, I’m quite content 
To get my humble eent. per cent. 


THE WORKER, But, still, with all I do and strive 
To keep the wife and kids alive 
(I rest at twelve, I rise at four), 
The wolf I can’t keep from the door. 


THE DEALER, Still, if I grabs my little pile 
I’ve got a deal o’ things to rile ; 
And don’t yer think it’s overcheap 
A willa and a grounds to keep? 


THE WORKER, My daughter bolted years ago. 
Where? Why, Lor’ alone can know. 
I’ve got no time to watch the rest ; 
Well! let ’em starve, it’s p’r’aps the best. 


THE DEALER, I’ve got the dibs for daughter Nell 
To portion her to some big swell ; 
My son, of course, shall cut a dash, 
Heye-glass, cuffs, and all the mash. 


THE WORKER, The parson says there’s One above 
Can e’en a slop-shop worker love ; 
It’s pleasant when I sometimes dream 

















ON THE ROAD. 
Lady.—* Is that the way to the Workhouse?” 
Old Pauper (thinking of his work).—“ Yes, Moom, that’s just 
what it is; but Oi can’t get nawthun else ter dew.” 











part 


the 




















APRIL 1, 1888, 


157 














Le 


X ' j 
nti 
AM 
‘ 
x 
as => 
: Laat | ree 





















































| Wi) SCHOOL BOARD’ Baril 
Vj) REGULATIONS — ae 
NESS: a 
, =f} Age || 
——= = —_—- * | 
<j if {i 
7 ee un 
we Zao y it 
is . ‘Sf et i 
~~ =e ¢/ Pat 

| i ti 

== 

SS 

ad 

wy 











AN “INSP 
(SCENE—A Suffolk Village School. 
First Boy.—“ PLAZE, SIR, THAT WUR AN APPURITION.” 


G. IT—“ QUITE RIGHT; BUT WHAT IS AN APPARITION?” 
Second Roy.—‘ PLAZE, SUR, THAT BE A SPACTUR!” 


Government Inspector examining a class on the subject 
Gov. Inspector.—* WELL, BOYS, WHAT DID THE WITCH OF ENDOR THINK SHB SAW?” 


(*, —“ YES, YES, QUITE RIGHT AGAIN, 8O FAR; BUT WHAT'S A SPECTRE 
Bright Boy Cin a wild falsetio).—* PLAZE, SUR, THAT BE A GENTLEMAN AS GOO ABOUT EXAMININ’ SCULES!” 


ECT RE.” 
of the Witch of Endor and Samuel's Ghost.) 


( Pause.) 


(Longer pause.) 


» vo 
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(Prolonged pause.) 
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PEACH BLOSSOMS. | 


JONES has bored me into coming to this confounded place. Who | 
the doose wants anything to do with the country, I should like to 
know? Why, no one with a farthing’s-worth of sense in his brains ; 
and I hope I’ve got at least a shilling’s-worth, anyhow. He’s been 
trotting me round his beastly kitchen garden. “ Peach blossom,” says | 
he, pointing to the wall; “lovely, ain't it?” I’m hanged if Z think | 
it lovely, particularly lovely. It looks like a lot of bits of faded pink | 
tissue paper. “ The fruit will set soon,” he mumbles on, “if we don’t | 
get any sharp winds.” I don’t care a rap whether the fruit sets or | 
the bread rises. I hate country life, and I always did. He points to 
a lot of gooseberry bushes. “Lovely, ain’t they?” he says. What's | 
lovely in ’em, I should like toknow? You can’t eat and drink goose- | 
berry bush, and you can’t sit in it, anyhow. 

The idiot says he likes to hear the bees humming among the early 
blossoms. Hang the bees! If there’s anything I hateit’s bees. What 
do I care about bees? A lot of idiots buzzing about and making a 
confounded row as if they were doing all sorts of things in particular. 
[ detest and hate ‘em. I much prefer wasps. You know that a wasp 
will sting you if he gets the chance. You're never certain whether 
your confounded bees will or won't. I like consistency, even in insects. 
Jones says something about “ fair daffodils.” What do I care whether 
they’re fair or not? They’re beastly bilious-looking things, that’s all 
I know. If there’s one thing I hate more than another, it’s the con- 
founded chatter about flowers. And peach-blossoms—who cares about 
‘em, as I said before? If they're all frostbitten and spoilt, all the 
better. They sell tinned peaches now everywhere. I was ata juvenile 
party the other night, and the children were wolfing them down like 
mad. ‘They say the peaches smell like prussic acid,” said a sweet | 
girl of fourteen. I wished they had been prussic acid, so as to settle 
the whole lot of the little wretches. Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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HOTCH POTCH. 


AN aged man went to a fortune-teller, recently, planked down ten 
shillings, and informed her that he had been crossed in love, and 
wanted the jilt to be charmed ; but when the witch stuck a darning- 
needle into his arm, and began making a packet of blanket-pins red- 
hot, he abruptly retired, saying that he thought of looking in again 
early next Easter. 
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“ ANYONE called while I’ve been out, liza?” said Mrs. Bounder- 
son to the new housemaid. “ Yes’m, an elderly lady,” replied the 
domestic. “Was she dressed in black, did she carry a very stout 
umbrella, and had she on a pair of kid gloves very much turned up 
at the tips?” asked Mrs. B. ‘“ Yes'm, that’s correct; I noticed the 
lady——”’ “Then she wasn’t a lady, after all, who called, but only 
my husband’s mother,” interrupted Mrs, Bounderson in a dreamily, 
soft, disappointed voice. The new housemaid immediately made a 
most useful mental mem. 


SHE was a very lofty person who applied for a situation as cook. 
“ Have you a follower!” asked Aunt Moulderby. “ A follower?” 
exclaimed the lofty person in a most indignant tone. “ A follower? 
Why, hi has a reglar vanload of follerers—hall sizes and sorts ; but 
hi never hincowrages hany on’em!” Aunt Moulderby did not engage 
the L. P., who retired snorting like a war-horse. 


7% 











“ ARE you a player, sir?” said Callowfluff to an elderly party he 
met behind the scenes of a provincial theatre. ‘No, sir, | am a 
plagiarist, I'm proud to say. Fake up plays for stock companies at 
a moment’s notice. Now, having afforded you this useful informa- 
tion, | feel entitled to ask what you are prepared to stand in the way 
of inward lotion?” 
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KNICKNACKS. 


SHADES of Father Adam! A male oy d known as the “ Champion 
Apple-pie Eater of the World” recently devoured twelve huge apple- 
pies at one sitting, and is still 
alive. This gentleman is not 
a strict vegetarian, and boasts 
that the finest dinner he ever 
ate consisted of the leg of a 
goat, followed by a hyena 
steak. He does not appreciate 
feeds that commence with a 
thin slice of Lyons sausage, a 
little cariare on toast, and a 
glass of Chablis. He main- 
tains, however, that when a 
man is feeding, his whole 
mind should be absorbed upon 
the plate before him, and no 
words escape his lips. The 
champicn also reckons -that 
the celebrated legate who once 
swallowed a papal bull at the 
command of Visconti, tyrant 
of Milan, has never been 
beaten as a woltfist, for the 
gentle priest not only ate the 
bull, which was an unusually large one, but he consumed a large 
piece of lead and along silken cord which was fastened to it, and be- 
yond a slight attack of indigestion, felt none the werse for his meal 
afterwards. 





BLOATERBY invited Chumpchop to a particularly select and 
rehkerkay dinner. Chumpchop arrived very early indeed, and on 
being announced, burst into the room with a wild dive, clutched 
Bloaterby fervently by the hand, and exclaimed in a loud whisper, 
“] say, Bloaterby, old man, you ‘ave done it this time. What a set 
0’ nobs they har what's a-standing down t'other end o’ the room! | 
suppose they are all hairystocrats. It ’ud on’y be doin’ the perlite to 
interduce me.” “Shut up yer mouth, Chumpchop,” growled Bloater- 
by, “ them’s the waiters, you idjut!") Poor C. was quite subdued for 
the rest of the evening, and drowned his mortification in the flowing 
bowl s0 deeply that a couple of the“ nobs” had to axsist him into acab. 


A GENTLE missionary, thinking to propitiate an African Queen, 
sent her a looking-glass by an interpreter recently, and begged fora 
decoration in return. “ Does your master mean to insinuate that I 
look old and ugly like this?” shrieked the sable lady, peering into 
the mirror. “He does, Great Queen!” replied the interpreter, 
bowing. “Then go back and tell him that unless he is out of my 
kingdom before sunset, I will decorate him with snakes to-morrow,” 
cried the irate Queen. The gentle missionary packed up his carpet- 
bag, and left very promptly on receiving the return message. 


THE New South Wales Premier recently dubbed one of his political 

opponents “ a poodle-headed creeping creature ;" a second gentleman 
who differed with him he described as “a mole-eyed skunk ;"’ while 
a third antagonist was spoken of as “a withered tarantula.” There 
is no place where smartness and a power of trenchant language come 
out so far abead as in a House of Legislature, and therefore we regret 
that the Premier of New South Wales hides to an extent his light in 
the Antipodes, when he might blaze it forth so brilliantly in West- 
minster. This subject of highly-spiced elocution recalls the story of 
how the great Irish statesman, Daniel O'Connell, once crushed a 
Dublin fish-fag in wordy warfare. After very choice and sultry 
language had been used by both combatants, the slanging match 
threatened to end in a draw, when quite unexpectedly Daniel ex- 
claimed, “ You are a miserable hypochondriac!’’ Then the virago 
broke down and wept, crying, “ Och, by the Saints! to think that the 
mother of twelve children should be called such a name!” 
THERE is to be a Commemoration Service at Exeter Hall on the 
3lst of May to celebrate the three hundredth anniversary of the 
Spanish Armada. Of course “ The Right Little, Tight Little Island” 
will be chanted with due solemnity by the good pious folk present, 
particular stress being laid on the lines, 





* Devil or Don, just let them come on, 
But—how will they get off the island?” 





AN expert recently delivered a lecture entitled “Some Recorded 
Movements of Coin and its Equivalents.’ The oration was learned 
nd scientific; but anyone wishing to get a sound, firm, practical 
knowledge of the subject should interview a professional pickpocket 
or a Jew “ fence.” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


S1z,—What with snow and sleet and east winds to usher in the 
merry spring, and a £5 tax on racehorses looming in the forefront of 
the future, it’s enough to make a man contemplate suicide ; only I 
expect there is a tax upon razors and revolvers, and riparian pro- 
prietors would be seriously annoyed if one infringed their rights so 
far as to drown one’s self in their little bit of river. It is to these 
straits that we are reduced by the march of improvement, and it is 
under these depressing conditions that I pen my 


TIP FOR THE GREAT METROPOLITAN. 


WHEN chill-visaged Winter, reluctant to leave us, 
Intrudes on the hours that belong to the Spring, 

( Pretending to think his departure would grieve us), 
His conduct can not be described as “ the thing ;”” 

When Spring would be rearing her delicate posies, 
There’s shivering Winter encouraging “ nips,” 

And how can the Prophets, who’re froze in their nosies, 
Expect te do anything much with their tips? 


But Chance, the great goddess, has never deserted 
Her faithful Trophonius, follower true ; 

(Though, frequent, the contrary has been asserted, 
Without the respect that’s Veracity’s due). 

So, once more, he'll ‘ chance it,” and go for the winner 
(A-laying his fiver, his sov., or his bob), 

In picking it out he will act as beginner, 
Relying on Fortune'to finish the job. 


There’s Althorp has friends (and I don’t say he shouldn't), 
But, somehow, I don’t think he’s in for a pot; 
Some side with Humewood, but I know some whom woodn’t (!) 
sut mark some outsider, you know, or What Not. 
Black Bead will keep dark, and there’s also Sub Rosa, 
An animal backers may properly dread, 
What Osric may do is a bit of a posa, 
But I rather fancy the chap, be it said. 


Le Caissier surely should pay his supporters 
(Unless of the kind that’s more ready to rob), 
I don’t think you'll find, among all the cavorters 
A sturdier animal out than The Cob. 
There's victory’s sound in the name Abu Klea, 
The wise prove their wisdom who follow The Sage ; 
And, adding Kildare, I’ve a sort of idea 
The winner is lurking around on this page. 





So I hope you'll spot him, and let me have a hundred and five per 
cent. on your winnings as a slight acknowledgment of indebtedness 
to TROPHONIUS. 








THE Government have despatched H. M. Troopship Wye to Galway 
to distribute seed potatoes to the inhabitants of the Arran and other 
islands. Wye send the Wye? The wyesest course for the wyesheads 
of the Admiralty would have been to have sent the seed, not ina 
troopship, but in a potato-steamer. 





WOULD it be correct to describe an insensible monkey as ape-athetic? 
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OUR DOWERLESS DAUGHTERS, AND HOW TO FIND HUSBANDS FOR THEM. 
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1. “Spinster” writes :—* It is high time something was done when beautiful, amiable, and accomplished women cannot find husbands.”——2. “ Belle” says :—~ 
“TI always have two strings to my bow, so that one or the other is sure to come up tothe scratch.”——3. “ Father of Married Daughters” says :—* Never encourage 
a young man to pay his addresses to your daughter. Kick him out of the house, and I warrant that in less than a month your daughter gets married on the sly, 
and so gets off your hands.”’——4. “ Million Heiress” writes to say that even with money it is most difficult to find a“ suitable husband.”——5. Meanwhile the 
happy newspaper proprietor rolls in the wealth contributed by a well-meaning but guileless public. 
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A Philanthropist en Voyage. 


A PHILANTHROPIST, dressed in glossy black clothes, 
Walked forth on his round of charity ; 

He turned up his eyes and rubbed his red nose 

With a watery stare, and a grim, doleful air, 
That calmly rebuked hilarity. 


He stopped an old roadster allitattered and torn, 
And said, “ Pray excuse me, poor sinner, 

You look sadly pinched, faint, hungry, and worn. 

Why don’t you mend, and reflect on your end?” 
Cried the tramp, “’Cos I’m thinkin’ of dinner.” 


He prodded a mass crouched up, and curled 
On a workhouse-door’s icy-cold stones, 


And exclaimed, “My friend, you’ve sunk in the world. 


Why hereabouts lurk? It would pay you to work.” 
Jeered the mass, “ Will you buy up my bones?”’ 


He noticed a-hollow-cheeked, gaunt young man, 
Leaning close to a gate by the docks, 

And remarked, “ After all, life is but a short span. 

How came you to grief? Were you ever a thief ’”’ 
Growled the man, “ You’re a tempter.who mocks. ’ 


He turned to a crone with a ripe, fiery face, 
Who was talking of pawning her boots, 

And sighed, “ Deary me! what a terrible case, 

Why pledge things at all to raise sums so small!” 
Laughed the crone, “ Me big toe hevs the shoots!” 


He entered a small grocer’s shop in the Dials, 
And warbled, “ You foist wretched trash 
On the lame, the halt, and the blind, by your wiles. 
Why sell dust and sand to the poor of our land?” 
Then a cheese brought him down with a crash. 
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A philanthropist lolled in a soft easy-chair, 
Court-plastered and fixed up with lint, 

And he groaned, “O ye vagabond poor, beware, 

You may all go to pot. Yes, I'll take a rum hot, 
For I’m chipped like a steam-hammered flint! "’ 








On Actors and Acting. 


THE histrionic art dates from far antiquity, in fact from the re- 
motest (st)ages. There are some who hold that the present day act- 
ing is, indeed, a ‘‘come-down ” from the past ; but these are only the 
Laudatores temporis act-i. If the number of existing theatres be any 
criterion of the state of the art, we have advanced a:good many 
stages. 

An actor's performance should always be judged as a whole, although 
he usually plays in pieces. It may seem odd that the lazier an actor 
is the better he enjoys a long run, and the more he plays the harder 
he works. An “all-round” actor is fond of fat parts, and does not 
like playing them to thin houses. Shouting and rant are not necessary 
qualifications for a “sound” actor. 

The dramatic artist’s vocation is to please his audience and secure 
their applause, so his desire is to go down (like a sinking ship) with 
all hands. Although a histrion, he objects to being hissed, or, as he 
terms it, ‘‘ getting the goose,” as it knocks the stuffing out of him. 

A society actor may be generally recognized by his metropolitan 
stage carriage. 

Actors are not supposed to be good men of business, as a rule ; but 
this is a popular fallacy, as most of them have belonged to various 
powerful companies, being, moreover, often on the boards, and all of 
them are anxious to keep their engagements. On the other hand, 
danger lies in the consummation of their ambition, for, without ex- 
ception, all expect to set the Thames on fire, and take the town by 
storm. Their goodness of heart is proverbial, they will always hel 
one another in distress, and one actor is always ready to take anothers 
part. 











for Contributions. in no case will they be returned untess 


accom ranied by a stamped and directed envelope 


ee a a 





ae ee 


oe 























APBIL 11, 1888. 





























E 
| 
| 
HARMONY—AND DISCORD. | 
Vises Maydew.—" Do SING SOMETHING, MB. MELLOWTONE, [Li ACCOMPANY YOU.” 
Vr. Mellowtone (expressively) —" CERTAINLY, Miss MAYDEW. NOTHING Is NICER THAN TO BE ACCOMPANIED BY YOU.” 
Miss Maydew.—" THEN SING ‘FoR EVER AND FOR EVER.” Miss Crabhe (sotto voce).—* THE FORWARD MINX!” 
| ideas eaiaieicieiemacadaaral F —_— —_ 
| The Triple Alliance. Yet here we are in unity, aud (for atime) | Signors Smithi, Bradlaughini, and the gay 
j r » orl say rig ds ) j ' 
| (SEE CARTOON.) juite vlad Gladstonio ! ee 
| ee eareirsigsc Reming entail sedvondpe sy hades et Bush-Mill-itant. 
\ stranvely-chosen threc— nbn” ACtS oF adliferent sort— ; Pe 
| . 2 . ee ‘ . 9 . A a6 ( 7 > Ye) S ye KNOW 
Signo! Symitni, ra flaughini, und Glad- y uu should see our Local (zovernment-cum- 2. good wh needs ri a h, bi kn , 
| statin tn: weeks Verpetual-Pensions Trick— “i = provet — risky : 
Up at Westminster we shin And in other feats of late : ot ae a oa entirely mi 
7 ’ } 4 } } nm matters touching WHISKY. 
I} the \ ! batic 1} 4 We. the Tr (>, nave Deen crea{— l d & : . : 
\' and fervent { ‘ Se cid a Mativnulate wattle thn ci In any case (a “ case”’ of whisky. mind). 
vhiere new ane erven Phiendshnip Anu e@a is alte lonately calls the othe! : ‘ —_ as . P 
. “PR mo . You need Old Bushmill if good stuff you'd tind. 
CAUSCS Wi ¢ aan , n « 


‘saallen , lif Bex. . , ¥ tit ; ig in " Just Out, Price One shilling. Pousfres, ‘“ 2d. 
For Smithi isa Tory—Bradlaughini quite a | But whether it will last or not, of course. we ~SOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
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(1) Spain's glorious King, like the prying | (3) Mr. Montagu Williams, who's (5) Tot ree (the 
Mere Hubbard, but no snob is, ay a 
| Of late went and blubbered—’ In the course o! bbies, extin- In search me pra) 
shutina cupboard. guishes ° . grav anal ent 
(2) Her own dresses are mn vile intil (4) Butler B r tw ‘ (6) A hef ¢ la Fr 
| times shall grow flusher, place to disparag groge 
Of that charming n n-gusher, the Adopts a ster rmiave concerning Views in etyle «# 
} mpress of R 5 . . rr I a {r 





ee 


VOL. XLVIIL—No. 1197, 


nure h be re 
lish and fistic, 


iter lo drink, 


uidist, 


of the 


are vestrymen 


ig the pewr they indulgein the 
port pew-gilistic, 


« set forth by 
here guests, once the gladdest, 


mc tele “tc. 
















































































162 H" § N. APRIL 18, 1888. 
SLASHES AND PUFFS. at this establishment just now, I may tell you that Volti and Ray are P 
i bar-performing; Miss Milly Price, who dances better than she sings, 
I HE STRAND.—TI trust it is not | is serio-comiqueing ; Mr. Tom Squire is singing a couple of rather 
i mere esprit de corps that leads me comic songs with smartness and point ; Mdlle. Bertoto, a small child 
} to consider Mr. Burnand’s travestie | of Gaul, is giving some remarkably clever imitations of various styles 
of Ariane fully as funny as the | of stage dancing ; Miss Minnie Mario is adding the joy of her buxom 
i original—but I do. The experi- | presence toa couple of songs; Miss Lottie Collins is singing and 
| enced author has seized the salient | dancing as per usual; Mr. and Mrs. Harry Watson are having that 
: points with practised deftness, and musical lark of theirs; Mr. Harry La Rose is wielding the massive 
shows himself a master of “the art | club with skill and unconcern; Brown, Newland and Wallace are on 
} of not boring,” by leaving off just | the job with Slocom’s Dorg ; and Mr. Coborn, Miss Ida Heath (a little 
as near as possibleat the right time. | wonder in dancing), Mr. G. H. Macdermott, Mdlle. Violette. The Two 
Whether the skit has any particu- | Macs, MM. Trewey and Brunin, Mr. Harry Randall, and Professor 
lar literary merit is not to be said, | Wingfield fill up the programme ina style you can very well guess 
d for some of the performers were | at. Of its kind, the show is good. 
Hf obviously “unsafe” in the lines ; —_—_—_——- 
i but the fun of these things rests Nops AND WINKs.—Mrs. Bandmann (whom memory dimly recalls 
4 less on the neatness of the dialogue | as Miss Milly Palmer, and a great favourite) is expected to give us | . 
Hi than on the quaintness or closeness | Lady Macbeth one of these days ; well, we'll give hera chance, I should | 
it of the mimicry, in which matter the hope, for old times’ sake.—The management of the Olympic Theatre | 
i} company is uncommonly strong. wish me to contradict a statement that Zu the Death will follow | 
— Christina shortly ; they will run Christina to the death first, and her | 
| Miss ATHERTON, with one of | dissolution does not come “within the range of practical politics” 
the boldest and most comically | yet by any means.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern 
Tae Greany.—AIRGY ANNIE-MAD- imitativevof “make ups,” gives an | proceeds during April with its various and varied Tuesdays and Thurs- 
vaeaox. excruciating version of M. Marius; | days as per usual.—There will be A Crooked Mile at the Vaudeville 
Mr. Henry Neville’s hearty bonho- | on the afternoon of the 26th ; Miss Pateman will run it.—I’ve received 
mie and graceful postures are most amusingly magnified by Mr. from the Alhambra authorities a full description of the new decora- 
Edouin, and Mr. Chevalier is a ludicrously stiff-necked and unneces- 
sarily Irish D’Acosta. These are all such clever bits of caricature 
that it is no little praise to say (what I take the liberty of saying) that 
Miss Margaret Ayrton’s rendering of the title ré/e stands out among 
them—striking and most laughable in its completeness of burlesque, 
to which the immensely funny “death” is a worthy climax. 
Miss GRACE HUNTLEY is satisfied to be her charming self without 
attempting imitation—and who shall say she is wrong /—while for 
the rest (omitting the impersonator of Daisy, whom I leave to your 
own judgment, except that I feel bound to call your attention to the 
child’s remarkable power of facial expression) they do their “ nothing” 
with no little humour. In fact the whole thing is screamingly funny, 
and everybody is to be congratulated from author to audience, and 
not excepting Mrs, Bernard-Beere. ' 
THE LYCEUM ( Morning).—lt is curious to observe how ill experi- \ 
ence serves folks at times. Mr. W.H. Vernon is an experienced actor, | 
Mr. T. KE. Pemberton is a not-inexperienced playwright, and Miss B 
Genevieve Ward may be considered as fairly learned in the ways | " 
of theatrical management; yet was this triple experience not | 
sufficient to save its proprietors from the production of such a curi- 11 
ously inept piece of work as The Loadstone. The piece, a gloomy THE STRAND.—STRETCHER AND BENDER. 
melodramatic story, told with incredible verbosity, and unrelieved by P. 
humour, save of the uneonscious sort, of which, however, there was | tions, they must be “simply lovely.”—A new first piece, by Mr. W. | 
little, is hardly likely to be heard again, and so may be charitably | Best, called Physic, Law, and Divinity, will shortly (and tersely, | — 
allowed to rest. It had an excellent cast. Miss Ward, inastrong | | suppose), precede Sweet Lavender at Terrvy’s. NESTOR. 
scene towards the finish, held the audience by the power of her acting, y oe 
for the first and only time they were held during the morning; and _ 
some sustained excellence was shown by Messrs. Fuller Mellish, EK. She carried it too far. ove 
Sass, L. Outram, and Arthur Wood. Mr. Vernon and Miss Dorothy : ‘ — , | to ki 
Dene seemed a hit “off colour” and depressed. . . W E admire honesty and simplicity of mind and purpose ; we like to at 
Ls it all the better if we can get it without offering prizes and distri- | sO p 
Tue PRINcess’s (Morniag).—With a strong and striking effect, buting coupons for it ; but we had in our household a cook whose | mak; 
{ anda somewhat original story, Mr. J. F. Nisbet's drama, Dorothy Gray. nature was so ingenuous that she would not even “take in” the milk, minc 
written expressly for Miss Grace Hawthorne, and produced ‘here on and—well, we had to give her warning. “ut. 
the 10th inst., yet failed to arouse almost any interest. Much of the panes -" a Piltk 
vr _ } le 9 } . } P . — £ vo) ° . guy ' 
ee. ; - are ay in the workmanship of the piece, whi n is over- Good News and True. pr 
weighted with unnecessary “character” parts, rather wanting in i : ‘ : > 
freshness, and written in dialogue rather wanting in brightness. THE Universal Solvent! That’s the latest discovery in the che- the k 
Much, however, must be laid to inadequacies in the cast, and a“ muti- | ™ al world. It sounds too good to be true, Can it be possible, ir artist 
ing’ of ‘the principal effect. Miss Hawthorne, who is an excellent is ita dream? Now the serried masses of creditors will rejoice and & sor 
aud clever actress within certain limits. was overweighted in the | be glad of heart! No need of any Arrears Bill now! Well, its alway) 
| principal part, which is a strong one, and Mr. Abingdon made but a about time we had a change. The Universal Insolvent has had a Thi 
cold-blooded lover. To dwell upon excellences rather than defects. good innings, and it’s about time he should retire to the pavilion. vellor 
however, Mr. Bassett Roe may be congratulated upon an intelligent : - 1 
ji bit of character-acting; Mr. F. Harrison (“a snake in the grass. by ; ; : —e : OF the 
kind permission of H. Beerbohm Tree, Es4."), was @ reasonably good MR. SHAW STEWART, M.!., says his faith in the vitality of be in my 
“villain ;"’ Miss Cicely Richards was one of the cheering influences Scottish nationality as greater than that of those who think " — : white 
of the afternoon ; Miss Maud Milton (“of the English aristocracy, bv propping Up with = gingerbread parliament in Edinburgh, So 1s ni Say. 
kind permission of Augustus Harris, Esq.”) was as artistically “ nasty” though wi think a gingerbread parliament would not be an inappro- whole 
as her part required her to be, and Misses Dolores Drummond and priate one for the “Land o' Cakes. — 
Kitty Claremont did excellent service as a couple of Irish ladies in ; They 
the lodging-letting and drudging business respectively. A FRENCH LADY recently won a wager by pronouncing 296,311 I hi 
; ogame words in three hours. She’s a spinster at present. Any eligible | PS iy 
THE LONDON PAVILION.—If you want to know what's going on | bachelor feel inclined to propose . ri , 
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ITS PAINFUL TO THINK OF WHAT MIGHT HAVE HAPPENED. 

Wine Merchant (who has invited a Customer to dine with him).—' WELL, WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS SHERRY? IT's A WON- 
DERFUL OLD WINE, AND DATES BACK TO ELIZABETH’S PERIOD. IT WAS WASHED ASHORE IN A HUGE CASK AMONG OTHER 
WRECKAGE FROM ONE OF THE ARMADA GALLEYS SUNK OFF PLYMOUTH.” 

Customer.—* WELL, [VE TRIED ONE GLASS, BACKHUST. AND | SHOULD THINK THE FLUID IS ABOUT AGED ENOUGH TO BE 
BURIED IN A SEPULCHRE THAT NOBODY COULD POSSIBLY BREAK INTO. TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH, | THOUGHT AT FIRST YOU 
WERE TRYING TO GET AT ME WITH SOME HOME-MADE GINGER GONE WRONG.” 

W. W.—* HOME-MADE GINGER GONE WRONG, SIR! WHY—ER—THIS WAS THE FAVOURITE TIPPLE OF PHILIP II. OF SPAIN, 

IT FETCHES FIVE GUINEAS A BOTTLE IN THE MARKET.” 
Customer.—* Lon! Now. WHEN I COME TO THINK, THERE IS A DISTINCT FLAVOUR OF SPANISH LIQUORICE IN THE LOTION. 
PAH!” [Then the Wine Merchant boiled over, grabbed the poker, and danced like an infuriated Zulu round his guest. His wife 
and daughters arrived just in time to prevent deadly murder. 
IN THE “GARDEN.” always did, and | always shail. Jones wants me to come to the | 
» aor ham 98 . acatt al ne * ete far m1 ' g ‘+ Thavy're dali. 
THAT idiot, imbecile Jones has lugged me on a walk through Varden, NOW, agai, aRG UUY Vigiels LUF by Dieces. Phey re deli | 
} 


cate girls, and flowers are health to girls.” The idiot! They're not 
delicate. They're always catching colds and getting ill, because 
they're always going to dances and stuffing themselves with tarts. 
A deal more common sense in their heads, and a little more tallow to 
put on their noses, that would suit them best. I hate and detest any | 
mind him of Venice? I'd just as lief have it remind me of the New  80rt_ of sentiment about girls, and I always did so—there ! Jones | 
Cut. Who wants to be reminded of Venice, I should like to know? thinks they like him, the idiot ; but they're always chaffing about 
Filthy water, blistered walls. efts walking up the stones, and mos- is bald head. A man like that doing sentimental yarns about 
quitoes everywhere. And, what’s more, | positively hate the smell | "ower. Bah ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 


Covent Garden. What do | care about Covent Garden, | shuuld like 
to know? I never bought a button-hole flower in my life since | got 
to an ave when I'd a grain of sense in my waistcoat pocket. “ It’s 
so pleasant,” says he, “to smell the flowers and look at the girls 


making up the bouquets. It reminds me of Venice.” Does it re- 








of the flowers, so I tell you. “ Whata lovely lot of arum lilies!” says = 
the beggar. AS if | were an wsthetic. green-gowned St. John’s W ood Playing (Bel)fast and Loose. 
artist girl that wanted to stick ‘em in her hair! 1 hate lilies, there's Mes » Reaerre hi (175 damages ¢ substitu = 
a sort of smell about ‘em that some people think lovely, only it MIss JANE BEATTIE nas (gO ~i(v GaMages as a Bu mtitute for rf 

husband in the shape of a Belfast constable. The B.C. missed a good | 


always reminds me of snuff, and almost sets me sneezing. . ' 

There are a lot of bunches of mimosa plant in the market. Ugly thing, we are sure, W “¥ he didn't hold that Belle-fast. It was only | 
vellow stuff that the girls are mad for sticking in their shoulders, and natural that she should be “taken up” with him. He pleaded to the 
making ’em look like ribs of beef smeared with mustard. I'm sick Jury that he had never promised Jane marriage, and that she ran | 
of the whole lot of the thing. Flowers are about everywhere. Why, after him. Toor fellow! People don't as a rule run after the police- 
7 . man, the natural instinct being to run away from them, The mulcted | 


in my time if a girl had a camelia stuck in her hair, like a chunk of r ' sings as he walks along bis beat. “M tty Jane y 

white suet, she was considered quite dressed, and quite enough too, I a ‘* NOW SIDES 48 DC Walks along Dis Deal, " ay prewy vane, my | 

say. It’s all tomfoolery and affectation. Why, girls now will have “4 st Jane. PS ee 

whole bunches of saffrano roses about ‘em. Not so pretty that I can Gnivituel Ai 

see. But, then, most girls’ skins are like mottled soap now-a-days. pirl ua ims. 

They were different when I was young. THE authorities of the Province of Galicia have had to curb i 
| hate to see a dinner-table, too, stuck all over with flowers. I'd much exuberance of a fine old sporting rural priest, whose favourite diversion | 

sooner smell gravy than gardenias any day. A good cod’s-head and would appear to be revolver-firing with a Protestant pastor asa target. | 

shoulders is better to look at than all the ferns in the world. I l/h. “Preach the gospel and practice the (¢)pistol are evidently his} 


tné 
to see my food before me, and | hate art fal-lals of any sort. And I sentiments. 
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THEM DRATTED GALS 
TO THE EpITog or “Fun.” 


' DEAR SrR,—I entirely agree with “A Paternal Drudge” as to the 

hardships entailed upon a father by having to keep a family of grown- 
up daughters. I am grieved 
to say I possess such a family ; 
and I take care to let them 
know every hour of the day 
what a burden they are to me: 
in fact, I never lose an oppor- 
tunity of making it obvious 
that I heartily detest the lot— 
Jane (with a wall-eye, a thing 
I hold in contempt and loath- 
ing), Susan (who stutters so 
revoltingly), Sarah Ann (with 
that hideous little pug-nose), 
Matilda Blodmen (with feet 
large enough for an elephant), 
Dandelion, Star of Bethlehem, 
and Cauliflower, the youngest. 
I need hardly say that I named 
the last three as a mark of my 
resentment at their being born, 
and with the hope that the burlesques upon those idiotic floral names 
now 80 popular might be a trial to them through life. 

I am of a mild, gentle, and domestic disposition, and: very fond of 
children when I have not to contribute to their maintenance, in which 
case I (naturally) loathe and detest them. I also am, and always 
was, of an independent spirit, and utterly averse to the notion of 
being underany obligation to my relations for supporting me. It was 
owing to this feeling that I early married a wife with a good income, 
in order that I might feel that the money I spent was my own, and 
not another's ; and it was with this same view that I refused to con- 
sent to any settlement of my wife's property upon herself. 

For a few months after my marriage I got on very comfortably ; 
but in two years | had, unfortunately, reduced my little fortune to 
one-tenth by unfortunate transactions on the turf—for I always was 
most unfortunate. 

Then that confounded Jane (with the wall-eye) was born; and I 
immediately perceived that some small part of my reduced comforts 
would be snatched from me to support her. Of course | fought hard 
against the imposition ; but a magistrate interfered, and Jane had to 
be kept by me instead of the ratepayers, who would not have felt it 
among them. Then came the other wretched girls in a shoal; and 
now, plan it as skilfully as I may, they still have to be supplied with 
a few necessaries out of my slender means. 

I am sure I have done my best, as a father should, to get them off 
my hands; but no one will marry them. I even went so far as to 
call the dustman one day into my study, and offer him a ten-pound 
note to marry any one of them he might choose and take her away, 
but the selfish wretch refused. 

It is in vain that I endeavour to convince those girls that any 
place is preferable to the paternal roof, by making them sleep all 
together in a small attic, and sit in an unfurnished breakfast-room 
crowded with black-beetles. They will not go. 

Now, Sir, will you, in consideration for the sufferings of an unhappy 
father, allow me to make to all unmarried male members of the 
public the same offer as I made to the ungrateful dustman? I will 
even make it twenty pounds (amply sufficient for a tobacconist com- 
mencing), and pay for the 
dyeing and mending of 
the bride’s gown in order 
that she may be an hon- 
our to her husband at the 
altar, 

What father could, or 
would, do more than this? 
I am, yours truly, 

PuT UPON. 





S1r,—As a mother of a 
very large family, | should 
like to give you my expe- 
riences, if only to show 
that small means may be 
made to go a very long 
way by careful and intel- 
ligent management. I am 
quite at a loss to understand “An Anxious Mother” when she says 
she has a difficulty to keep herself, her husband, and nine daughters 
on fifty pounds » year, for my husbard's whole income does not 








amount to one-tenth of that amount; and there are twenty-five of 
us to be fed, clothed, and, in nine cases, educated out of it. 

We are all very, very happy, for we know by experience that while 
one keeps cheerful one never feels hungry. Nevertheless, when any 
one of the family does happen to feel hungry (which does occur at 
times), there is no difficulty in finding a meal which, though not 
perhaps substantial, is always felt to be sufficient. 

My plan is this, At the beginning of the yearI buy one pound of 
second-hand bones, and these I carefully boil for twenty minutes, 
and then seal up in ajar; and this constitutes the family’s more 
substantial means of subsistence for the year. The liquor in which 
the bones have been boiled is poured into a large cistern, which is 
then filled up with water ; and it is to this liquid sustenance that 
any member of the family goes who may feel the need of refresh- 
ment. To banish any approach of hunger we steadily converse in a 
cheerful manner ; and in this way the whole of us frequently feel no 
need of food for weeks together. Our home is the brightest in the 
neighbourhood; and my eldest daughter, who is engaged to the 
“Living Skeleton ” in a show, is even saving a little money to buy 
herself some hairpins for the wedding. Yours truly, 

A NotT-AT-ALL-ANXIOUS MOTHER. 


S1r,—Surely one need never despair of seeing his daughters mar- 
ried. For my part, although I am now ninety-seven, and my youngest 
daughter (of ten) is nearly seventy-one, her mother still takes her 
and the other dear girls (who are really very young in their manners) 
to all sorts of festivities, and feels confident of getting them all off 
within the next generation at the outside.—Yours truly, 

SPERO, Old Street. 








' Bast-End East-thetics. 


{Mr. Edmund Gosse, supported by Mr. Alma Tadema, lately lectured to a number 
of Whitechapel folk at the Toynbee Hall, on “The Place of Sculpture in Modern 
Life.” Among other things he pointed out the desirability of “ harmonizing Sheri- 
ton furniture with bronze statuettes,” and the need of a“ presiding genius in marble 
of full length to welcome them in their halls,” &c.] 


WHICH we're ’orny-’anded parties wot goes toiling all the day, 

And Fine Harts (except in cabbiges) ain’t not much in our way, 
Costers, carmen, and light porters, at the markets or the docks, 
That's the sort of covies we are—and Life gives us narsty knocks, 
Rournd abourt Whitechapel willage we works ’ard, as you may guess, 
And we don’t go nap on swell tall ’ats, nor yet on evenink dress, 

Not much Hart is in ovr diggings (where the missis is the boss), 
Not, leastways, till we yeard of Misters Taddeymer and Gosse. 


Dowrn to Toynbee ’All, Whitechapel, comes A. T. and Neddy G., 
And, bless yer, both as haffable as haffable can be, 

And they lectyours us Kast-enders on the Harts which is most fine, 
On bronzeses and stachews in the skulptuary line. 

* You cannot all be Raffles,” says this Taddy, who is Duch— 
(Meaning, p’r’aps, as Raffles ain’t allowed in publics now, not mutch) 
* But you all can be a somethink, and thus give to life a gloss,” 

Says Taddymer, a-backing up his poit pal, E. Gosse. 


Gosse up and give orf quite a chunk on furnicher, he did— 
Advising of us Sherryton (that’s forrun, make no kid !) 

This he told us should be almonized with bronzes nice and green— 
A kind of statuetties is what Gossey seemed to mean, 
Then he jawed a bit on marbles (not what kids use up our courts), 
Lor’ no !—* Presidin’ genyuses ’’—nice statues of all sorts. 
"You put these in your ’alls,” says he—we didn’t nod or doss, 

sut listened most attentive, and did mot feel guyed by Gosse! 


Now “Gosse ” you know, old FUN bloke, is mere forrun for a ’at— 
sut G.’s got a head to put in his, you bet your boots on that!) 

He's a scollard, we should fancy, by his patter and his hair, 

So we're going in for statutes and for chaney earthenware. 

Yus—we cottoned to those Hart coves, who was dressed in rumbo togs 
lor they're labourin’ men like us, we year—some ses they rolls big logs— 
So we s'pose they work in timber-yards, when 'Igh Art's at a loss— 
And fills up their time with Hart-fulness—does Almer T. and Gosse ! 


Good old Gosse advised us all to have quite ’andy for a glimpse, 

In our ‘alls some full-length statutes of some Gracies and some nymps, 
To act just “as a key to our” (the owner's) “thought and taste,”— 
And but for jest one drawback we to buy some would make haste. 
Yer see, FUN, many statutes ain't in too much toggery decked, 

And if they was tvo nood, prehaps the missis might object, 

And them statutes at our old gals’ heads we might be druv to toss— 
Then who would pay our fines ’—would Meshers Taddymer & Gosse ? 








Mrs. PopMoRE finds steep stairs very trying ; she says she “can’t 
abide ‘em steeper than an angle of forty-five per cent.” 


= 











W 


A 


Al 





gMn 


wei 
(708 
of ‘ 
alsc 














APRIL 18, 1888, 


KUN. 


165 











DOTS BY THE WAY. 


SWEET SPRING-TIME! 


WHEN Thomson sang of genial Spring, 

And said her face was wreathed with smiles, 
And happy notes did sweetly sing, 

The songs that troubled heart beguiles, 


Was he awake? or did he dream? 
Or have the seasons changed since then ? 
For now “sweet Spring” brings ne’er a gleam 
Of sun to warm the hearts of men. 


Who talks just now of daffodils 
Or buttercups upon the lea ; 
Of grassy slopes and rippling rills, 
Or whispering leaves upon the tree, 





And all the other blossom things— 
The hedgerow, where sweet flowers grow, | 
Of which the ‘ Seasons” poet sings, | 
When bitter north-east winds do blow? 


Our “sweet spring-time” brings naught but 
cold, | 
With raging seas beyond the bar, | 
And suffering that can ne’er be told | 
With rheumatism and catarrh. 


We gather round the blazing hearth, 
We close the curtains, light the lamp ; 
And try to raise a sound of mirth, 
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But, like the day, our hearts are damp. 


The notes are false and out of tune; 
And bleak the bitter wind doth blow ; 
We have no spring-time now till June. | 


} 
The days are dark and flecked with snow, | 
| 


Mary.” 





STROKE AND DIVISION.— Midnight at 
Westminster. 





Mamma.—“ Ou, GIRLS, HERE'S THE ANNOUNCEMENT OF THE MARRIAGE OF DEAR 


MARY MAYBLOSSOM TO MR. KEENE SHARPE.” 
The Girls —“ OH, HOW DELIGHTFUL! 


Mamma.—“I'M AFRAID NOT, MY DEARsS. | 
NATE CAPACITY ON THE PRESS. 
LLoypD’s, I THINK IT WAS.” 


MUDDLED MIXEUDNESS. 


I WONDER IF IT'S A GOOD MATCH FOR 
THINK HE'S ONLY IN A SUBORDI- 


MARY TOLD ME HE WAS AN UNDERWRITER AT 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THERE is a good deal yet to be said about Mr. Goschen’s Budget, 
and the weak point in the Chancellor of the Exchequer’s armour, at 
which most thrusts are directed, is the wheel-tax. Indeed, in “ put- 
ting his spoke ” in the wheels, Mr. Goschen has run considerable risk 
of “upsetting the apple-cart.” On Monday Mr. Wright (for the 
nonce a wheel-Wright) urged the Chancellor of the Exchequer to 
reduce the tax to 10s. and Wheel Tax on vehicles under 10 cwt., and 
to graduate the tax on vehicles over 10 cwt. in proportion to their 
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MR. PICKERSGILL PICKS-ANOTHER (UARREL WITH THE HAUGHTY WARREN, 
re THE HOUSE OF COMMONS POLICE, 


weight. Quoth Mr. G., wait and see. Then we had Gladstone on 
Goschen, and finance was the order of the day. There was a meed 
of “praise from Sir Hubert Stanley,” duly appreciated, there was 
also a goou-natured hint that the wheel might bring the Budget to 








woe. Then the ex-Exchequer Chancellor found fault with the “ wise 
head’ now at the Exchequer for dealing more leniently with real 
than personal property, which personally he considered really wrong. 
But Mr. Goschen replied that whereas since 1877 the lands of the 
country had decreased in value 4 millions, house property had in- 
creased 42 millions. Why didn’t he add that while realty is like 
the poor, always with us, personalty, especially if it is money, is often 
here to-day and gone abroad to-morrow? And why, Mr. Bradlaugh, 
should you, the man of the masses, object to the tax on bottled wines, 
which can affect only the classes? Remember, a Gladstonian Govern- 
ment was thrown out of office in 1885 because Mr. Childers proposed 
to spare the “ French light wines” and tax home distilled whiskies. 
Mr. Pickersgill resented Sir Charles Warren’s interference with the 
House of Commons police as unwarrantable. 

Meanwhile, at the Devonshire Club, Dissentient Libs., Gladstonian 
Libs., or whatever new-fangled titles they might have adopted, met 
as good and true Liberals all, to honour the man who before the split 
was, and when the split is healed will be, one of the doughtiest cham- 
pions of Liberalism,—Joseph Chamberlain. Very pleasant it was to 
see such old friends as Hartington, Childers, James, Osborne, Morgan, 
and Collings of the “ Cow and Three Acres” seated in convivial 
friendship once again, and Hope told a tale that perhaps wasn’t all 
flattery, of reunion and strength in the ranks of that party on which 
England relies for freedom and progress. 

On Tuesday the House went deeply into the question of deep-sea 
fishing, and Sir Lyon Playfair regaled us with a learned harangue on 
the respective habits of the cod, the ling, and the herring, showing 
how, in consequence of the length of the cod’s close time, the herrings 
on which they feed had a warm time of it. 

Wednesday was devoted to the discussion of Mr. Blane's Irish 
Tenants’ Relief Bill, which met with strenuous opposition from the 
Government, and was defeated by a majority of over fifty. Perhaps 
if the grievances of the Irish tenant received a little more considera- 
tion, the Government would find him less amenable to the wiles of 
planners of campaigns. Mr. Balfour trotted off to be banqueted ; 
after being roasted by the Irish members doubtless he found ita 
pleasant change to be toasted by his own party. 

On Thursday the Right Reverend—no, Kight Honourable—Mr. 
Goschen announced with satisfaction that holders of 280 millions of 
Consols had assented to conversion. The Parnellites contended that 
the military acted at Ennis without Ennis sort of cause, 
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AN INDUSTRY THREATENED. 


re“ Gosc 5. ; oe . v ; ; 
“MR, GOSCHEN, in his Budget speech, showed a decided inclination to put a tax on revolvers at some future date.”) 
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ENICEKENAOKS, 

“WHICH oo me consider the greatest power in the world, Pro- 
fessor Bromboski?” asked a charming young lady student with a 
bewitching smile. “Vomans, 
my dtear yoong latie. N 
befor vine and viskey she haf 


Aree’ in ze voridt zan all ze 


oder power poot togeder! ” an- 
swered Herr Professor Brom- 
boski gallantly. 


Vestryman No. 1.—*“ You 
noes oe liar, 
estryman No, 2.—*“ Hi'd 
scorn the haction, Scraggs. 
Wort I wishes to hinsinivate is 
as ‘ow as you're in the ‘abit of 
making mistakes as would ’ave 
give Ananias the ‘orrors, and 
then expandin’ of ‘em after- 
wards.” {The usual scene. 


“COURAGE is, of course, a 

LA very essential quality in an 

HAN | Daa A) : officer, but it is absolutely 

oper necessary that a man in com- 

mand should fight with his head, gentlemen,” said a bald-pated old 

general. “ His hair must have been tugged out by the handful during 

terrible domestic frays,” whispered a scoffing young sub to his next- 
door neighbour. 





AN eminent entomologist states that, according to his opinion, the 
Hessian fly has made a great mistake in visiting Great Britain, as the 
variable dlimats must prove fatal to him, and he adds that many mis- 
deeds attributed to the Hessian insect have been perpetrated by the 
ribbon-footed tol and the corn saw-fly. The Cecidomyia De- 
structor has very little intelligence. It was weak and foolish enough 
to penetrate into Scotland a while back, in hopes of getting free 
board and lodging of a superior quality. The C. D. soon deducted, 
however, that the Land o’ Cakes was not a second Paradise for Hessian 
insects of any kind, and it left looking poor and thin. 


AN Indian fired at a missionary the other day, and the bullet struck 
him full on the left breast; but though the saintly man fainted, 
careful examination showed that no wound had been inflicted. “Ah! 
I can feel a book in his pocket,” exclaimedone of his confréres. “This 
is probably another case of a Christian being saved from death by 
carrying a Bible.” And then with moist eyes he reverently drew 
forth two thick squares of plug tobacco tightly tied together. A 
flattened piece of lead dropped from the packet as he did so, and the 
elder of the mission sternly exclaimed, “ Bring that insensible shepherd 


to by rubbing cayenne pepper in his eyes.” 


“I've missed you for the last three weeks, Trippins,” remarked 
Mattocks. “ Yes, I've been on my wedding tour,” replied Trippins, 
beamishly. “Bless by soul! I no idea you had ceric I 
never noticed any announcement in the 7'imes, old man,” exclaimed 
M. “No, funds won't run to that sort of thing nowadays, Mattocks, 
my boy,” rejoined T. “ Where did you go to for the honeymoon?” 





‘asked M. “ Well, to tell the truth, I left the missus at home, and 
| spent it at Brighton. Had a bully time there, too, you bet,” laughed 
Trippins, gaily. 


A DREADFULLY bad boy, aged twelve years and six whole months, 
was recently placed in the dock of a police-court, charged with 


stealing eggs. He admitted the offence, but u in extenuation 
that the said were worth nothing at all. In fact, “They wur 
that there dried up, it warn’t no fun chuckin’ of ‘em at people's 


backs.” The plea was not held valid, and that lad left the gaoler’s 
hands with tears in his eyes, feeling tender as a chicken. 


“ WHISKY is a curse and must go!” said a professional tote to a 
bleary-eyed gentleman, who looked as though he had just been rescued 
from the recesses of a dust-hole, and played upon by a garden 
hydrant. “Shertingly, ve dear fellow,” replied the bleary-eyed 
me . “Quite right. Itsh 'stonishing how it does go, too—(hie ). 

lessh me, three bottlesh to-day, at least, have dishappeared—gone like 
a beautifal dream! Now, if you could h—/( hic )—the shmall 
loan of half-a-crown, I'd take itsh as a great fav-———” [ But the pro- 
fessional tote had scooted with the agility of a kangaroo, 
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Art Exhibitions. 

THe New English Art Club hold their third Exhibition at the 
Hall, Piccadilly. That there is much that is good and clever 

is beyond all doubt, much from men who are destined to take promi- 
nent tions in the art world, but that will be when their eccentri- 
cities have been softened down, and when the public taste has come 
round towards all that is best in these clever painters. 
The collection is placed at a disadvantage from the fact that on 
entering the gallery the visitor is attracted by “Gatti’s Hungerford 
Palace of Varieties,’ by Walter Sickert, and looking round, faces 
at the centre of the end wall “A Summer Evening,” by P. Wilson 
Steer, two of the most eccentric works in the room. To say that these 
are not the productions of clever men would be absurd, but both 
completely fail to give a natural representation of the scenes 
depicted. 
hesekant the best pictures are “ Gathering Potatoes,” by G. Clausen, 

“ Palmistry,” by Stanhope Forbes, “ Portrait of Mrs. Delissa Joseph,” 
by S. J. Solomon, “ Portrait of Mrs. Fox,” by H. S. Tuke, “ The Return 
of Spring,” by T. F. Goodall, “ Chrysanthemums,” by Herbert Dalziel, 
one of, if not the strongest bit of colour in the gallery. To those 
who take an interest in the rising school of art, this collection must 
have a strong attraction. 








Russ in Urbe. 


THE sweaters who lure the Polish and Russian Jews over here to 
swell the ranks and cheapen the price of labour, are doing well at 
present. Added to their usual fat profits, they have now got a Royal 
Commission on the business, as if the sanitary conditions of it didn’t 
yield a sufficiently “ high” per-centage ! 
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EQUALISATION. 

Coal Waggoner.—“ Ay, lad, the gaffer says to me, says he, 
‘Gaarge,’ he says, ‘seein’ as’ow the Chancellor of the Chequers has 
put a tax on wheels, I can't afford to pay sich high wages,’” 

Bricky.—* And what did you say, Gaarge?” —_.. 

Cc. W.—* What did I say? I says, says I, I says, ‘Seein’ as 'ow 
the same party ‘as put a tax on bottled furrin wines,’ I says, ‘I 
yee t see how you can expect me to live on the wages as I’m a- 
getting.’” 
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CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH. 


THAT Phillipette approves of me, 
Admits of no demur, 
And any kind of fool can see 
I think a lot of her. 
And our affection—which is much— 
Spontaneously comes— 
You never met a pair of such 
Inseparable chums. 
But there is room to doubt that we 
So closely would have clung, 
If I were not so elderly, 
And she were not so young. 


We go for walks—we two alone, 
Away across the fields, 
Or seek the joys (on bay and roan) 
That equitation yields. 
We go for rows on moonlight nights, 
To evening parties, too— 
We should come home at twelve, by rights, 
But very seldom do— 
Which would, as “ goings on ” too free, 
Be in our faces flung ; 
If I were not so elderly, 
And she were not so young. 


We sometimes do the picture shows, 
And, ere we hurry back, 
It is my duty to propose, 
And organise, a snack. 
I take some dainty Gallic plate, 
(Or “ dish,” to be precise) 
She makes a meal of chocolate, 
And lemonade, and ice. 
My choice would scarce be this, you see, 
Or here be those among, 
If I were not so elderly 
And she were not so young. 


She has me at her beck and call, 
And oft “ presents her comps., 
And will I help her o’er the wall?” 
Or “join a game of romps?” 
She’ll lure me out on sunny days 
To help her dig and weed ; 
And then the pranks the monkey plays! 
They’re terrible indeed— 
My bliss in which, no doubt, would be 
More keen and highly strung, 
If I were not so elderly 
And she were not so young. 


But there are compensations she 
Has found will stand the test— 
At times she’ll perch upon my knee 
And nestle to my breast ; 
Or, placing on her love no check 
his free-and-easy miss !), 
She'll fling her arms about my neck 
And give me kiss on kiss, 
Which couldn’t happen, you'll agree, 
(For folks might wag the tongue), 
If I were not so elderly 
And she were not so young. 


Yet to these close relations such 
Importance some attach, 
They say ’twould not surprise them much 
If we should make a match. 
But, though to Phil’s delightful ways 
My nature all succumbs, 
And though we mean, throughout our days, 
To be the closest chums, 
For us the Fates will scarce decree 
A wedding peal be rung— 
For fifty’s rather elderly, 
But twelve is much too young. 








HoPE-IN youR MoutH.—What matters if 
one is born without a “silver spoon” in one’s 
mouth ; there is every probability of dying 
with a “gold plate” in it! 
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GIVE HER TIME. 


Mrs, Fotheringay.—‘ SHE'S VERY YOUNG TO BE A Wipow!” 
Mrs. Blackmoor.—“ SHE'LL PROBABLY BE OLDER NEXT TIME, MY LOVE,” 
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New Leaves. County London. 


| In such of the illustrated magazines ascome | THERE’s mourning 'mongst the men of Kent 
to our hands we are accustomed to find so In Middlesex there’s worry, 
much that is excellent that we can “hardly | In Essex wealds there's discontent 
ever” say that they are better than usual— And sorrow reigns in Surrey. 
enough to say they are as good. In Scribner's | For, lo! the link that long has tied 
this month there is a lot about “The Cam- These sisters has been parted, 
paign of Waterloo,” “The Greek Vase,” “A | Henceforth no more they'll lie allied, 
appy Accident,” &c.—* Coaching Days and (Poor Herts is broken-hearted). 
Coaching Ways” still form an important | The ruthless Ritchie in a trice 
feature in The English Illustrated.—The con- Has left the whole lot undone, 
tents of the Religious Tract Society's serials | By cutting off from each a slice 
are beyond particularizing—they are full to To form his County London. 
overflowing with matters of interest.—Atten- 
tion may be directed to the current part of | What marvel these on Ritchie frown, 
the Family Doctor for some awful examples Considering that each he 
of the evils of tight-lacing and high-heel boots | Has banished from old London Town— 
and other monstrosities foisted upon female Oh, 'tis too rich of Ritchie! 
helplessness by the demon “ fashion.”—Several | Poor Father Thames’s tears his tide 
specimens of “The Later Work of George Have filled to overflowing, 
Cruikshank ” accompany a well-written paper | For when he’s lost his Surrey side, 
in The Manchester Quarterly. Looked at in His banks he'll scarce be knowing. 
the light of Cruikshank’s own period, the | Transpontine swells who “ come to town,” 
specimens lose nothing, but viewed in the Won't wear an air jocund on 
light of the present day it is otherwise—Mr, | Their faces when the law lays down 
Besant’s paper in Longman’s on pron Endow- That Peckham lies in London. 
ment of the Daughter,” has raised quite a i" 
“blizzard” of conteovenstal opinions ioe pg ee pr fos | he agra gleams 
apparently all points of the compass, and a ; "Sieg ae 
aed or less pat from the point at issue, as Ane ome. Cae bs ee Ape gi 
raised by Mr. Besant. The number also con For when they gain Blackhecth from Kent, 


tains a sweetly-set poem by Jean Ingelow.— Whe 
} J : n Surrey yields the Oval 
Household Words is teeming with matters Aad Tabled Gece Tieton an cont 


domestic, useful, and entertaining. All England’s men may rove all 

; —- The counties through a team to find, 
Which (thanks to Ritchie's bounty 

a pig worth some three or four do , have In grand young London County. 

paid their lawyers 1,250 dollars already, and * 7 


still are unable to bury the hatchet in n, 
and shake hands of pork in a friendly man- CAN a sailor be said to be “aboard” when 
ner, he’s on an ironclad? 
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THE MAN WHO KNEW A DEAL ABOUT 
COOKERY. 


HE was a shabby-genteel, pinched-looking old man, and he stood 

outside a small eating-house, anxiously and critically scanning the 

] bill of fare in the 
window. 

“ Ah,” I heard him 
mutter, “ ‘ boiled beef, 
mashed potatoes, car- 
rots, suet dump- 
ling—sixpence.’ 
Umph! I know what 
that means — tough 
cow meat, potatoes 
mixed with cart-grease 
and soot, carrots as 
hard as boxwood, and 
a smal)! cannon-ball of 
dripping-dough! ‘ Hot 
roast shoulder of mut- 
ton, and onion sauce, 
baked potatoes, and 
sprouts—six pence!’ 

a! ha!—two small 
wedges of stringy 
Australian stuff, four 
chips of raw onion in 











water, a greasy, frost- 
bitten potato, and a 
mess of green stuff 
full of grit. ‘ Boiled 
pork, parsnips, and 
pease-pudding —four- 
, pence!’ Ho! ho!— 
' three wedges of fat, 

' “*y and a fossilized root 
| - Mili | rT _— that might have been 
Jb ie anv ii “> dug up by Noah just 
. 4 i a | | after the deluge. I 
daresay the pease-pud- 
ding ain't bad, though.—I think I'd better go in for a penn’orth, and 
put off my dinner till to-morrow, Let me see—I dined last Tuesday, 
and to-day is only Friday.” 

“ What a strange creature !” I thought—*so hungry, and yet so fasti- 
dious!” and edging closer towards him, I broke into his reverie out of 
mere curiosity by saying, “ Do you know, sir, whether fairly good 
food is sold in this place as a rule!” 

He turned with an expression of sorrowful astonishment on his 
countenance, and in a sulddjued voice answered, ‘Some might think 
so, but a man who has fed on the very choicest dishes for over fifty 
years, and who bows with veneration whenever the name of Glasse, 
Acton, Kitchener, Caréme, Ude, Francatelli, or Soyer is mentioned in 





the cwisine in this establishment. 

“But there, from high to low, isn’t it wonderful how people's 
tastes differ as to food! My father, who knew the great Duke of 
Wellington intimately, said that his grace often mixed all sorts of in- 
congruous comestibles on his plate at dinner, and ravenously swal- 
lowed the olla podrida, Bismarck, whom I have often watched at 


plate with not over-clean hands—ugh ! 

“Who the dickens is this strange character?" I pondered. 
an eccentric ex-ambassador, a mad Anglo-Indian rolling in wealth, or 
a cranky American millionaire who affects an utter disregard for out- 
ward appearances!” 

He read my thoughts and chuckled. “You wonder who and what 
Iam. Your inquisitiveness shall be satisfied at once. 
out of employment, and until recently was retained as chef at a hand- 


“Why did he part with you?” I ventured. 
“ Because m 
to broil thirty b-cutlets in ‘ fivers he sent down for the purpose. 
I buttered and used ‘ Bank of Engraving’ notes instead, and retained 
the genuine flimsies. A jealous underling ‘ blew the gaff,’ sir, and | 
was summarily discharged, and have only been doing odd jobs ever 
since. Well, afternoon, sir, I don't think I shall have a snack 
in this place after all.” And raising his weather-worn hat politely 
the shabby-genteel old man shuffled rapidly away. 

An hour later I found that my watch and chain and pocket-book 
were missing. Could that unemployed clef have annexed them! |! 
know not. 











aspoonful of floarand | 





his presence—well, that man, sir, might take some slight exception to 


meal-times, is a somewhat similar feeder, but he frequently goes | 
further by ignoring the use of a knife and fork, and paddling in his | 


“Is he | 


lam acook | 
some salary by that drunken gourmand, Lord Hanwell Liversponge.” | 


principles, sir, would not allow me on one occasion | 





“Hands off, Salisbury ” 
(SALISBURY, log.) | See opposit? page, 


THE sneaker, when out on his lay, 
Is fond of a crowd and a bustle ; 
His game, in a general way, 
He starts with a bit of a hustle. 
This acts on you like a red rag, 
There’s a row—others make intervention— 
And he cheerfully bolts with the swag, 
While his pals occupy your attention. 


So flourish it, Balfour, my boy 
(The Irish red rag) in their faces, 
And, Ritchie, attention employ 
With your Localised Government cases ; 
And Goschen, just see if you can’t, 
With a Budget sensational lick it ; 
I’ve spotted a beautiful plant— 
If you keep them employed I shall nick it! 


We've pandered enough to the mob, 
Our party’s half made up of groaners, 
But I see my way on to a “job” 
To make it all right with landowners ; 
So keep up the racket and row, 
With Democrats getting hob-nobby, 
It looks pretty promising now— 
Though there is such a thing as the bobby ! 








Meum and Tuam. 


IN an age when “smartness” and “sharp practice” are very much 
worshipped idols, it is refreshing to find that conscience yet plays a 
part in the affairs of the world. In Tuam “the still small voice,” 
after eleven long years of persistent nagging, has at length induced 
an unknown individual to restore (through the medium of the local 
priest) the sum of a hundred pounds which had been paid to him (it 
must have been a“ him,” it couldn’t have been one of the “ fairer” 
sex) in mistake by a clerk of the National Bank of that town. A 
hundred pounds is a good weight to get off the conscience at one go. 





Ix East Wickham, Kent, the Easter Vestry was held in the church. 
Of course the two overseers quarrelled—the quarrel resulting in a 
fight in the body of the church. This is not to be wondered at. 
Urbanity and meekness are seldom the sole occupants of the vestry- 
man’s breast, and, being in church, what more natural than that he 
should feel pew-gilistic ! 





Mrs. PODMORE is great on domestic economy. No preparation for 
saving the housewife time and trouble, to her mind, comes up to that 
“ desecrated soup.” 














GOING TOO FAR. 


Isabel (who has becn reading that “ Daughters” Correspondence). 
—‘It seems to me, Charlie, that there's no getting a husband 
unless one goes to Australia, or Patagonia, or somewhere.” 

Charlie.—* Surely you need not go as far as that, "Bel ! ” 

And that’s how she brought him to the potrt. 
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“HANDS OFF, SALISBURY.”—(DISENDOWMENT BEFORE DISESTABLISHMENT.) 
LORD S—“ KEEP IT UP, BALFOUR, TILL I GET HOLD OF THE SWAG.” 





[ See opposite page. 
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THE PRIMROSE-DAY MANIA. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE STRAND (Morning).—Mr. 
Horace Lennard’s burlesque, Joo 
Lovely Black-Eyed Susan, which 
has scored such a marked success 
at the Crystal Palace, was produced 
here for a run of one morning on 
Wednesday week. It is conceived 
in a vein of high spirits, not always 
tempered by discretion, perhaps, 
but provocative of genuine hilarity. 
Something less of liberality in the 
way of song and dance, and the 
omission of (say) one or two of the 
dozen or so not over well aimed 
hits at the Admiralty, would leave 
little to be desired in the way of 
improvement. There is plenty of 
fun and plenty of real burlesque, 
and Mr. Oscar Barrett's music is 
some of the best of its kind, 
genuinely pretty at times, and 
musicianly in its wildest moments. 
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THE STRAND.—THE NEW BIL1.. THE author owes something to 
his cast ; the thoroughness of Miss 
Fannie Leslie, the Arthur Roberts-like quaintness of Mr. Dan Leno 
(with a cold!), the dapper piquancy and sense of fun of Miss Katie 
James, the merry spirit and go of Miss Dot Mario, the humorous 
truculence of Mr. Frank W. Wood, and the readiness of the cast 
generally, were rather more than half the battle. 





THE PRINCE OF WALES'S (Morning).—A freshly conceived and 
rather well written dualogue, which had the advantage of being 
represented by Miss Kate Rorke and Mr. E. W. Gardiner, was played 
here on the 13th with very pleasing results. The characters, a blunt, 
prosaic sailor and a romantic heiress, with a family feud between 
them, who meet at a fancy ball in the appropriate guise, or guises, 
of Romeo and Juliet, are cleverly contrasted and played with excellent 
point by these two performers. Mr. Ralph R. Lumley is the author. 


SANGER’s.—On the 16th Mr. Abrahams introduced Lady Lillian 
to the nobility, gentry, and inhabitants of the Westminster Bridge 
Road and vicinity. The lady was much appreciated, and like all the new 
manager's protégés was well supported and supplied with appropriate 
surroundings. 


St. GzorGe’s HALL ( Morning).—Mr. Henry Nordblom, whom it 
seems superfluous to mention as the original English Ange Pitou in 
La Fille de Madame Angot, gave a revival of that piece, accompanied 
by a miscellaneous concert, at this Hall on Wednesday afternoon last. 

cast of the piece included several sometime public favourites 
who have not been seen much of late, and consisted, in its principals, 
of Mesdames Cornelie D'Anka and Catherine Lewis, and Messrs. 











THE STHAND.—LITTLE AND GOOD, BOTH OF THEM. 


Richard Temple, Rutland Barrington, and Henry himself—a decidedly 
“plump and pleasing" company, when you come to think of it—a 
cast of considerable weight, if I may be allowed to say so. 








THE revival was uncommonly interesting. Mr. Nordblom has lost 
none of his cunning, and is still a good negotiable tenor, while the 
ladies, (bless "em !) were as kittenish as ever, and pleasant to renew 
our acquaintance with the quarrel scene, and to wonder what would 
a if they really came to blows! Mr. Barrington and Mr. 
R. Temple did justice to their later acquired reputation. The concert, 
or entertainment part, was sustained by Miss Annie Delatour, Messrs, 
George Temple, Herman Vezin (with a recitation), Ben Davis, W. Clif- 
ford, and Arthur Roberts, and I don’t mind having it all over 


again. 


‘THE LyceuM.—Faust re-appeared “on time” as announced on 
Saturday week, and was enthusiastically greeted by a public which 
probably knows him likea brother by this time. He appears to have 
suffered little by his travels, and if Margaret has acquired a habit of 

ishing her conversation into “you bets” and “I surmises,” or 
Mephistopheles has grown a “goatee,” it was not observable on the 
occasion of my visit. They all seemed as pleased to see us as we were 
to see them, and Margaret in particular looked as though she would 








have liked to have taken us all in 
herarms. No such luck, however. 


NopDs AND WINKS.—Next Tues- 
day The Sealed Packet, a four-act 
drama by Mr. J. P. Hurst, will be 
produced—it does not altogether 
appear where—with a cast strong 
enough to compel mention in its 
entirety. It will consist of Messrs. 
Standing, Somerset, Everard, Les- 
tocq, Stewart Dawson, and De 
Lange ; Mesdames Florence West, 
A. Cudmore, Aylward, and Bicker- 
staffe.—That particularly agreeable 
and effective reciter, Mr. Kirwan, 
gives aseries of Recitals at the Stein- 
way Hall, of which Thursday even- 
ings, April 19th, May 3rd, 17th, and 
$list, are the dates. Longfellow’s 
(olden Legend forms the pro- 
gramme on the last named evening. 
—The autumn production at the 
Gaiety, it is at present supposed, “% 
will be a version of Dick Turpin, Tye Lyceum.—MeruIsToPHELES 
by Mr. W. T. Goldberg, otherwise  (/oy.)—“ Waal, I reckon we're to hum 
the “Shifter,” of our friend the gain, you bet. Yes, sir.” 

Pink ’Un. This is the first I’ve 

heard of this gentleman being a scene shifter; but if the news is 
true I should say the Gaiety autumn piece will contain all the fun 
which has been left out of most recent productions of the kind ; in 
which case we may look for a screamer.—Mr. J. F. Porter, the atten- 
tive acting manager there, takes a benefit to-morrow (26th), by-the- 
way, and heartily deserves a “ bumper.” NESTOR. 











New Leaves. 


“ [NEBRIETY,” by Norman Kerr, M.D., F.L.S. (H. K. Lewis.) 
The author here gives, after a long and deep study, a thorough 
exposition of the whole subject in all its intricate bearings. The 
curse of “ Drink” is a deadly disease, and all honour be to those by 
whose efforts—such efforts as we here see so nobly and so effectively 
directed—it may be diminished.—The first vol. of “ The Housekeeper 
Series,” edited by Mr. Percy Lindley, (123 & 125 Fleet Street,) is 
devoted to “English and French Cookery.” The subject of good 
versus bad cookery having such an important bearing on the health 
and strength of the community, cannot be too strongly or too 
frequently insisted upon. This adds another to the army of good 
books intended to conquer the evils arising from badly cooked food. 
—*The Queen of the Air,” by Harry Blyth (North British Publish- 
ing Company.) This is one of the thrilling romances by 4 
deservedly popular author, now in course of publication, and is 
worthy of wide circulation.—“ Musical Notes,” by Herman Klein. 
(The Stage Office.) This is a valuable record of musical events, that 
musical pe ae will do well to “ make a note of.”—Press Directories 
Sopte plentiful, and for all interested ies there is no lack of 
good guidance to thorough knowledge. We have “ May’s British and 
Irish Press Guide.” (Fredk. L. May.) About as full and concise as 
it can be. We have “ Shelley’s Complete Press Directory ” (Shelley 
and Co.) which is both “full and impartial ;” and we have “Sell’s 
Dictionary of the World's Press” (Sell’s Agency). A ponderous 
volume, abounding with information about all sorts of journals and 
paemein everything seems to have been put into it, and “nothing 
eft out.” 
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The Wail offthe:Natives Oyster. 


LisT to a bivalve’s bitter plaint, 

Though small the voice, the echo faint, 

While I my wrongs attempt to paint 
In simple phrases. 


Much have I suffered silently, 

Closing my shell to calumny, 

Wondering what the end will be, 
When it is coming, 


Long ages past my fame has shown ; 
Kingdoms have come and kingdoms gone, 
Yet have I kept my place upon 

The gourmand’s table. 


The very bluest of blue blood 
Flows in my veins, and ere the flood 
My father’s bed was in the mud 

Of Kent foreshore, 


But now my lustre pales and dims, 

The creature of the tickle whims 

Of those who used to praise in hymns 
My dainty breeding. 





Think you that clerks alone can feel 

The pressure of a foreign heel, 

That oysters do not have to kneel 
To the invader? 


Base upstart oysters hustle me— 

Immigrants from a foreign sea, 

Things without birth or pedigree, 
Or gentle breeding. 


Billeted in my native bed 

On mine own royal dainties fed, 

They think to pose as real, instead 
Of only “ seconds.” 


I have seen wretched Anglo-Dutch, 

Hybrids no decent man would touch, 

Offered and sold for quite as much 
As even I fetch! 


Bon vivants,—epicures—uprise! 

Rescue the native that you prize, 

Ere he, heartbroken, haply dies 
In bitter anguish ! 








== 
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SEE HOW THESE ANGELS LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 


First Pretty Creature.—“ YESTERDAY WAS MY BIRTHDAY, DEAR; AND 
MY CHARLIE GAVE ME A STRING OF SUCH BEAUTIFUL PEARLS—ONE FOR /, 


EVERY YEAR.” #3s009 
‘ Wuy do Jews abjure pork when their forefather was | Second Ditto (who has failed to secure Charlie).—“ HowW SWEET, DEAREST. ° 
Abra-ham ? WHAT AN EXPENSIVE PRESENT—SUCH A LONG STRING, DEAR!” > | 








OVER THE WATER! 


THEY’RE talking about Boulanger, and people at Dunkirk, and 
Lille, and all the rest of it. As if any French peasant or mechanic 
ever had any real brains of their own! When a Frenchman’s a 
country man, his brain is generally like a mangold wurzel. When 
he’s a town beggar, it’s burnt up with absinthe. I’ve just come from 
a country place in France. Lor! what a time of it you have there, 
and they call the French gay! Going to France for pleasure, for a 
man, is about as good as taking a boy from school to the British 
Museum and treating him with stale buns. It’s the greatest humbug 
going to call France gay and sunny. What can you do in one of 
their beastly little villages—a village with a manure heap and a 
muck pond close to one side of the church, then a half ditch, half 
stream, with a few dirty ducks on it ; and see the poor beggars in the 
cabarets? Why, the beer they drink tastes like soapsuds and slops. 
I hate to see em, that Ido! And some people, the idiots, think it’s 
nice to hear the beggars go clattering along in their sabots/ Perhaps 
theyll say next that the chuckle-headed gendarme, who's always 
hanging about outside the little railway station, is worth looking at. 
There are some fools who think that anything’s good, so long as it’s 
abroad. Bah! And the well-to-do folks in the village, why—if they 
ever had any intelligence at all, they destroy it altogether in fooling 
over boxes of dominoes. And these are the = pe who are going to 
“balance Boulanger’s chances”! Why, you could put all their brains 
in a pill box, and cover em with a postage stamp. I hate and detest 
French life altogether, and always did, I tell you. I hate drinking 
filthy vin ordinaire, and I hate seeing squab soldiers, looking like 
red-legged sea gulls who’ve had their bodies rubbed with a blue bag. 
But the French press is always landing out. And such a recuperative 
people! Arethey? What's the good of always having black eyes, I 








say, simply for the pleasure of getting them cured again? If ever 
you catch me over again in France, I’m hanged if it won't be to buy 
a rope to hang myself. I hate everything in the place, that I do, 
as much as I do their beastly beetroot sugar. Bah! 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 





me ae 
— 





St. Primrose. 
[A Clergyman, writing to a contemporary concerning Primrose Day (just over), 
complains of the wholesale destruction of Primroses for the celebration, and sugs 


gests Dandelions in their place]. 


A VERY shrewd suggestion, 
Is this, beyond all question, 
And one with which all Tories should agree— 
Beaconsfield was subtle-witted, 
But still "twill be admitted, 
That a very dandy “lion” was Lord B, 





FREDERICK VILLIERS, our “only war artist,” has gone to “ Ould 
Oireland ” to “speak his piece” about what he has done the last ten 
years. He “speaks his piece” so well, and is such a good and brave 
fellow, that we hope the pieces will come in well to the rescue, so 
that if there be no peace in Ireland, he may yet have pieces in his 
pocket. Possibly there is no man going in the wide world (as last 
week’s World had it) who has seen so much during the last ten years 
as F. V., and certainly none can tell their tale better. 





MoTtTo FoR “ UNIONISTs.”—Down with the Blunt. 
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THE INSOMNIAC. 


WE tell the story of the Insomniac in order that it may encourage 
those who believe in- 
somnia incurable to 
hope. 

We first came 
across—or under- 
neath — Tweddleton 
ata hotel. We hap- 
pened to be very 
weary from long 
travel, and anxious 
to get a night’s re- 
freshing sleep to fit 
us for important un- 
dertakings on the 
morrow. However, 
at the moment we 
laid our head on the 
pillow there com- 
menced a rolling 
along the floor over- 
head which effec- 
tually drove away sleep; this went on for two hours, and then we 
huddled on some clothes and ascended to the floor above, and knocked 
at the door above ours. 

“Come in,” said a voice ; and in that voice was the ring of despair. 

“We don’t want to come in,” we replied. “We can’t go to sleep 
for that rolling row you're making.” 

“ Very sorry,” replied the voice. “I'll try another remedy.” 

So we went down and laid our head on the pillow; and at that 
moment commenced a “tap, tap, tap, tap,” and after every ten taps 
came a louder knock ; and after every ten knocks (or hundred taps) 
a bang; and after every ten bangs (or hundred knocks, or thousand 
taps), a crash. Then we went up again, and kicked at the door. 

‘Come in,” said the despairing voice, and mingled with the 
despair was a gentleness which disarmed and mollified. This time 
we went in, and stood face to face with the disturber. He was not a 
fiend in semi-human form, as we had imagined him; on the contrary, 
he was a person of singularly mild and gentle aspect, and greeted us 
with a pleasant smile. He sat up in bed and bowed courteously as 
we entered, and motioned us to approach to a table on which were 
set drinks and cigars, as if in expectation of a visitor. 

“Sit down, old fellow!” he said. “ What do you generally take at 
this time of night?" 

“Sleep!” we replied. “And if it hadn't been for your con- 
founded———” 

“T really am very sorry—very,” he said kindly, “although I may 
not look it; but that is because I’m so accustomed to it. 1 expected 
you'd be up sooner or later. I didn’t know exactly whom I had 
the sad pleasure of sleeping above the head of to-night, as I only 
arrived at this hotel yesterday ; but | knew he—that is you—would 
be up in a rage some time to tell me he couldn’t sleep on account of 
my confounded row.” 

“ Then why the devil, sir, do you make the confounded row?” we 
asked indignantly, 
but helping oursel ves 
to some excellent 
benedictine, 

“ Well, you see, | 
can't help it. I’m 
subject to insomnia ; 
in fact, | have not 
siept ten minutes 
since the twelfth of 
the month before 
last, on which date 
I did get off for 
three-quarters of an 
hour—just at a time, 
by-the-bye, when it 
was of the utmost 
importance for me to 
be awake ; but that's 
neither here nor 
there. Well, I've been 
recommended to try all sorts of devices for inducing sleep. First I 
play marbles along the floor for two hours, propelling the marbles 
with my nose: this method is said, by causing a flow of blood to the 
cerebral regions, to induce a subsequent and still more pronounced 
reactionary movement of the vital fluid, by which it quits the brain 
and suffuses the subcuticle cellules of the great toes. That is the 
moment to seize for getting off to sleep. If I fail to seize it—which 


~// 3 


? ow )\ 








I invariably do—I proceed to count ten millions. This is said to be 
an infallible sleep-inducer. I keep count in a very ingenious way— 
marking off each ten taps on the bedstead with a louder knock, each 
ten knocks (or hundred taps) with a bang with my boot, each ten 
bangs (or hundred knocks, or thousand taps) with a crash with a small 
hammer with which I am always provided, each ten crashes——” 

“ Yes, yes—we know it to our cost!” we said. 

“Tf,” he continued, “this plan should also fail, I try to imagine 
millions of sheep jumping over a gate, one at a time. I mark off 
each ten sheep by dropping a leaden ‘nicker,’ each ten ‘nickers’ with 
a small flat-iron, each ten smali flat-irons with——” 

“ But, good heavens, man!” we said, trying his maraschino, “ doesn’t 
it ever occur to you that other people want to sleep besides you ?” 

“It does,” he replied. “And I have gone to the expense of having 
the various sleep-inducing expedients which I try, to the number of 
seven hundred and thirty-six, printed in a little book for gratuitous 
distribution. You will find a number of them by yourelbow. Pray 
accept one.” 

As the pale dawn broke, we drained one last glass of fine old 
Chateau Yquem, and left him trying his favourite remedy of standing 
on one leg until the blood had all flowed into his right ankle, 
applying at the same time a mustard plaster to the back of the neck. 

He really was a most agreeable companion—full of information 
and delightful epigram, yet with that weird, hollow look of one who 
suffers from habitual insomnia. 

“We cannot help thinking,” we said to him, one day, “that the 
very anxiety to sleep is one of the principle causes of insomnia. Now, 
if you could only contrive to want to keep awake—but, of course, one 
can’t. Now, if a victim to insomnia were placed every night in con- 
ditions which rendered it absolutely urgent and imperative that he 
should keep wide awake e 

“You are right, by Jove!” he exclaimed, and a new and strange 
light of intelligence seemed to come into his eye. In ten minutes he 
had departed, no one knew whither. 

” . o * fe & 

It was about a week after this that we were travelling by the 
night express, at a pace of over sixty miles an hour, when, with a 
fearful crash, our carriage telescoped with twelve others in front. 
Miraculously escaping, we alighted, and much shaken found our way 
to a signal-box close by. Had the signal-man died at his post? No, 
there he was, reclining on the switches, fast asleep. We awoke him 
with a kick on the ankle; he sleepily looked up, and in another 
moment we were grasping the hand of our old friend the late sufferer 
from insomnia. He looked plump and well ; all the distressing signs 
of the painful malady had departed. It was a happy, happy change ! 











SHIPPING INTELLIGENCE.—Embarking the mails. 
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POLITICS ARE NOT QUITE EVERYTHING. 
Miss Imprance.—“ Why don't you join our Primrose League?” 
Mrs. Spamley.—* I should like it of all things; but, you can see 
for yourself, your colour would not suit my complexion.” 
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UP TO HIM.” 
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SHE’D HAVE TO STOOP TO BE :.CONQUERED. 


Tom Shortt (who is taking Miss Longe, of Girton Coll., Cam., down to dinner).—“ FRANKLY, Miss LONGE, THE ONE DRAWBACK TO 
you YOUNG LADIES WHO HAVE TAKEN ’VARSITY HONOURS IS THAT A MAN HAS TO BE 8O JOLLY CLEVER FOR YOU TO LOOK 


Miss Longe.—“ YES, YOU'D HAVE TO BE RATHER CLEVER, MR. SHORTT.” 
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“WHAT IS TO BECOME OF THE GIRLS?” 
(MRS. FUN.) 


[Out of consideration for Mr. FUN’s letter-box, which, owing to 
having been subjected, at the wildly inventive hands of the local 
“plumber, house-fitter, and decorator,” to that somewhat alarming 
and risky treatment known as “repair,” is a little weak in its joints, 
Mr. F.. has decided to print or accept no more correspondence on the 
above question than that appearing below. Therefore he respectfully 
invites the public in general, and fathers of fourteen (fourteen 
daughters, you know), in particular, to keep for the future their ram- 
pant conjectures and collapsing conundrums to themselves. | 


To DEAR MR. FUN. 

SWEET S1IR,—With moistened heart and throbbing eyes I read the 
wise and touchingly beautiful letter written by your clever corre- 
spondent, “ A Perplexed Pater,” on the question, “ What is to Become 
of the Girls?” I look upon his method for the provision of his 
daughters’ future happiness as one that seems both simple and effec- 
tive; and, notwithstanding the fact that | am a wife and, as you 
have probably guessed by the signature as below, a mother also, my 
heart goes out to him in sympathy, and I feel that I could positively 
hug him. This sounds very naughty, but I’m sure you will excuse 
the feeling, sweet sir, as coming from 





A MOTHER OF MANY. 
“The Daughteries,” Petticoat Lane, April 20. 


To Mr. FUN. 
My —— Mr. Fun (superlatives crowded out ),—I am seventeen, 
and awfully sweet and pretty. I don’t say this out of vanity or self- 
conceit, but I am so often assured that such is the case by the fellows 
I know (and I know a few, you bet !) that I am beginning, with the 
assistance of my looking-glass, to get quite hardened to the fact. 
Therefore, My —— Mr. Fun, I don’t mind repeating to you, “I am 
awfully sweet and pretty.” But the worst of it is, the state of being 
80 seems to lessen rather than increase my chances of marriage. | 
have heaps of lovers, but when Ma tackles them with regard to their 





| of the opposite sex, on the subject, “What is to Become of the 


in every way to man, and therefore perfectly qualified to look after 


| herself, 
| and I’ve always heard tell that she was ruined. No; my opinion is 


| to be made a temporary fool of at the altar, am destined to dwindle 








intentions, they all and always shuffle out of it somehow by hiding | 


| their meanness behind that threadbare cloak, German Competition. 
They are shockingly unkind, don’t you think so? I would have 
learnt some trade or other if I'd known they were going to behave so 
ignobly—yet, what is the good of reflecting! The fact remains that 
they are mean, and that I, young, fascinating, and perfectly willing 


into the uninteresting state called old maidism. I can’t work, never 
having been brought up to it. Besides, 1 wouldn't if I could, Can 
you help me? I enclose my full address (not for publication), a 
flower, and a photo, and remain, 
Yours, etc., etc., etc., 

April 20. TOTTIE FITZJENKINS, 
To MR. Fun, 

DEAR S1R,—You will doubtless think it bold and unmaidenly of a 
mere girl for addressing you, a perfect stranger, and, moreover, one 


Girls?” but it is a question in which I am so deeply interested and 
concerned that, even at the risk of seeming untrue to the memory of 
my poor mamma (who died thirty years ago, and who used to teach 
me, when I was but an infant of sixteen, how wrong it was to 
correspond with gentlemen), | cannot refrain from writing to you in 
reference to it. For my own part, I maintain that woman is superior 


Marriage is ruin toagirl. My mother married, I believe, 


that girls should work, and not marry fora living. Not that I say 

this in the spirit of the fox without a tail, On the contrary, I might 

have been married a dozen times over, if I'd liked—though the verse 

on the last valentine I had certainly did suggest that | would make a 

doctor's fortune by sticking myself up in his front garden to make 

the neighbours sick, Yours, etc. MAIDEN BLUSH. 
Briazton, April 20. 








If you don’t like it, lump it. 
Don’? look for sugared words, sweet speeches, or honeyed accent4 
from a candied friend. He is more likely to be a cit(te)r on you. 
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ANOTHER NEW COMPANY. 
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A Company is being formed totake over the Feline and Canine Commissariat Business of J. Grobbs, Esq, The selling price of the plant, stock, and goodwill 
has been fixed by the vendor at £200,000, half of which he has consented to take in paid-up shares (which he will not—openly—+sell out as soon as the public have 
subscribed), The plant and stock consist of useful barrow (lately repaired), large stock of meat, carving board, two knives, three extra-large bundles best 
skewers, dog (with collar, complete), winter and summer hate, show cat, and valuable testimonial from the Countess. 














TESTIMONIAL 


PROPOSED To PRESENT 
To tro CHAIRMAN 
AT THE END OF Two YEARS 
$ a 
SLIGHT ACKNOWLEDCEMENT | 
ENERSY Ano GAraciry. | 
“ —* 
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PROSPECTUS. 


" ADVANTAGES ro SHAREROLDERS 
fmm - CONFIDENTLY ANTICIPATE. 
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VENDOR, 


The Board will consist of J, Grobbs, Eeq., Chairman and Managing Director (who will not—openly—join until the shares have been allot ted); J. Grobbs, Jun., 
Eeq., Departmental Director and Treasurer ; G. Grobbs, Esq., Accountant and Auditor; and H. Grobbs, Esq., Residuary Perquisitor. Vendor has agreed to sub- 
sequently take over the dog again (if desired) at one one-thonsandth of the selling price. 









































Applications for shares to be made at once (before J. Grobbs, Eaq., is found by the police); fifty pounds per share to be paid on application, and fifty on allot- 
ment. The Secretary (J. Grobbs, Esq.) will receive the money. Should no allotment be made, the money will be returned in full, on the first of April, to anybody 
clever enough to find the Secretary. 
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THE CRITICS. 


“AN ARRANGEMENT IN ALL THE COLOURS OF THE RAINBOW.’——By Krrcniz. 
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Mr. G.—‘CHARMING! BUT I FANCY THE RURAL LABOURERS MIGHT BE MORE PROMINENT.” 
SIR.-WILFRID.—* BEAUTIFUL!—IF IT WERE ONLY PAINTED IN WATER-COLOUR, AND THE PUBLICANS’ 


COMPENSATION RUBBED OUT!” oe 
Mr. C—“QUITE TOO LOVELY!—BUT MAY I SUGGEST ONE OR TWO SLIGHT IMPROVEMENTS?” &e., &c., &. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 184. 





























a ane 
nance 





reap nasi en neae 














SO a RE ORR RR er 


Bees 



















































Shaw’s men, in order 


they might experience a new sensation, 
viz., the effect of powerful jets of water on the bare skin. 


A LADY who recently tried to smuggle a clock across the frontier 
of a “foreign countree,” placed the unreliable timepiece in her dress- 
improver; but just as she was passing the Customs’ officials the 
alarum of that treacherc1s clock began to ring forth highly strung 
metallic sounds, while the fair smuggler hopped about as though she 
were afflicted with a sudden attack of St. Vitus’s dance. “It was an 
Irish dynamitard trying experiments; and though I didn’t catch his 
face, you surely would not be so cruel as to hold me responsible for 
what goes on and off behind my back!” cried the lady to the female 
searcher. But the official was obdurate. It took a long time to dig 
the tell-tale machine out, and, when found, an expert estimated its 
monetary value at three shillings and fourpence, or thereabouts. 


THe Duke of Argyll speaks of Darwin’s hypothesis anent the 
evolution of s as “This most pestilent conception.” Anyone 
who wishes to get His Grace's monkey up has only to start an argu- 
ment on this vexed and vexatious question. To hear him reject with 
flaming, fiery scorn the bare possibility of any Campbell ever having 
sprang from a chimpanzee is a grand entertainment. 


A SCIENTIST ‘declares that hard work decreases a man’s stature. 
What sort of work,sonny? Three months ago we assisted in pur- 


chasing a‘mangle for a deserving but impecunious laundress, the only 


— being that her husband should turn it with due regu- 
ty. By some means or other she has managed to keep the loafer 
ata amount of toil, and if that mass of inhumanity hasn’t 


stretched out considerably, we'll plead defective vision, and swear off 
cocktails before the hot weather sets in, 


At a-dinner' given lately by an American millionaire, each guest 
was presented with a costly ring, each trinket affixed to the 
menu in front of everyone invited. As the sparkling circlets 
were all of exactly the same value, no free fight tock place, and after 
the festivity was over, the rae wp Oh, weg on fairly terms all 
round, one — before flitting away, and 
saying, “ You dear old rainbow, I do wish you were my uncle!" 


“TI WANT my hairsh cut rather short,” said a bosky, curly headed 
customer to a barber. “ Certainly, sir,” replied the affable hairdresser, 
and while the bibulous party dozed, he cropped his flaxen locks to 
within a quarter of an inch of his cranium. “ Hullo! you've not cut 
my hairsh zactlyish to my likingsh!” exclaimed the bosky customer, 
as he woke upsuddenly. “Sorry, sir, I’m sure,” answered the barber, 
“look in any time to-morrow, and I'll have another try. I daresay 
it will be possible to get another eighth off.” Next morning the 
bosky customer armed himself with a thick stick, and went on the 
tramp in search of that barber's shop. He travelled such an 
enormous distance without success that he became terribly exhausted, 
and eventually a good, kind constable wheeled him to the station- 
house on an ambulance stretcher. 





THAT nervous disease, espionage on the brain, seems to have 
attacked the inhabitants of every country ong continong. The best 
of the lark is, there is precious little to spy out. Those in high places 
who are entrusted with “secrets” usually confide more or less in their 
female relatives, and the “ mysteries,” as a matter of course, leak 
out and burst like air-bubbles at once. 


We learn that short-sightedness is on the increase among the 

r class of British youngsters. Most of them can see well 

enough, though, to pitch stones through windows, and mud at 
pedestrians with very accurate aim, when they feel funny. 











Matthew Arnold. 
Born Dec. 24, 1822, Diep Apri 15, 1888. 


ONE by one they rise and leave us ! 
who teach us to be great ; 
But their going should not oy us— 
have finished—it is ! 
They have given Life more beauty, 
Given humankind their best, 
Worked and striven—done their duty— 
It is well that they should rest. 


Poet, Thinker—Manhood preaching, 
Foe to ignorance and wrong, 

True and wholesome in thy teaching, 
Sweet and tender in thy song, 

We could wish thee back among us, 
But the Master knows what's right— 

In the land which thou hast sung us, 
There is Sweetness, there is Light! 





Great Scot(t)-land ! 


THERE lately was a Scottish flower show, 
And with anguish the imagination bristles, 
Lest brither Scots, with Northern pride aglow, 
Cried, “ This'll never do!” and chose but thistles. 
But “ Auld Lang Syne!” was sung, we may be sure, 
To make the show an Auld Lang Syne-cure. 





AT a meeting of musical miners, held recently, an old engine-man 
was severely beaten because he refused to sing a song for the enter- 
tainment of the company. The aged man’s objection was that the 
accompanist would persist in playing in a minor key. It is not 
only the pitman class that believes in the grim necessity of amateur 
vocalism as a social tonic, for Professor Blackie characterises folk 
who are unable to sing the “Battle of the Nile” as “miserable, 
wretched, arid, dried up creatures.” 
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LINES FROM THE POETS. 


“DIRECT MINE ARMS; I MAY EMBRACE HIS NECK.”— 
Henry VI., Part I. 
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So it Ap-Beers! 

[Jan Van Beers, nettled at some critics, «ho assert that he has 
not ted all his works himse English papers 
Sefending his hiring of a ghostat ae nee 

Jan VAN BEERS, who's an artist that’s naughty, 
Has written epistles most haughty “| 
To show he hired “ghosts,” yea, for years ; 
And the light-spring Van Beers, ’tis apparent, 
Desires in a manner most arrant : 
To blow the eyes 
Of whoever tries | 
To rob this poor Jan of his Beers. 








Not Be-com(b)ing. | 


[The “ Man about Town” in the County Gentleman says that the | 
favourite evening costume for ladies just now seems to be a comb]. | 


A SOCIETY writer, well-versed in the fashion, 
Complains of the evening attire of the “sex "— 

He for semi-nude dames at the play shows compassion ; 
Their uncovered “necks” seem his mind to perplex. 
Perhaps he but fears lest the draughts should assail them, | 
For they chiefly are dressed in a comb, he doth show. 
Tis certain they ought to have more clothes to veil them, 

For wearing mere combs can’t be called comb il faut ! 


Fair, Weather or No! 
THE barometer (that’s the political), 
Is (according to Randolph) “set fair,” 
So ’twould seem that affairs are not critical— 
And that no strong debate’s in the air. 
But though Randy hath somewhat improved of late— 
The Tories are troublesome yet— 





Though the “glass” hath to “set fair” been moved of \ 





—— 














late, 
The Tories are scarce a fair “ set.” 





AN American prize-fightress advertises that she is 
ready to meet any female bruiser living, in a twenty- 
four feet ring. This Amazon uses her husband as a 
punching-sack, and the good man’s features do not 
present the classical appearance they did on the morning 
that he led his bride to the altar. 





ONE OF THE OLD SCHOOL. 


Sallowby.—“’PoN MY WORD, GROGGLES, I QUITE ENVY YOU YOUR 
APPEARANCE. YOU LOOK THE VERY PICTURE OF HEALTH.” 

Groggles—“I SUPPOSE YOU MEAN THAT I'VE BEEN PAINTING MY NOSE 
MORE BRIGHTLY THAN EVER, SALLOWBY. WELL, 80 I HAVE, DEAR Boy, 
AND THAT'S CANDID. NOW, YOU SIT DOWN AND CRACK A COUPLE OF 
BOTTLES OF SOUND OLD PORT WITH ME. DO YOU ALL THE GOOD IN 
THE WORLD.” [ 8. accepts invitation. Calamitous results ensue, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WHATEVER may be the merits of the Local Government Bill, it 
has had the effect of raising the anger (or, in other words, making 
the ire higher) of both bungs and bigots, templars and tipplers. The 


Why is Sir Wilfrid, in public, so severe upon the publicans and the 
sinners, his customers, when, in private, though an abstainer himself, 
he is one of the most of hosts, and the happy possessor of a 
“cellar cool,” fit to make a grotto for old Bacchus lf? Never- 
theless, he turned a watery shower upon Mr, Ritchie, by way of 

















evincing his April mood. Mr, C doesn't. think the “ country 

tleman will be lost to public life” by the bill. So much the 
worse for public local life. The country gent with his corgaile 
game sary eo cutesy family infl = and his pote - 
meddling in other rer busine: abou greatest 
ee ht ty 
Hodge armed six 0 cle aaa the "cia Widesmals “ in the 


County Council, the country gentleman will probably find himself 
unable to ride rough-shod over the peasant population with the im- 
punity of old. 

On Tuesday, Tatton Egerton introduced his Theatres Bill—a 
Grand idea in one sense, but inasmuch as it proposed to vest greater 
powers in the Metropolitan Board:of “ Works, that something is 
wrong with,” was doomed to defeat. 

It is only natural that so thorough a scientist as the Earl of Craw- 
ford plus Balearres sheuld have keenly interested in electric 
lighting, and it is to be hoped that his Bill, dealing with what may 
be called the current wonder of the age, may hasten the day when 
the British public shall get that which it wants as badly as Goethe 
did—* more light.” 

That interesting lady, the Deceased Wife's Sister, one of 





the 
hardiest of hardy annuals, made her on Wednesday in the 
Commons. At any rate, provision gg oes Br ag 
some of the evils of the marriage law { | 
women and and w 








APRIL SHOWERS. 


Band of Hope objects to compensati 





ons, and the Band of H 


denounces confiscation. The former have long had a strict 
on the latter, but a watch without any ideaof compensating balance. 


children, « 
a fossilized hereditary chamber, justice in this direction will 
be done. The House of Commons once 4 
ceased Wife's Sister, and now that the 
carious nature of their foundations, the D, W. 8, may this session 
her disabilities removed. 
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cake ” 
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lost their 


The Metropolitan Police 
ie Impartially included. 


A constable more true or brave 
Than Ernest Crackenstopper Cave, 
Ne’er clumped along suburban pave, 
Or kept an eye on cracksmen ; 
He seldom cheeked a magistrate, 
Or rifled the inebriate, 
Or cracked an unoffending pate 
To put into a wax men. 


Before assaults against it sent 
Cs “common” or the “with intent ”) 
lig sturdy virtue never bent, 
Or yielded to surprises ; 
But, brilliant as the fame he bore 
On this account, ’twas even more 
By reason of his talent for 


Accomplishing disguises, 


The power of self-effacement he 
Possessed in such a large degree, 
His oldest friend would quickly be 
Reduced to a condition 
Which is sufficiently implied 
In “ Pass-you-on-the-other-side 
Indifference personified,” 
Or blank non-recognition. 


For all his “ ” were so imbued 
With strict verisimilitude ; 


They were no ill-digested, crude, 
Or sketchy indications ; 
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Of—actuality, in short, 
In his impersonations. 


A talent such as this, of course, 
Is valuable in the force, 
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And should be worked, without remorse, 
To serve as crime’s corrective ; 

pte pate So iy 

‘o recognise our hero’s 

And give that constable a lift— 
Appointing him detective. 


And now our friend, would have thought. 
Had started on a vend which ought 
To lead to all the glories sought, 
By members of his cal : 
But Fate, which takes, as I have said, 
The gilding off the gingerbread, 
Had filled the new detective’s head 
With pride that leads to falling. 


When tracking burglary or “ mill” 
He thought it much beneath his skill 
To simply dress himself as Bill, 

And simulate a cad’s tone ; 
He would make up as some big swell, 
Boulanger, say, or Machiavel, 
Or Julius Cesar, or Parnell, 

Or me, or Mr. Gladstone. 


The “treatment,” I need hardly 
state, 
Of those he’d thus impersonate 
Was marvellously accurate ; 
But I am bound to mention 
That, though disguises he’d select 
In order that he might detect 
Unrecognised, he, in effect, 
Attracted some attention. 


’Twas not that burglars had a dim 

Suspicion that it might be him, 

But Mr. Gladstone’s rather grim 
For such to tell their schemes 

to ; 

And (trust me, this is not a fib) 

No burglar cares to crack a crib 

When Julius Czsar shows his jib— 
At least, he never seems to. 


Nor does, so far as I have tried, 

A dynamiter e’er confide 

In anyone who seeks his side 

In cloak and hugesombrero— 
And thus it happens, more or less 
(The fact I mention with distress), 
We see the pall of non-success 
Enveloping our hero, 


In vain he plied his skill sublime 
With diff’rent features every time— 
He didn't spot a single crime, 

He couldn’t even charge one, 
His chiefs, who could no more resist 
His dismal failure, raised a fist— 
And put him on the pension list ; 


His salary’s a large one. 
—————_—_—_—_—== 


Picture Exhibitions. 

THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours have a show of 
935 works, many of which are commonplace, many good, some very 
good, but few remarkable. Amongst the latter are the contributions 
ofthe President, Sir James Linton, H. G. Hine, V.P.R.L., E.J. Gregory, 
A.R.A., C. Green, E, Hayes, R.H.A., G. G. Kilburn, John Tenniel, J. C. 
Dollman, and other members of the Institute ; and, among the out- 
siders, we may mention a clever little bit by Gordon Brown. 

Among the most novel and interesting of the smaller exhibitions 
this year is the collection of Mr. M. Menpes, at the gallery of 
Messrs. Dowdeswell, in Bond Street. The drawings were sot at 
Japan, and are so new and fresh in subject and treatment as almost 
to suggest a new branch in art. Whether the picture be of high or 
low life, there is the same beautiful result, with the aid of dainty 
frames and exquisite taste in the general decoration of the rooms. 
The exhibition will be very popular. 

At the sign of the “Rembrandt Head,” Mr. Dunthorne has an 
interesting cellection of water-colour drawings of “Netherland 
water-ways,” made during a cruise by Mr. W. Wyllie in his yacht the 
Ladybird, the cleverly written log of which is given in front of the 








catalogue of sixty-two delightful pictures by this accomplished artist. 
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A Bene-fitting Ballad. | 
{I've read in the daily papers that bene- 
fits, thought to be peculiar tothe stage, may | 
soon find their way into other trades or 
professions, and that they have just made | 
a start in what may be called literature.) 
You’vE often wondered, I suppose, 
Why Fate doth only give to pros, 
Who strut and fret upon the stage, 
Big “ Benefits ” besides their wage ? 
I know J have, if you have not— 
And thought Fate therein showed 
a blot ; 
It isn’t fair, as you'll admit, 
To give but pros a benefit. 


Your players (who work hard, ’tis 
true 
Are ue, methinks, for what they 
w) 


Yet on each provocation—(nay, 

Without a provocation )}—they 

Have benefits—that’s if they’re not 

Mere mummers of the meaner lot— 

i) poor pro., who has made no 
it 


Is not deemed worth a benefit. 





Why shouldn’t certain other men 
Receive the blessings of the‘‘ben.”? | 
Say those who make your bread, 
clothes, shoes,— 
Let them have “bens.” besides their | 
dues. | 
And still more often have I thought 
That journalists and authors ought 
In this idea to share a bit, 
And have a frequent benefit. 


But now, it seems, a change is made, 

And in the literary trade 

They’ll give big “ bens.” to bards of 
fame— 

I hope they won’t forget my name. 

I trust that we, the staff of Fun, 

Will all have benefits, one by one ; 

We're doing 'well, we’ve made a 
hit, 

So give us each a benefit ! 

















Tennyson-ettes. 
I HOLD it true with him who sings 


To one old harp upon the stones, 
That men get more from meaty 


bones 
Than leeks and vegetarian things. 
I hold it true, when screwed at all, 


I feel it when I wobble most, 
"Tis better to hold some lamp- | 


7 en ininsem et eens 


post 
Than in the gutter damp to fall. 


MOUNTED; OR “RIDE-A-COCK-HORSE” A LA FRANCAISE. 
“EN REVENANT DE LA REVUE” OF THE ELECTIONS, 











Sing a Song of —— 
Dr. TANNER, M.P., who'd the “ Saxon” fain squelch, 
Has recently married a damsel that’s Welch ; 
Let us hope he put on his best manner! 
He so often in Parliament ranted and raved— 
That unless he of late has serenely behaved, 
That bride is worth more than a “ Tanner.” 





“HAVE a four of brandy and a small soda,” said Jollington to 
Crunker. “Well, if you don’t mind, old man, I'd rather have half a 


int of bitter the—er—loan of fourpence. You see the bullion 
se pe ay Des start for the day in this bar after you leave, 
replied the candid % 





It is said that the new bayonets now being manufastured for the 
army have cutting as well as pointing capabilities. We hope they 
will be thoroughly tested on Dutch cheese and red-herrings before 
they are issued to the troops. 








GENERAL TCHEN-KI-TONG has been made a member of the French 
Anti-Atheist League in Paris. This Chinese soldier's pigtail actually 
quivers with excitement when he speaks of the larks and games the 
non-believing “ barbarians” get up to on:Sundays, and he says there 
would be a vast number of bamboo-canes spoilt on them if he could 


have his way. 





“ | HOPE the colonel didn’t seem at all annoyed 
him with my account, Penwipe,” said Mouldby to his confidential 


clerk. “Oh dear, no, sir, he was affable as you offered me a 


cigar and » glass of wine, thes be nodded 
said “That will be ail right’ rolled it ap aud ghte 
his pipe with it,” answered Penwipe, a | ay ee 





“Hx took too much whisky when poorly. He believed in that | 
a 


more than doctor's physic,” deposed 
recently. Though the deceased maintained that either sort of 
lotion might kill him in the end, still, he insisted that potheen, 
being pleasanter than physic, wa; less injurious in its effects, 
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YEAR OLD BILLIARD CHAMPION 








THE INFANT PRODIGY CRAZE. 


SoMeE suyvestion= for the further development of the kind of extra entertainment which has been started by Joseph Hofmann, Otto 


4 


Heygner. and the Female Child Pianist from Belgium, who is to visit us this season. 








The Critics. On the details grows rather severe ; A SISTER of the gay and festive Lord St. 





(Ske Cartoon.) Till we seem to have got demonstration Leonards figures as an “officer” in the Salva- 

From these critics’ assaults , tion Army. Why doesn’t “General” Booth 

[¥ the papers you scan, That the picture’s a conglomeration offer the gallant young nobleman a “cap- 

You must know there's a clan Of excellent faults. taincy”? Being somewhat impecunious, we 

Of political artists about : | believe he would accept the post straight off, 

And by what he has done A FRENCH journalist writes :—* Fashion is and with a little training would make things 

Mr. Ritchie, for one, an invention of rogues and traders, which is | hum, yea, even gaudily. His lordship is so 
Has quite lately begun mliopted and followed by imbeciles.” We emotional, you know. 

To attract much attention, no doubt: a Se ee A, ei i ei ROSES ORES" QE a ee 

CS8 tills CY ay iS nls Wille 8 miliilner as 


For his great Local Government picture, / : : 

In ite ponder frar he would a man eating tigress. It must have Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
| st peta tes rarine ‘ } ’ 
’ r + " tinat iro 


- been a Dig bonne Dlil nha irew tortn the 
Has come in both for praise and for stricture tter eff ' JOCKEY CLUB STORIES 
: above bitter etusion ® 


From critics of fame. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 








They don’t certainly shirk Mr. FREDERICK YORKE WOLSELEY, a — 

Speaking well of the work brother of “ our « niy Generai, has invented a Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d, 
And ita scheme; bat this one. it is clear, sheep shearing machine in Australia. It is “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 

Something el-e had preferr'd, said that he has made more by breeding that 

And that thinks he has errd emblem of peace, the lambkin, than Garnet By H. T. JOHNSON. 
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SOLUBLE. : 
: | i Seethat you getit! 
MANANACNAYE: BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. pare el YOU SSI: 
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In some point, whilst a third has by prosecuting the art of war. “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E£.C. 
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U wiint ray Gamp retvrgqedt?! 








(1) The Guardians oll Greenwich select 
with m uch ni 
The finest of wi ines—all, of course, 


¢ > “ } 
ior the “ house.’ 


° - . * ° + rt y- he 
(2) A Smoke Nuisance Bill the Peers | (4) Comnaugnhts thir eigh 
read t’other lay. on M fay-d Lay was du e, 
ir artist has shown it is needed, And of friends all agree 
wiace 4g Ww. 


JOu ii Say. 


May ge 


(3) The folks who “ 


clear, 


chip” churches and 
ich on their rounds, 


? 
a 


uple , of pounds. 


appears, 


} 


ia” 


for a 


i birthday 


(5) Of Prince Victor Boehm's doing a 
sweet statuette, 

Which for beauty will outvie 

sitter, you bet. 

(6) Lord Hartington 

with at Ail i. 

Nearly smashing M.Ps who 


the 


now takes his seat 


are 


(7) John Shake epeare — descended (hr 
says) from the Gard— 
Being drunk and disorderly, got a 
month's “ hard.” 
(8) The surgeon who mended this limb 
cries “ Alack, 
Ere I can de-gamp I must 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE NovEeLtYy.—Bonny Boy, a farcical piece of Mr. T. G. Warren’s, 
wilich wadmiginally ceodaced, oy'tar @rimndon ‘o at the 
Criterion one afternoon some time ago, with Mr. Giddens in the 
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THE GLOBE AND THE ST. JAMES'S.—MEN OF METAL—THE SILVER KING 
AND THE IRONMASTER. 


principal: part, was put into the regular bill here on Thursday last. 
As, however, it was not found advisable to keep it there—the theatre 
and ite latest management coming to a sudden close on Saturday 
night—criticism is scarcely called for, perhaps—at any rate, I intend 
to give myself the pleasure of not being critical for once. 


THE sudden and untimely death of poor Hill was no doubt some- 
thing of a knock down blow to the management. His was just the 
sort of popularity to beat down the ill luck of this house (which is, 
by-the-way, as old as itself). Followers of the comedian (of which 
there were a goodly number) would have taken the trouble to find 
out where the Novelty y was in order to see their favourite. 
Once there I venture to think they would have found the rest of the 
fare much to their taste,and the young managers would have reaped 
their reward. It was not to be, though—not this time, at any rate ; 
but I should like to see the same combination “try again.” Not at the 
Novelty, however, it is so dreadfully round the corner from every where. 


Nops AND WINKs.—The St. James’s management have had enough 
of The Wife's Secret already, and Mr. Barrett, after a longer 
trial, is somewhat of the same opinion with to The Gol 
Ladder, “Metal” more attractive will be nted in each case— 
The Ironmaster by the former, The Silver King by the latter.—I see 
it announced almost everywhere that Misses Winifred Emery and 
Phyllis Broughton are to be married shortly at the Savoy Chapel ; in 
connection with which I notice a certain reserve as to the names of 


ENGLAND 





ECYPT 


XG 


THE GAIRTY.—-TukE GAIkTY OF NATIONS, 
the bridegrooms-elect. Is this reticence indicative of the importance 


attached to the office, or are the names of the happy victims “ withheld 
out of consideration for their families" !—The benefit to Mrs. Leigh 


- 





Murray, which will be given at the Haymarket next Wednesday, will 
enlist the services of Mr. Henry Irving, Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, Mr. 
and Mrs. Beerbohm-Tree, Madame Nordica, Madame Antoinette 





THE VAUDEVILLE.—*A CROOKED MILE,” 


Sterling, Mr. Hare, Mr. Toole, and Miss Geneviéve Ward. There is 
little room to doubt the result.—The Gaiety company are on the 
stormy ocean by this time, and to-morrow their home will be occupied 
by the Daly Company—to whom a hearty welcome, Later on will 
come Miss Sophie Eyre with She, and possibly Nitocris. England, 
America, and Egypt! Quite a Gaiety of nations. 

TUESDAY, the 5th of June, is the date fixed for the afternoon per- 
formance of “ Alec Nelson’s ” version of Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter. 
Mr. Charles Charrington will produce it at the Olympic.—A play, called 
Church and Stage, is to have five successive matinées all to itself at the 
Avenue Theatre. I trust, for the author’s sake, that there is more 
interest in his play than there is in his subject !—Miss Pateman and 
Co. did The Crooked Mile, on Thursday last, at the Vaudeville.—As 
You Like It will be pretty prominent presently. It is the piece 
chosen by Miss Wallace wherewith to open at the New Shaftesbury 
Theatre in the autumn. Meanwhile, on the 17th, the forest scenes 
are to be given at the Princess’s, with a real Comtesse as Rosalind. 
Miss Julia Neilson, and a new curtain-raiser by Mr. Neville Doone, 
will also appear on the occasion.—The lot of the unacted and unread 
is not a happy one, particularly when they get it into their heads 
that, though unacted, they are not unread. The picture they conjure 
up for themselves of the wicked manager and his assistants carving 
out all their “ best bits,” and forming them into new plays, for their 
and our profit, shows a sad distrust of human nature which is painful to 
witness, and must cut the lily souled manager to the heart. Of course, 
in his inexperience, the unfledged author is unaware that there is 


—— 























How IT's DONE (IF WE’RE TO BELIEVE SOME PARTIES). 

Acting Manager,—* Oh, about these plays that have been sent in, what shall I do 
withthem?” Manager.—* Have you made a note of ali the likely points, plots, 
and ‘ situations,’ and copied all the good lines?” A. Mf/—‘“Oh, yes, done all that.” 
M.—* Then let the authors have the things back, and send your notes on to Plagiarist, 
and tell him to work them into the next piece he does for us.” 


little he can invent that has not already done stage cervice, and will 
again—ah! many’s the time. NESTOR. 
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Churchill’s Choice. 

{According to the Star, “Lord Randolph Churchill has a fondness for 
seeing himself in caricature. He is never so pleased as when a parti- 
cularly ‘skittish’ sketch of himself appears in a prominent humorous 
journal.”) 

THE blithe Lord R. Churchill (a “ party ” 
Whom some deem the ‘cutest of coons), 
Has, it seems, an affection most hearty 
ws. ~ arg, om comic cartoons. 
portrait, umorous papers 
To win his approval is sure ; 
It eases is “ vapours” 
To see all his capers 
Depicted in caricature ! 


All cartoons of himself he doth treasure, 
Not one will he ever neglect ; 
To gaze on his “ phiz " gives him pleasure, 
E’en though heightened, maybe, for effect ; 
If exceedingly “skittish” the sketch is, 
That sketch he'll move worlds to procure ; 
Lord Randy it “ fetches” 
When comical “ wretches ” 
Depict him in caricature. 





You'd think his chief joy was orating 
On subtle political themes, 
Or denouncing, or calmly debating 
His late colleagues’ most contrary schemes ; 
You might fancy this Democrat-Tory 
Chiefly yearned his foes’ fall to ensure, 
But all this (says our story) 
Is naught to his glory 
At shining in caricature. 





In the “ prominent humorous journal” 
We are told he delights to be “ done.” 
So, J take it, his bliss is supernal 
In conning your pages, Friend FUN ; 
His sec.’s cuttings from you must be many, | 
Of this member so quaint and cocksure ; 
For you (price one penny), 
Have shown, more than any, 
Lord Randolph in caricature. 





Miss Marigold.—“ ALL ALONE, ToMMY? 















COMMENDABLE CAUTION. 
WHY DON'T YOU GO AND 





THE Galen Club was recently opened in Sackville Street, 


MAKE YOURSELF AGREEABLE TO THE LADIES?” 
Master Tommy (etat xiii.).—“ WELL, FACT 18 I'M NOT A MARRYING 
MAN; AND I'M OBLIGED TO BE CAREFUL IN CASE ANY LITTLE ATTEN- 








Piccadilly. As its name implies, it is a place where a 
doctor can be re-Galen’ himself in peace and comfort. 


TIONS ON MY PART SHOULD BE MISCONSTRUED.” 








KNICKNAOKS. 


A COUNSEL, while concluding a powerful speech the other day, 
pressed his right hand over his tear suff optics. As he had 
unknowingly dipped his middle finger into a stand containing black 
ink, the effect round his left eye was decidedly taking, and the 


laughter. The astounded and irate lawyer remarked later on—“ that 
confounded inky black eye lost me the case.” 


AT a religious festival held recently, sandwiches cut in the form of 
crosses were served to the guests, who munched them out of sheer 
devotion to their creed ; but they consumed such a quantity that the 
caterer, who had contracted to supply unlimited light refreshment at 
so much per head, became actually light-headed as he saw that he 
must not look for reward in this world for his risk, outlay and trouble 
as a provider, 


No longer able:to put up with the vile Portuguese spirit sold in her 
dontinion, the Queen of Amatongaland has “swore off,” and become 
a pattern “tote.” Her dusky Majesty, however, gives the fire-water 
a testimonial by saying that when mixed with sand it is a useful 
and reliable article to clean up old rusty metal with. 


A WEDDING party in France was recently pelted with snowballs 
and fireworks; the happy couple being more or less frozen and 
scorched during the friendly fusilade. Here's a grand allegory for 
some wild young ter of the Impressionist School to transfer to 
canvas. Snowballs mixed with fireworks ! 


A New YorK lawyer says that the spirit of Raphael has painted 
a portrait of his deceased wife. Malicious gossips, who have seen the 
picture, opine that residence in another planet has evidently had a 
most beneficial effect on the lady’s complexion. 











termination of the oration was right merrily received with screams of | 


Ye gods, whata chance! | 


THE French police have discovered that crippled mendicants are 
actually manufactured in Catalonia. The med wretches then 
make their way into France, clothed very heavily in dirt, to prey 
upon the sympathies of the benevolent. These disreputable, hideous 
| tatterdemalions have their regulation houses of call in the country, 
and in some places are made much of by the peasants and small 
farmers, who look upon them with a species of superstitious awe, and 

willingly shell out the blackmail they levy. 


eee 


A SCIENTIST states that another electric phenomenon in the shape 
of a woman has been discovered in France. Her hair, when touched, 
emits sparks, and when substance of any kind is rubbed on her skin 
it soon becomes highly charged with electricity. By-the-way, he is 
not the first man who has seen sparks on touching a woman's hair, 

| and experienced most unpleasant bumps and shocks, too, for the 
| matter of that. 


“OH, we get served with: beautifully light bread,” said Mrs. Smyth 
Skrimpkins to her newly-made acquaintance, Mrs. Howard de Browne. 
“ And the butter’s so light, what we get in the nursery, you'd hardly 
think that there was any spread on the bread at all,” ¢ in the 
| enfant terrible, 


THE Frankfort authorities object to American dentists, The 
Yankees, it seems, extract the molars too rapidly, and fail to impress 
their ts sufficiently with the importance of as an 
_ operation, and tooth-tuggists as operators. 











THE wealthiest of the New Zealand millionaires is one John Jones. 

John started his business career as a fe and people didn't 

| think him of tery much account, but now he’s the rery man every- 
| body wants to shake hands with and punt about gratis. 
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SOME MORE BRITISH WORKMEN. 
L—UNFAIR TAXATION. 
(Tuts idea is not original ; it is pirated from fact. Daresay you saw it in the newspapers not long ago.) 
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put it onto gentlefolk’s carridges ; and I'm a carridge-builder, so it’s puttin’ a tax on labour |” 















Next time we saw him he was a deputation to the authorities. “Oh, yes,” he said, “it’s all very fine. I know you've taken the tax orf me; but you've bin and 
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A MAY-DAY PARTY. 


WE ARE.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 194. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
IT’S ALL VERY WELL IF YOU'RE NOT THE VICTIM! 


NEWSPAPER READER (with reverential and awe stricken imagina- 
tion). Dear me! What a splendid fellow the correspondent must be 
who contrived 
— ) to find out all 
these bits of 
information to 
supply the 
newspapers 
with! He must 
really be a 
person of 
superhuman 
intelligence, 
capacity, and 
resource! 
What would 
the editors do 
without him? 
Why, hang it, 
I should be a 
complete igno- 
ramus! If 
there is a man in the world whose hand I should be proud to grasp, 
it is that man, sir! + * . * 
ANX10U8 STATESMAN. Eh? Oh! my love, 1 must rush down to 
the Senate at once, or I shall be too late to cut in at the right 
moment in support of that great measure of mine. Here are three 
messengers come for me, and half the party are waiting on the stairs 
and screaming for me. I shan’t be back till Eh? What? 
“Gentleman must see me for one moment. Matter of life and death 
to half the world.” Can't help it—can’t possibly stop now. Tell 
him to goaway. » * What! won’t go away,eh? Says “The 
house is on fire under my feet, and there’s an avalanche and a water- 
spout about to meet atop of it, and the cat’s fallen into the cistern.” 
Can't help it. Tell him to go. Here! hi! Who the dooce is this 
got hold of my collar? Let me go, sir, instantly. This outrage—— 
Who the devil are you, sir? What do you mean by intrud 
STRANGER. I must apologise for my necessary violence, but the 
fact is I couldn’t get an interview at all without it. You see, I’m 
the rey correspondent of the Penny Inquisitor, and I want some 
details of your domestic life to send in 
A. 8. Det—detai— Wh—what? When the most vital interests of 
the country are waiting—— 
8. Sitdown! I’m sorry—butI have to consider the interests of the 
Penny Inquisitor. Now,—Will you sit down !—now I want to know 
what sort of socks you wear, and whether Mrs. Statesman or the 
Misses Statesman knit them for you. Do you wear wool next your 
skin? Do you dandle the baby, and eat puddings? What time do 
you rise? Js Mrs. 8. a nice homely sort of wife, or too much addicted 
to dress? Have you any holes in your boots, and are you liable to 
catch colds? Do you live plainly or—Don’t go away! Don't 
struggle—don’t shout! “Going to the Council? Will go?” Oh! 
very well, I'll just hang on to your tails, and when we get to the 
Chamber, I can get under your chair with your hat—see. It’s no use 
struggling to 
get away—you 
will only pull 
your coat tails 
off. Ishan’t 
leave you to- 
day. Come on! 
* - 
STARVING 
SNOWED UP 
PARTY (with a 
great sob of 
relief). Look! 
See! We are 
saved! There's 
a man making 
his way to us, 
through the 
most fearful 
; . difficulties and 
aca ny relief party, no doubt, with him in advance. Hurrah! 
ere he comes ! 
THE NEw CoMER. Here! What the:deuce are you embracing 
me for?~ Don't! You'll strangleme! Eh? “ Must have suffered 




















the most fearful privations and hardships in getting to you?” 
You're right there—but it’s all in the interests of humanity—I mean 
that part of humanity that reads the Penny Inquisitor. 








STARVING ParRTy. Oh, never mind that—give us the food and 
restoratives you have sacrificed yourself to bring us! 

N.C. Eh? Bless you, I haven’t brought any food or restoratives. 
I’ve come to find out all about you—to take notes of your appear- 
ances under your unprecedented sufferings, and send in a picturesque 
description to the Inquisitor—see? Why, you're worth at least half 
a dozen columns—leaded—to me. You must have got into this scrape 
for my sole benefit. You see I was told of your whereabouts by the 
man you sent out to try and reach assistance. 

S. P. Oh, then, as he has got out, he will tell others; and aid will 
soon arrive. 
_ N.C. Oh, no—that’s just it. I didn’t want any correspondents to 
get hold of the news ; so I’ve bribed the man heavily not to breathe 
a word of it to anyone until my first report is out in the Jnquisitor. 
I knew Jones of the Sniffer was sniffing round for some such 
absorbing incident. But now tell me all about how you have eked 
out existence here—have you begun to gnaw your boots yet? Have 
you been reduced to draw lots and sacrifice one of your number? 
Look here—just go about your daily avocations while I sit here and 
take notes. Thanks—that'll do for several columns. Eh? If I can 
get away, you can? Oh, no—l’ve provided against that, as your 
getting away just yet—for a day or so—would discount my reports a 
bit. I’ve got a conveyance a little way off; but it’ll only carry one. 
Good day. No doubt somebody will rescue you in a short time. 
Oh—by the way, perhaps it would tell well for the Znquisitor if it 
sent a rescuing party. I'll see about it—only they will have to bea 
long time reaching you to keep up the interest and the sale. Ta ta! 

* * * * * * 

THE NEWSPAPER READER (grown celebrated for his wealth). 
Here—what the—who the dooce are you, sir, who walk uninvited 
into my private sanctum and seat yourself in my armchair? 

Vis1IToR. I? Oh, I’m the special correspondent of the Penny 
Inquisitor. I want to know all about you; so I sneaked in while 
the servants were out of the way, and I’ve been upstairs rummaging 
your chest of drawers. What funny under-vests you wear! When 
you've told me all the details of your life, and all the family scandals, 
I’m going down into the kitchen to poke about there, and so on. 

N. R. (after mature reflection). Dear me! What a vituperably 
confounded rag of an insufferable expletive brute this fellow is who 
finds out all these bits of information to supply the newspapers 
with ! 











HE RESUMED HIS SHELL. 

Sawdery (just introduced).—“Saw your Sister this afternoon, 
Miss Prettypert.” 

Miss P.—‘‘ Indeed! Think she’s like me?” 
Sawdery.—‘ Something ; only nothing like so pretty.” 
Miss P.—“ Where did you see her?”’ 
Sawdery.—“ Across a crush at the Academy, with your Papa.” 
Miss P.—*“ Oh, that wasn't my Sister; it was I.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Foun.” 


S1r,—We are now well on the job with the legitimate season, and 
with a certain amount of cheerfulness—notwithstanding the fact that 
summer has come and gone since I last wrote to you, about a 
fortnight ago—I brace up my faculties, and hereby present you 








with a 
TIP FOR THE Two THOUSAND. 


I pon’T like the look of my book, dear boys, 
I don’t like its aspect at all ; 

I'll change it by hook or by crook, dear boys, 
Or else there'll be wormwood and gall. 

There’s Hazlehatch backed for a pot, dear boys, 
I thought him the pick of the show: 

Then Orbit (repeated) I’ve got, dear boys, 
With tenners laid cll in a row! 








Then Ayrshire would seem to have been, dear boys, 
A horse for redeeming his pledge, 

(He’s a “ placer,” as far as I’ve seen, dear boys, ) 
But I find, on the whole, I must hedge. 

Though Ayrshire knows what he’s about, dear boys, 
And Orbit so sturdily goes ; 

Their winning's a matter of doubt, dear boys, 
Friar’s Balsam’s the cure for all woes. 


There, I think you'll find that an Al tip, the best of the season up 
to now, but look out for next week. A very superior article will be 
forthcoming. No extra charge. 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—Look out for the Kempton Park Jubilee Stakes. 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MARIA has a ’art that feels for them that’s down, and I wish 
sometimes as she hadn’t got it, or it was as hard as the ‘art you gets 
with the sausage—eightpence the plate—at the cheap feeding shops, 
Maria says, “ Think, old man, o’ them poor hartists, whose picters 
ain’t took for the Hakademy. I should like to cheer a few on 'em 
up by just droppin’ in in a friendly way. There's young Snobley, as 
is a distant relation. Let’s look him up, to begin with.” 

We goes to young Snobley’s. He ain’t exactly a risin’, successful 
young ’un, as the critics say of, “ We shall watch the onward pro- 
gress to perfection in one of the ‘ighest ranks of,” and all the rest on 
it. So he goes and does the fierce and cheap. He sleeps on the sofy 
bed in his studio, which is dyed rabbit skins to look like tiger—the 
only likeness bein’ they’re rather more o’ de cologny than the rale 
things in the Zoo. He hada lot of unfinished things on the wall, 
with sorts o’ colour like they puts on Yankee tin toys, as is burnt 
in and laid on as if it was done with the blunt end of a poker. 

“The Dooseldorf school,” says he, “is too bold—too broad—too 
strong for Henglish taste—there’s the flash of the baggenet in it, 
Bismarck’s blood and iron.” 

“ Well, it do look,” says Maria, “as if some of that there colour was 
laid on with one o’ my favourite ‘flats,’ as does my Sunday petticoats 
so handsome.” 

Snobley only snorted at this ; so me and Maria walks off. 

Then we goes to young Jobbins, as has been over to Ankworks for 
lor alone knows:how long. He’d done a wonderful picture, only twelve 
feet by eighteen, called “Flemish owvriers at work on @ back kitching 
wall.” 


“ There’s one idea in that,” says Jobbins, “and one only—one idea, 
one predominant colour.” 
“ Why, it’s all half-mournin’, slate colour,” says Maria; “it makes 
me feel as if white mice with damp feet was walkin’ up my spinal 
werterbre—it makes me all creepy-crawly.” 
“That's the galvanic continooity of the idea,” says Jobbins, quite 
conceited like. 
I thought it was jest as well that the Hakademicians hadn't a 
continooity of idea in stickin’ his picters on the wall. 
Next we goes to young Fitzspiff's. He has a uncommon tip-top 
studio, and dresses hisself rale handsome, for though they do chuck 
him from the Hakademy, he sells his stuff by the square hinch. He 
showed us a picter. 
He says, ‘Tho’ chucked ere” (and he points to a female as was 
lolloping on a small sofy), “she will be in the Parish salong next 
year.” 
‘Quite right,” says Maria; “a gal as would flop herself about like 
that'll sure to come to the ‘ parish’ sooner or later. I should like to 
ketch my niece, Charlotte Jane, a-fetchin’ a attitood like that, she’d 
find her old aunt was still strong enough to fetch her a oner.” 
“We're prejudiced here ; we want our eyes opened,” says Fitzspiff. 
Maria says, “ J prefer to look at somethink as ain't so poetic, but as 
knows how to sit up right in a straight backed chair.” And with 
that Maria gets outside, and indulges in a few aboosive remarks on 
furriners in general. “Too many on ’em, too much on em,” says she, 
as we turn in somewhere for a quarter of a thimbleful. 








A SPIRITED, not to say acrimonious, correspondence has lately 
passed between the Berlin correspondent of the 7imes and Sir Morell 
Mackenzie, who complains that the journalist has not treated him 
fairly in his despatches. Newspaper correspondents should be care- 
ful when publishing reports about our distinguished countrymen 
abroad—that’s the Morell of it. 























| 
li } i} ts 
> . \a ; 
~ 
iy ‘ on Yy 
Y, 
/ 
~ | 
‘ N ti ' 
S\ x \ } 
rete 07, 
=, . | 
= 
Lm Wy fe / 
liv 
Uy 
% ‘ 4 
: ‘Aw 
& 
Af, ‘ Y 1 
lier { Mi 04, 
A}; i WY L hy 
; UR ral i a POLED bi. 
, MN } | , 
PEERS SLES “lt Y, 
‘ if 5 ty NYY 
a HA VY ti 
gray yee 
ih fit a 
] } i PA 4 / 
4 | / | N 
\ J j ;' 
: 7 r \ Y 
/ “+ PA ay ‘ 
ff L : P Sul aa 
‘ of ———w04 
Fd F J / f , / mete bbe +}! ef ———s4 
/ / : ag 























DELICATELY TECHNICAL. 


Customer.—* I seem to give you a great deal of trouble in mea- 
suring, Snipkins.” 

Tailor.—“ Well, youjare rather a difficult customer, Sir. You see” 
—(confidentially)}—“ when a gentleman is slim he may be hump- 
backed, or have one shoulder six inches higher than the other, but 
he may be placed ; but when a gentleman's forty-nine inches round 
the waist, you can’t put him away!” 
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THE INFLUENTIAL DOG. 


You’veE very likely noticed, in this world of griefs and cares, 
How slight a thing will change the whole appearance of affairs. 
(The matter’s often mentioned by philosophising chaps— 

You are not unacquainted with the observation, p’r’aps.) 

The smallest feather turns the scale—we’ve often found it so— 
While straws will serve to indicate the way the breezes blow, 

And wilder elements of life rush out, as from a sluice, 

When Jones’s dog is loose, brave boys,—when Jones's dog is loose! 


Our street the home of Freedom is—if Freedom eer possessed 

The luxury of such a domiciliary rest ; 

The little children play their games with sweet and artless smile, 
The tipeat strikes you in the eye, or damages your tile ; 

The skipping-rope deposits you upon your tender nose, 

And spiky tops descend upon your rather gouty toes ; 

But, oh! to childhood’s pleasure comes a harsh unwelcome truce— 
When Jones’s dog is loose, brave boys,—when Jones’s dog is loose t 


The bobby never troubles us—he keeps another beat, 

And leaves us to our own concerns in Little Freedom Street. 

So loudly the itinerant emits his raucous shout, 

And blandly says he'd like to see the chap who'll turn him out! 
And cheerfully the German bands and organ-grinders play 

In opposition dissonance, and will not go away ; 

tut cheekiness is absent, and apologies proftuse— 

When Jones’s dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones’s dog is loose ! 


In early days the beggar man, with judgment pure and sound, 
Perceived in Little Freedom Street a happy hunting ground ; 
And so he comes with wooden leg and problematic song, 

With family apocryphal and tale extremely long. 

To cheer us up he shows his scars and bruises in a trice, 

And says he will have money, and is altogether “nice ;” 

But, if he never ran before, he gets a good excuse, 

When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones’s dog is loose! 
We have a masher in our street who's very fine and large, 

He shows us all his clothes, he does, and makes no extra charge 
(Although his income isn’t great, and that is quickly spent, 

The herald of his coming you will find is sent per scent) ; 

The slaveys, with admiring eyes, his ev'ry movement scan, 

And call him “ quite the gentleman.” he is so spick and span. 
But, though so smart in general, he doesn’t look so spruce, 

When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones's dog is loose ' 


It’s nice to see the slaveys at their matitunal chats, 

A-rattling with the broomstick and a-worrying the mats, 

To hear how master come home late, and missis were that wild! 
And how Miss Jane shan’t order her—a nasty forward child! 
One missis is enough for her—she knows their nasty tricks! 

And what can Tom the milkman see in her at Forty-six? 


And then to see them drop their brooms, and scutter like the dooce, 


When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones's dog is loose ! 


The landlord calls to get his rent, and put it in his fob, 

The gas rates and the water rates are also on the job, 

The tax-man on our knocker plays his periodic “runs,” 

And most of us have relatives, and all of us have duns, 

(It’s with regret I'm bound to parenthetically say 

That Jones's dog is very seldom chained on quarter-day.) 

jut Tax or Dun, or anyone, will rapidly vamoose 

When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones’s dog is loose ! 


When bright the sun is shining, and caressing is the breeze, 

And birds are singing choruses among the waving trees, 

When all above is beaming unadulterated blue, 

And a picnic invitation has been forwarded to you, 

Where “chaps” are all congenial, and maids extremely nice, 

And all the champagne properly inserted in the ice ; 

To cross your threshold something much more potent must sedoose, 
When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones's dog is loose ! 


He is the rummest kind of tyke, is Mr. Jones's dog, 

A cross between an otter, and a camel and a frog ; 

As savayve as a tiger, and as surly as a bear, 

With an intermittent coat of “quite a specialty in hair.” 

He hates the sight of hawkers, and is known for miles around, 
And when he’s in the thoroughfare he won't permit a sound, 

We get a little peace in life above our wonted use, 

When Jones's dog is loose, brave boys—when Jones's dog is loose ! 








SINS OF COMMISSION.—The Decoration Scandals. 





—e 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


TRADE is rather bad in the Lords just now. A few elderly 
gentlemen toddle down, or rather up, to the Upper Chamber, and back 
again, like the men of the Duke of York. In the “other place,” 
however, things are brisker ; there was a brisk debate on Gladstone's 
amendment to the Budget Bill. The old chief was once again on the 
war path. When G. meets G., be it Greek, Gladstone, or Goschen, the 
tug-of-war is generally fooling around in the immediate vicinity. It 
is truly said, the Englishman is taxed from his cradle to his graye, 
The debate on Monday was on the cheerful subject of the Death 
Duties. The G.O.M. contended that these should affect personalty 
less, and realty more; Mr. Goschen dissented. But if you ask Fun, 
the Death Duties are matters personal and real, since death is the 
great tax collector we can none of us avoid. Mr. Gladstone made 
use of the discussion to give some of his once docile sheep a poke in 
the ribs, but the sheep had the best of it, since, at the finish, they 
marshalled through the foreign fold, leaving their late master on the 
wrong side of the hedge. 

On Tuesday, while Little Lord Fauntleroy was being produced 
for a “trial” performance at the Theatre Royal Courts of Justice, 
Lord Onslow was trying to make a hole in the Wall who drops on the 
charitable singers of Marble Halls. The Hyderabad mines affair 
seemed to Mr. Maclean to savour of jobbery, but the Ministerial 
answer seemed to characterise it as a bad job that couldn’t be helped. 

Up till now, the prisoner who has appealed against his sentence has 
been considered to stand to win something or lose nothing. But in 
Ireland nous avons changé tout cela, the convict who is dissatisfied 
with the sentence of the magistrate, on appealing, may find himself 
deeper in the mire than before. Now FUN has no sympathy with 
the mauraiscs sujets of Ballyhooly, Killaloe, and elsewhere ; but he 
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THE OLD CHIEF ON THE WAR-PATH ONCE MORE, 


is pledged to advocate justice for all; and, whether it be in accordance 
with the letter of the law or no, to increase sentence on appeal, it is 
contrary to the spirit, as hitherto understood by the British people. 
Fiat Justitia ruat Smith ! 

On Wednesday Mr. Carew pleaded for a little Local Government 
for Ireland, by way of a change from the Castle article. Pity ‘tis 
‘tis true that, while both parties rush to extremes, the via media 
of old Horace remains untrodden in Irish politics. 

The event of the evening was Randy’s righteous, wrathful rampage. 
Nightly and tritely he reminded the House that remedial as well as 
firm measures were due to Ireland. 

On Thursday Lord Dunraven introduced to our Old Nobility his 
scheme for our New Nobility. The Hyderabad job turned up again 
in the Commons on Thursday and Friday. Mr. Goschen consented 
to take the skid of his tax off the wheels of vehicles under 10 cwt. 








Art Exhibition. 

THE Royal Society of Painters in Water Colours has a fair average 
show. The President, Sir John Gilbert, is at his very best in “ After 
the Battle,’ and so is Birket Foster in “The Market Place at 
Verona.’ In landscape J. W. North is “beyond all others,” his 
“Sir Bevis and the Wood Woman,” lovingly done “In Memory of 
Richard Jeffries,” for exquisite tenderness and delicate manipulation, 
for beautiful colour, as well as for graceful drawing, ranks as 
one of the finest modern English landscapes. The members and 
associates generally are well represented in the collection. 





AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION.—A Land Slip. 
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GOOD OLD MAY-DAY 


























It is @ great pity that our g« 
customs are dying oat!” sa. P 
half a mind to keep May-Day properly. 


So (Mrs. P. being away on a visit 
a May-pole to be set up in the garden. 


he made arrangements for 
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eral sweeps with a view to their taking 


And was engaged in making a first-rate affair 


for Jack-in-the-(ireen, when—a double knock! 


Mrs. Puddler back ! 
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“Now, Mr. P.,” she said; “if you persist in this 
rubbish, I tell you plainly that I shall give the house 


a thorough spring cleaning!” (Puddler gave it up.) 











And one, which lingers 


Oh, dear! Oh, 


A May-Day Party. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


OLD customs gradually fade 


As o'er them Time's narcotic creeps ; 
et, was made 
Especially to favour sweeps— 
Jack-in-the-Green 
Comes out to play 
With Clown and Queen 
On bright May-day. 


dear! What have we here! 
This strangely sorted company 
’ pan! 


Perhaps would have it now appear 


That they're a happy family : 


Them, when they say 
With doleful shout | 


But still we doubt 
“ Tis bright May-day!” 


But are they happy? Is their spree, 
Which they would make us think immense, 
| The outcome of abounding glee, 
Or rather is it sheer pretence ? 
See our Cartoon— 
You'll hardly say 
‘Tis a lampoon 
On their May-day. 





ROLLING STOCK.—Cattle on an Atlantic | 


steamer. | 


Mr. RUSKIN treats some “ accursed works ” 
that have been erected in the valley of the Dee 
to an extra-superfine big D. Rusky is getting 
to bea very naughty, profane boy in his old age 








Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 8d, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. | 
Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 84. 














“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 
“FON” OFFIOS, 158 FLEET STRRET, LONDON, B.0. 





WHAT IS LIME JUICE? 


The answer is that it showld be THE JUICE of the LIME 


purpose, ond great care should be taken 
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prepared Lime Juice, &c 


FRUIT without admix.ure. 
In Montserrat alone is the Lime Tree cu'tivated for this 
thes Drend 
as supplied to the G vernment), and not any of the numerous 
encoctions sold under the name of Lime Juice Cordials of 
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Cadbury’ 
Cocoa 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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BRANDAUER &C?° 


Write as smoothiy as a eac pencil, and neither scratch 
oer spurt the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 


Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Brannaver and Co.'s 
Paw Works, BirMINGHAM; or to their 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, EC. 
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(1) “Vera,” a circus lady, bright and | (3) Two buglers here a church are | (5) An S, A. couple here are at a dead- | (7) Our very “common” councilmen’s 





dashing clearly “ sacking ”"— lock, new question 
Cheekily gives a hisser a sound Their buglery another “r” is lack- And just when they're prepared to | Is as to head-gear. Here's an apt 
thrashing. ing. es-seay wedlock ! suggestion. 
(2) Here's aman who wed three wives | (4) Here “Brummagem” Joe, who old | (6) Goschen opines if he could wheel- | (8) Again America, the bold and 
(and may wed others) “Rad” rules doth fracture, tax “Jumbo” breezy, 
turbed by his late wives’ re spec- With his new bride, of “ Amurrican” "T would be wl at player Penk y now Finda stopping Chinese immigrants 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE STRAND (Morning).—In spite of cleverness of invention 
(which is, perhaps, over clever, however), a readiness at dialogue and 








THE STRAND.—THE TREASURE, 


some sense of character, the authors of The Treasure are not 
unlikely to find their title a misnomer. The play is too much like 
the treasure it concerns, you have to wait a fearful time before you 
get hold of it, and when you've got it you feel rather sold. It is not 
possible in the space at my command (the whole of the present 
| volume of FuN), to enter into the complicated details of the plot ; 
_and, indeed, so many of my critical friends have declared themselves 
unable to follow it, that I feel some shame in confessing that every 
detail was perfectly clear to me the whole time—ashamed to disgrace 
the brotherhood by doing such a thing, no less than of the appear- 
ance of putting on intellectual “side.”’ 


THE truth is, | am a genius—though I have hitherto been successful 
in concealing it from my most casual acquaintances. Genius is the 
faculty of close attention; that is what 7he Treasure requires, and 
that is what the B.P., in its sturdy independence, sternly refuses to 
give when it goes to be amused. Neither do they altogether cotton 
to the close intermingling of the intensely serious with the wildly 
grotesque—which seems to be the deliberately adopted method of 
Messrs. Carton and Raleigh, however—and, while they were about it, 
although 7he 7reasure was bound to turn out anything but what it 
was expected, they might have exerted their ingenuity until they 
found a brilliant flash in the pan rather than the damp squib 
arrangement of a chutnee receipt, which is a pointless triviality, and 
a sell for the audience as well as the characters. The last act is 
mu¢h too long—too many “ yards” in it, maybe. 


It was all very well acted; in particular by Messrs. F. Rodney, 
Julian Cross, ©. W. Somerset (splendid rendering of a slippery 
customer), Stockton and Caffrey, and Miss Kate Lawler. Miss FE. 
tuften’s was an acquaintance pleasant to renew. 

THE GAIETY.—The last night of Frankenstein was almost, if not 
quite, as stormy as the first ; but somehow there was a different spirit 
abroad. The pit and gallery packed themselves as tightly as they 
could, and shouted on the slightest provocation until their faces 
shone again! Everybody received about half a dozen receptions 
rolled into one every time they appeared, and they nearly killed 
Mr. Lonnen (who wasn't going away at all, by-the-way); they 
encored “ Killaloe” till he’d no encores, and very little breath, left ; 
and after that they required more, so he gave them “ Ballyhooley,” 
and when they'd encored that, they let him go—but not until they’d 
made him as shiny as themselves, 





It rained bouquets and wreaths, and it seemed as though the 
“calls” would never leave off at the end; in fact, they wouldn't let 
‘em off till Nelly began to cry. Then the audience went out and 
caught cold, from over-heating themselves, and the loving cup went 
round the stage ; then the mummers went to supper, but not to bed, 
for they had to take their forty winks on the way to Plymouth, 
beginning at seven a.m. And now, I wonder who is suffering most, 


THE AVENUE.—The afternoons of last week were at this house 
enlivened by the performance of the strange piece called Church and 





Stage—and yet not strange to those who know what simple-minded 


undred plays “with a purpose,” it entirely begs the question, the 


surroundings for the simple purpose of knocking it down again, to his 
own complacent but utterly inexplicable satisfaction! There is 
nothing out of the usual run in Church and Stage except that the 


ability of no kind whatever. It is a relief to the feelings, if not to 
one’s sense of fitness, to find a lady of Miss Amy McNeill’s sincere 
calibre amid such mediocre surroundings. A nice row of clergymen 
in the dress circle attracted more attention than the stage, so that if 
there is rivalry between the two, the Church scored one on this 


occasion. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Wilson Barrett played his last at the 
Globe (for the present, at any rate) on Saturday, and Mr. Edgar 
Bruce and Miss Woodworth entered into possession and brought 
their baby—that is Bootles’ Laby—with them. They will be “at 
home” to the public (and with them, too, let us hope) until further 
notice.—Last Wednesday, The Old Guard, which is getting a doosid 
old guard now, scored 200, they hit the bull’s-cye every time, you see. 
—Mrs. Hodgson Burnett has written a play (“suggested ” by “ Little 
Lord Fauntleroy,” a story of her own,) which she calls The Real 
Little Lord Fauntleroy. Mrs. Oscar Beringer is the producer, but it 
is understood that Mrs. Kendal will also have “a noticing eye” to the 
affair. Mrs. Beringer will beringer little girl Vere to the front once 
more, and she will play the little lord—the real supported by the 
truthful! Splendid subject for a cartoon for the English and 
American Houses of Legislature, where copyright laws are more or 
less made. “A very strong company” is engaged,—I’m sorry for 
that, it’s generally a pretty poor one when the names are not 
announced. For my part, I’m sorry “ Little Lord Fauntleroy ” is on 


of its kind I’d ever met. Dickens, with all his sympathy 
and love for childhood, never created a child at once so real and so 
sweet. I read it, ‘like April—all smiles and tears ;” then I took it 
to my wife, and we mingled our smiles and tears over it. She said, 
“How like our Jimmy!” (for which there was not the faintest 
foundation), and the book did us a lot of good ; we gave a penny to 
every crossing sweeper we saw (which we couldn’t afford), and said 
it was a shame to keep our tailor and dressmaker waiting so long for 
their money! And now they've got that innocent little lad among 
the gas and powder and paint and sham behind the footlights! Oh, 
dear! oh, dear !—Mr. Alfred Balfour, who has been seriously ill, has 
a benefit concert at the Horns Assembly Rooms, Kennington, on the 
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PRINCESS'S.—//e—* It's what they call an Exposition of the Delsartean 
Theory.” She—* Ah, what we call ‘the dismals,’ I suppose; but what do 
they want to expose it for?” 


Lottie Collins, Billie Barlow, and Kate James, and Messrs. C. Collette, |! 
8. Redfern, the Two Macs, J. F. Sheridan, Dan Leno, C. Coborn, J. Le 
Hay, and F. Wood, should leave no doubt of the successful issue of 
the affair. NESTOR. 








Mrs. PODMORE has been on a visit to Liverpool. What struck 
her most, she says, was the “embrocation of the emigrants.” 


— is the provincial’s lot. Of course, like ninety-nine out of a} 


author merely setting up an unrepresentative puppet in untruthful } 





“usual run” is six nights, and this was five afternoons—which shows |! 


= 





the stage at all. As an artist, I’m fond of American magazines, || 
and I generally look to have a quict hour’s enjoyment over || 
my “St. Nicholas” each month. One day I found that story } 
there ; I thought it the tenderest, quaintest, freshest, truest thing 


——— 


l5th. The assistance of such favourites as Misses Minnie Mario, |, 
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Our Pinafore Heroes. 


[An American paper says that there is 
now a preaching boy, aged twelve years, 
who draws immense congregations. ] 


WELL, this is the age of the juvenile 
race, 

Who certainly show us they're 
“going the pace ;” 

Soon oldsters by youngsters sup- 
planted will be, 

And the “ boss” of the future the 
baby we’ll see. 


No longer Polonius, that grave 
ancient sage, 

Will claim to be heard by his right 
of old age, 

But’ll play second fiddle henceforth 
to the boy, 

And list to his infantile wisdom 
with joy. 





Our parliament-benches by “kids” 
will be crammed, 

Not like Wordsworth’s party, “all 
silent and damned,” 

For the babel of babies will beat 
all we’ve heard 

When Oireland’s brave pathriots 
spoke the bold word. 





The next monster meeting that’s 
held will, of course, 

See the juvenile heroes collected in 

force, 

And out of the mouths of our babes 

we shall hear 

The language to mothers and nurses 

so dear. 





In office and workshop our young 
men will find 

Their services very politely de- 
clined ; 

For the three-year-old prodigies’ll 
do all the work 

At half the poor pay of mechanic 
or clerk. 


Our houses will be of the small 
cot-tage kind ; 

Of games, of course crib-bage most 
favour’ll find ; 

Our armies the infantry solely | 
compose, 
And Europe “in arms” will be | 


! 
a 





seen, we suppose. RUNNING THEM IN.—POLICE-CONSTABLE CHURCHILL ON THE ALERT. 
























“A Tanner? Why He More than Another ?” 
(Quotation from Shakon, by permission of Donnelly.) 


Bills ; 
But do not be astonished at his striving thus to soon shine, 
For Tanner has a manner that, though threatening, never kills ; 


‘“‘Harman-y, Gents.” 

as to the surreptitious salaried appointment of Col. King-Harman.] 

THE appointment of King-Harman in this sly and artful way, 
Proves the honesty of Tories not intact; _ 

For, while the Government gloated and imagined they'd be gay, 


Many members up and voted in style to cause dismay, 
Showing anything but Harman-y, in fact! 





found open to objection. 





BRIDEGROOM Tanner since his honeymoon has blocked some sixteen 


He thinks his feat is rather neat, while ‘tis but (honey )-“‘ moonshine.” 


[Many members (even Liberal Unionists), lately grumbled and voted according|y, 


AN oratress wishes to know, “ What shall be done with the neglected 
rich?” This is certainly a most perplexing question. Some, of course, 
might be boiled down into soup for the heathen, or worked into 


| 


| 
| 





marine glue; others might be converted into patent fuel; while 
numbers could be utilized as subjects for scientific experiments to be 
tried on. Perhaps, however, even these mild suggestions may be 


What, Another! 


(Mrs. Alice Shaw, ap American whistler of renown, is expected in England 
hortly.] 


MRs. SHAW, a Yankee whistler, is proceeding to this land, 
By her skill in sification 
She soon hopes to “ fetch” this nation, 
But we have one Yankee Whistler—quite as much as we can stand— 
Qur nocturn(e)al friend, whose station 
Lately met with “ Suffolk "-ation. 
The Whistler, christened J. McNeil, though smart, inspires no awe, 
So, unto the lady whistler, we are apt to mutter, “(p)Shaw!” 


ONLY going to tax the higher priced champagnes, indeed. Well, 
what’s all this fuss about a tax on the ran ordinaire!! (This takes 
our super-royal double elephant gold-edged diploma for Proficiency 
in Foreign Tongues. Our contributor can receive the same at the 
trade counter, on paying the unusual fees), 





THE 5.5. Sullivan (N.B., not the steamship, but the “sullied 
slogger”) is gassing round again, expressing eagerness to “ chaw "p ” 
iis 


| anybody, in any country, for any amount. We had hoped that 
| exhibition with Mitchell had broken the ring for ever. Anything 


rather than a repetition of that Craven Spring Meeting. 
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OUR POSTMISTRESS. 


mrs PRIPPLEY was the post- 
| mistress of our village ; 
I 





“poet OF FISE.; 





and this little narrative 
shows how true merit and 
ability always will meet 
with their reward. It is 
a simple—perhaps even 
prosy —tale of humble 
everyday life; but it has 
its beauties, as such stories 
ever have. 

Our village is very sma]! 
and homely; and Mrs. 
Prippley’s post office and 
kitchen were the same 
apartment ; but do not 
suppose from that that 
the proper and seemly 
official air of the place 
was in any way swamped 
by domesticity, for it was not. There was, indeed, a sink in that 
kitchen in which glasses and mugs were washed out of office hours, 
but it was provided with a sloping lid which made a desk of it, and 
had telegram forms and a pencil attached to one of the upper corners. 
Kach jug hanging on the dresser was neatly concealed by a list of the 
mails to the East via Suez, or the new regulations as to postage of 
valuables ; and the two hams suspended from the beam overhead 
were covered with the advantages of enlisting in the army, and the 
conditions under which one might invest in the post office savings 
bank. Pepper boxes and strainers were hidden behind inkstands and 
official books of rules, and forms and stamp-edging were kept in the 
dresser drawers. 

Mrs. Prippley herself was far more official than the severest head 
of department at St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and absolutely devoted to her 
avocation: she would countenance no gossip—no talk unconnected 
with the official transactions of the place. She was a wonderful 
postmistress ; and this truth is the great fact of the story, for every- 
thing circles round her excellence as a postmistress. Seven of the 
neighbouring villages had tmistresses too, but these were fully 
aware of the official superiority of Mrs. Prippley, and never attempted 
“a themselves forward as rivals. 

verything in that post office had to be done in the strict regula- 
tion style ; you would not dare to aflix the postage stamp to a regis- 
tered envelope elsewhere than in the square provided for the purpose, 
under the eye of that postmistress ; if you wrote two figures in the 
same compartment of a telegram form instead of giving a private 
box to each, you would just have to write it over again correctly ; 
and it was with difficulty that she could be persuaded to pass flippant 
or slang words in telegrams. 

Mrs. Prippley was anything but unobliging in ordinary life ; and 
it was from no churlishness that she refused to attach the stamp toa 
parcel; it was the regulation that the sender should do it, and you had to, 

The small girl who cleaned the knives assisted in the post office; 
and the postmistress had drilled her until she was no more a little 
girl than you are, bless you! It didn’t do to call her “ Mary” in 
that post office; the postmistress called her “ Miss Wutts,” because 
London postmistresses always say “ Miss;"’ but a member of the 
public was not supposed 
to know the assistant’s 
Wy name at all. 

Her father, Farmer 
Syloe’s hedger and ditcher, 
was in there one day to 
inquire whether the stamp 
ought to be enclosed in- 
side the envelope or not, 
and called her “ Polly,” 
and he didn’t hear the last 
of it that summer. 

jut. «= Mrs.  Prippley’s 
marvellous genius for 
postal life — that’s the 
thing ; the way she could 
stamp a letter with the 
office stamp was the theme 
of admiration and wonder 
of all the village; and 
then the absolute safety 
of ‘the Government property under her charge! She kept the box 
containing the stamps and postal orders—of the aggregate value of 
one pound seventeen—in another box in a cupboard in an attic. To 
tain a stamp or an order required four keys—that of the attic, that 














of the cupboard in the attic, and those of the two boxes in the cup- 
board ; so that, if you needed a stamp in a hurry, it was not worth 
while to go to the post office forone. But, then, the official property 
was safe. 

The fame of Mrs. Prippley as a postmistress had spread far and 
wide—even, it was believed, to London. 

Now, Mrs. Prippley let apartments, in that part of her house which 
was not the post office, to persons who came down in the summer for 
the boating and fishing; but no lodger had ever yet come in the 
winter, and this fact made it all the more surprising when a mysterious 
stranger, concealed in a great cloak and sombrero, arrived one Christ- 
mas eve, in the midst of a fearful blizzard. He took Mrs. Prippley’s 
apartments, and from that day he spent all his time in the post office, 
except when he was at his meals. No one ever saw his face; for he 
never removed the great hat from over his nose, nor the cloak from 
over his mouth ; and he would stand and watch, with fascinated ad- 
miration, the postmistress’s dexterity in weighing parcels, separating 
penny stamps, signing her name on postal orders, looking at the pos- 
tage rate for the continent, India, or the Colonies, or receiving cards 
of twelve stamps for the savings bank. 

Ever and anon, as he witnessed some specially admirable stroke on 
the part of the postmistress, he would incontinently exclaim, ‘ Ha!” 
or, “ By Jingo—look at that!” and tremble with suppressed delight. 
Not that he hung about in the office all day without a pretext: he 
was always there to purchase a stamp or a postal order, or open an 
account in the savings bank. 

It was after a long day of this sort of thing that the postmistress 
was about to shut the office, but the stranger did not leave like the 
rest of the public. 

As the postmistress looked at him enquiringly, he threw off the 
cloak and sombrero, and stood before her clad in all the dazzling and 
bejewelled uniform of his office. On his head was a great cocked hat, 
surmounted by plumes of every colour of the rainbow. Top-boots 
embroidered with precious gems, a great golden mace tied with 
cherry coloured bows, and great gold epaulettes, lent further magni- 
ficence to his appearance—in short, he was the Postmaster-General. 
“Fear not!” he said, reassuringly. ‘ Clara—let me call you Clara— 
I had heard of your abilities, and came to convince myself. I have 
no word for my feelings!” 

r * % x * % 

That day week she rolled away, in a great gilt coach, the bride of 
the Postmaster-General, on her way to his splendid home at St. 
Martin’s-le-Grand. 

And the day after that workmen arrived, and fitted a new and 
magnificent letter slit to our village post office (with the words 
“London” and “Country” in vermilion letters), and put up two 
wall-boxes, one at the end of the village, and one close by the Woodles’s 
pig-styes. They were gifts from the hand of the Postmaster-General 
—a loving token to his bride’s native village. 








The Siren in the Stalls. 
SEE, there’s a lovely crea- 
ture! 
Faultless in each feature ; 
Oh, how my heart 
she knocks. 
There in thestalls, serenely, 
She sits in manner queenly ; 
Alas! I’m in a box! 


My peace of mind is ban- 


ished, 
All interest now has van- 
ished, 
I: care not for the 
play ; 


The drama's joy’s untasted, 
The “order” has been 
wasted, 
That I procured to- 
day. 


Give me my opera glasses, 
I'll scan that best, of 
lasses ; 
Her beauty makes 
me dumb! 
She would inspire a poet— 
There go my glasses !— 
Blow it! 
(Bang!) I’ve drop- 
ped them on the 
- drum |! 
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| HOW TO DO THE ACADEMY. 
Flora,— HERE'S THE PICTURE THE CRITICS PRAISE SO—BY BIGGE PoTT, R.A.—HiIs ‘SWAN LIFE.’ ISN’T IT SWEET?” 
Dora. —"* EXQUISITE!” Norah.—“ ADORABLE! ” Ma.—*‘ WONDERFUL!” 
Pa.—‘* NO, MY DEARS—THAT’S NOT PoTT’s ‘SWAN LIFE,’ IT’S THE ‘WHOLE POOL,’ BY SOME FELLOW NAMED KETTLE.” 
The Girls,—“ OF COURSE—SO IT IS. HOW RIDICULOUS!” Ma.—“ YES; COME ALONG, GIRLS—WE HAVEN'T SEEN ANYTHING YET.” 
TURF CUTTINGS.—(To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.”) TIP FOR THE KEMPTON PARK JUBILEE STAKES, 
S1r,—I should very much like to give youatip for the Chester HERE'S a bit of speculation that should readily attract 
Cup, but I really haven’t a reliable opinion on a single horse entered, The pauper, Ce the — with his hoard ; 
and as I am one of those who never “ prophesy unless they know,” it | f you listen I'll elucidate it all—in point of fact, 
rather puts me out. I hopeit wea't put you out, because you can take I'll show you ev'ry move upon the board. 
There's a very large selection—will you come and take your pick ? 


Here's the Baron on the job, and looking fit ; 

Here's the Flower o’ May, in season, and prepared to do the trick ; 
They are good enough, my boys, but, wait a bit. 

There's Phil may be of service, and an article to back, 
And Florentine, just now, is apropos ; 

The Ashplant, too, is active, and may bring you in your whack, 
And Harpenden is good enough, I know. 

Heloise, you'll find, is faithful—that is faithful to her own, 
sut I wouldn't be too trustful of the jade; 

And there's something in the sound of that same animal, Tyrone, 
Which suggests that what he owes will not be paid. 


Now, one and all of those I’ve named may serve you very well, 
If you're capable of cunning and finesse ; 
Sut the winner, if among them, will assist you to a sell ; 
sut the winner's not among them, as I guess. 
If you find the business warm, you may look for Thunderstorm, 
[f it’s chilly you may go for Gal-in-yule ; 
And if you'd “ skin the lamb,” Minting is the sauce—no flam— 
So there’s your 1, 2, 3, my merry jule. 
Oh, I say, what would you do when you ask a girl to go to the races 
with you, and she will bring her sister?—it doubles the expense, and 
discounts the fun, you know, Oughtn’t there to be compensation 


For | somewhere! By-by till Derby Day, and then ! Ah, then! 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








Savile, if you like, but you’d better take the field against him. 
those who do not consider this “ good enough,” here follows a 
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RANDY’S REVOLT 


OR, THE WOLF AND THE LAMB. 


ADY 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 20. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WELL done, “little Em’ly”! Much as the noble lord admires Mr. 
Balfour's courage in dealing with Irish crime, he (Lord Emly) thinks 
the hardest blow that can be dealt against sedition in the Green: Isle 
is the encouragement of Irish industries. “Satan finds some mischief 
still,” &c. In the same House, on Tuesday, Lord Cross, while con- 
tending that the sensational accounts of the encouragement of the 
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“soiled dove” brood by Indian military authorities grossly exag- 
gerated, by no means declares that, as regards our Indian camp, “ no 
followers allowed.” 

Cherchez la femme! Who would have thought, however, that 
danger to the Commons could have loomed from behind the grille? 
Nevertheless, at the sitting of the Select Committee appointed to in- 
quire into the admissions of strangers, some pertinent questions were 
asked as to the “ little Milleners.”’ 

There was a considerable amount of discussion, though of a languid, 
half-hearted character, over the Irish Under Secretary Bill. Certainly 
most people thought when Colonel King-Harman was appointed that 
no salary was to attach to the office. Now, however, it appears that 
the Colonel is not altogether averse to being paid for his work, an 
idiosyncrasy not quite confined to Irish Chief Secretaries, Still, much 
was to be said as to the understanding on which the appointment was 
originally made. In result the majority “screw” wasapplied and the 
secretarial screw was approved. On Tuesday Dr. Clark and other Scots 
wha’ hae indulged in a Highland fling at the lairds and Southerners 
who are yearly making more crofters “ Landless, landless, landless |” 

Mr. Bradlaugh’s Bill dealing with waste lands and vacant spaces 
might have applied to the House itself, having regard to the vacant 
spaces on both sides—and the Bill ultimately was counted out. 

Sir John Lubbock’s Bank Holiday Bill came asa boon and a blessing 
to men, but his Curfew Bell—I mean Bill—would have sounded the 
death knell of our liberties,and have made the small shopkeeper a 
Unionist in the parochial sense of the word. The general nature of 
the opposition to the Bill was evinced by the fact that on Wednesday 
Mr. Maple and Mr. Bradlaugh acted as tellers against it—indeed, Mr. 
Maple Jars ished several telling arguments against it. 

Lord Carnarvon, on his return to England, lost no time in refuting 
the “ fairy tales” as to the purport of his interviews with Mr. Parnell. 
But everybody knows the average Irish Nationalist organs could give 
the chronicler of the “Three Black Crows” any weight over any 
distance. Labby on the same evening made a gallant attempt to 
ascertain the personality of the power behind the Pope in the matter 
of the Boycotting Bull; but Sir J. Fergusson was “devilish sly,” 
evidently determined to demonstrate that he was not a pump, although 
he had M.P. at the end of his name, 








NEW LEAVES. 


In connection with M. Paul Philippoteaux’ grand realistic picture, 
“Niagara in London,” now exhibiting, there is issued an elegantly- 
got-up and elaborately-illustrated hand-book, with the same title, 
which gives in succinct form all the information necessary about the 
mighty Falls, and perpetuates an interest in which there can be no 
“fall”-ing off.—Another daintily-done hand-book is that issued in 
connection with the forthcoming “ Naval and Military Bazaar,” in 
aid of the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Homes, in our own country and abroad. 
The book should, on its merits, have a large sale, but as the profits 
are to be devoted to such a benevolent purpose it is hoped they will 
be extensive. It is published by T. Woolmer, 2, Castle Street, City 
Road.—The new issue of “The District Railway Guide to London” 
(Alfred Boot & Son), is about as good as any guide can be, The 
map being separated into several divisions is handy for ready refer- 
ence, while the plans and diagrams accompanying the comprehensive 
but concise descriptive matter makes all as plain as possible-—We may 
here direct attention to the arrangements being made for.the approach- 
ing “Irish Exhibition” in London. The object in view and the methods 
for effecting it are worthy the greatest commendation and support. 








Awkward for the Affianced! 
(There have been a large number of weddings in April, it seems, but owing to the 
superstitious prejudice against weddings in May, there will, it is said, be a lull in 
m srriages. ] 
So business, it seems, now rules slackly,— 
In the market of marriage, I mean ; 
The sky, though ’tis May, now frowns blackly, 
And so Hymen is not all serene. 
For, thanks to the old superstition, 
Which fastens on folks e’en to-day, 
No couples of any position 
Will dare to get married in May ! 


Why in May is this horror of Hymen? 
Why this warning ’gainst wedlock just now? 
Why are bridegrooms-elect now such shy men, 
And shirk the connubial vow? 
Why are forthcoming brides, too, so fearful 
Of the month that the poets deem gay? 
You’d think that the time was most cheerful, 
And that the month for marriage was May! 


Can the forthcoming Benedict tremble, 
Lest his bride won’t allow him his club? 
Can the bride fear she'll have to dissemble, 
To get each new dress from her “hub”? 
Can he fear lest he wed a Xantippe, 
Who'll nag both by night and by day? 
Can she dread he may oft come home “ chippy,” 
If they should get married in May? 


Can she fear he won't let her go shopping 
For “sweet things” in bonnets and such ? 

Or that (hideous crime) he'll be stopping 
In the City, “on business ” too much? 

Can he fear lest his dear one may daunt him, 
And have (more than wsual) her way ? 

Or that mother-in-law may e’er haunt him, 
If they dare to get married in May ? 


These questions, alas! I’m unable 
To solve for kind readers’ behoof, 
Yet the marriage statistical table 
That May is malignant gives proof. 
But a lurking idea I can’t smother 
( You'll agree with my view, I dare say), 
That if wooers but Jove one another— 
They'd be happy though married in May! 





A Mahdist Repast. 


THE Mahdists, who are said to be advancing on Assouan, will not 
reach there assouan as expected, as they are reported to be in 
desperate straits for food. So much so, that, instead of pitching into 
their foes they have had to live on their friends—cannibalistically. 
Surely this is an exaggeration, because, however hard up for a 
dinner, they always have a desert. 

















THE VERY BUTTON. 


Maria.—“ Ha! Anyone could tell Charlie is a bachelor; here's 
one of his foils with no button on it.” 
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A Dumas in an un- 
Du-mask. 


Dumas holds that young ladies 
should ne’er be permitted 
To frivol at balls or at plays; 
Such places he deems for his 
daughters unfitted— 
A statement that’s like to amaze. 
Dumas’ fils has penned more to do 
harm, we're afraid, 
Than many a play or a Du-mas- 
querade ! 


R.A.-R.A.-ngements. 


THE R. A. has just rejected 
One of Keeley Halswelle’s pic- 
tures— 
Which, as might be expected, 
Has drawn forth many stric- 
tures ; 
But Halswelle knows his friends 
well, 
So can say, “ Hal’s-well(e) that ends 
well.” 








(Domi)nose. | 

A RECENT case at Wandsworth | 
shows | [= 

You mustn’t (in a pub.) | 

Attempt to play at dominoes | 
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For e’en the smallest “sub,” 
The fiat hath gone forth, and so 
You can’t say you don’t (domi)- 





know. Heated Politician —* YE’LL MAYBE SAY OI TALK STRONGLY ON THESE OIRISH MATTHERS, 
: cio! way AN’ P’R’APS OI DO; BUT OI HAVE A RAYSON YE'LL NOT LOIKELY GUESS.” 
FAIR TRADE.—Fancy Bazaars. Travelling Companion.—* AND WHAT IS THAT?” H, P.—“Ov'M OIRISH MESILF!” 





NATURE TO THE MANNER BORN. 











I ENTER at the portal, and I look around, about, 





and ill? 


A sturdy convalescence is perceptible around. 


And No. 9’s the finest here, I’ll bet my bottom pi 
15, unhappy creature, is a deed without a name, 
For Mr. Poynter’s made a poynter leaving out th 


Is a trifle disappointed that they’ve wakened her 


clothes. 
In 30, they have evidently had a royal row, 


It isscarce a hearty “ Welcome,” Mr. Boughton’s 





It might be painted better, I consider, just a bit. 


How pallid seem the pop’lace at the “ Smuggwlers 








THE OUT-GROW-VENEER GALLERY. 


And I want to ask, with truthful James, if visions is about? 
Have things grown strong and healthy, where they once were wan 


And has the Grosvenor Gallery been taking of a pill? 


A symptom lingers here and there of past and gone disease, 
Of weary souls and languid limbs, and slimy looking trees ; 
But, though the show is not so strong as might be, I’ll be bound, 


But now, “to work,”’—We'll set aside reflections such as these, 
So, kindly take your catalogue and follow, if you please ; 
“A song” moins “ words,” a clever bit, we'll have no words about : 
And No. 3, is “very like his pa,” I’ve not a doubt. 


“The Miniature” is rather cold, in Marcus Stoney style ; 


le ; 


e same. 


“The Mermaid,” (No. 20,) in the early afternoon, 


80 800T ; 


“Is this all that’s left to dress with? ” (25) distinctly shows, 
The fate of bathers from the shore, when someone steals their 


She’s given them some trouble, but they’ve got her under now. 


(34), 


“You are welcome to these flowers, J don’t want ’em any more.” 


What 44 is meant for I should scarcely like to say ; 
It seems a scene selected from a Westminster-y play— 


But 45, “A Ploughboy,” is a ploughboy, you'll admit! 


“Where morning dew lies longest,” grass is lush, you will perceive, 
So what kind of dew’s intended you will readily believe! 
Then 55, “Old Boathouse,” draws our most indulgent smile, 
And so does “ Joseph Cowen” as an amateur Carlyle. 


In 59 John Reid I’d say was scarcely at his best— 


999 


arrest ! 


| climate) affords an example of the largest capital with the least 





Of 64 I have a pleasant little word to say : 
It has a truthful wet effect this “Saving of the Hay.” 


Then reach we No. 66—it’s “ Venice—a Grey Day ;” 

But wouldn't “ pale blue chalky day” be better for it, eh? 
“ By Brink of Cooling Stream” a nude young person takes the chance, 
In academic bent-knee pose, to posture for a dance, 


‘A Storm on Albion's Coast,” P.R., no doubt’s all very well ; 

But the actresses who play the girls are made up much too swell. 
Then 83 does startle you, though it’s but fair to say 

You pardon it the further you contrive to get away. 


Here’s 90—it’s a Leslie—need I trouble you with more? 

93 is “ Timid Bathers,’”’ who won't venture from the shore ; 
One hundred is an eminently commendable thing, 

1-10 is painted by A. Moor, and “ Vive l’A Moor !” we sing, 
To 1-2-7 “ Walker!” we respectfully remark, 

But Mr. Halswelle’s “ Rainbow ” soon illuminates the dark. 


1-70 “Spring’s Triumph” most emphatically shows, 

She’s caught them all before they've time to get their new Spring 
clothes ! 

But this is all at present I permit myself to say, 

And if I’ve more remarks to make, they won't be made to-day. 








An Open Question. 


LONDON on a Sunday, more especially on a wet Sunday (and they 
will occur occasionally, to break the monotony of our exquisite 


interest in the world. More power, then, to the “Conversion 
Scheme” of the Sunday Society, which would open the Museums 
and Art Galleries on that day, and give us an opportunity of con- 
templating the ideal after six days’ grimy contact with the real. 
The opposition of some of the clergy to the movement is inconsistent ; 
they are not averse to “ collections” on a Sunday as a rule. 


eres ren neeenqeene 7 ~~ 


New York STATE means abolishing the hangman and doing its 
murderers to death by electricity instead. We suppose the battery 
to be used will be fitted with condemned cells, and the positive and 
negative poles become scaffold poles on such shockasions only. 


Se ee 
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R.A. ARRAIGNMENTS. 
WHEN spring is seen approaching, and the parsons come to town 
The RA‘ put their pictures up and critics write them down ; 
And Mr. Fun is on the spot as usual, you bet, 
So this is what they’ve pai us—and this is what they get. 


“ Within the Shadow of the Church” a story has to tell— 

“You can’t have loaves and fishes and the sweets of life as well.” 
That’s Mr. Dicksee’s moral as is plainly to be seen ; 

And Story has a story a Ja Burgess at 15; 


Mrs. Power White (Hal Ludlow) at 18 you'll find display 
The power of black and white—in other words, of grey ; 
Then “ Bvening” at 42,’s a work you shouldn’t miss ; 
’Twill take a lot of evening, a sterling work like this. 


In No, 51 you'll find Miss Norreys fast asleep ; 

At No. 56 a blossom—May—begins to peep ; 

No. 63’s a rather backward schoolgirl, I’m afraid— 

But she'll take to teaching presently, the snappy little maid! 


In the damp and early morning, at the danger of her life, 
Medea digs for truffles with a buck-horn carving-knife ; 
It’s 89, and pretty good, but we must have our fun ; 

But, for the present, that’s enough of chamber No. |. 


In 95 a lady, who's completed an “ unswathe,” 

Is warning off the sailors who have come to see her bathe ; 
97, though, has something of extrinsic interest— 

It’s the portrait of the lady whom the cabby couldn't best. 


“ Don’t shake the easel, Evelyn” is No. 1-0-3 ; 
In 1-3-9 three ladies from the Grosvenor Galler-ee 
(Where you'll find a back view of them), if you’re any at a loss, 


“A riverside” they’re titled here, while there they “ wait to cross.” 


In No. 1-5-2 you'll see “ The Haughty Lantern Slide,” 

But from “ The clash of steel” I trust you will not turn aside; 
1-6-8 and 1-8-3 depict a pair of mills, 

But not of the abortive sort that sloggers’ pockets fills. 


Friend Marcus Stone’s diploma work appears conceived in sport, 
The quality is not A 1, and ain't the measure short ! 

A long and yellow lady, though felicitously drawn 

By Mr. Watts (1-7-3) is not a rosy “ Dawn.” 


Sir Hanson is as Hanson does, resplendent in his robes, 
Stands facing H.R.H., who gives a lecture on the Globes ; 
Lord Randolph Churchill (1-8-4) you mustn’t go and pass 
(You'll notice, on the table, a suggestion of his brass). 


A noble Bath and Wash-house scene 2-27 shows [their clothes) ; 
(They’ve brought their towels with them, but they haven’t brought 
2-36, “In Love”—it’s with the apples, I opine— 

But each of them appears to be too proud to make a sign. 


“The Royal Standard” (2-4-5) is good upon the whole 

(The soldier standing by, no doubt,’s intended for the pole). 
2-86, “ Her Mother's Voice,” the visitor will strike— 

Her mother's voice appears to be a thing he doesn’t like. 


2-92 is Murtly Moss—Sir John—you know his touch 

(Of course you'll find yourself compelled to like it very much). 
2-96 is Tadema’s, “ A joker at his larks” ; 

Then on we pass to No. 4, pursuing our remarks, 


4-33, a party saying “shocking,” I suppose ; 

At 4-3-8, a rather stony girl without her clothes ; 

(You also will observe, unless you’re somewhat of a flat, 
That that is what the knowing 4-3-2 is winking at.) 


4-53, “ A trying of him after,” I suppose, 

A rather ancient custom to the public will disclose. 

Then 5-0-8 and 4-9-9 so situated are 

That one of them’s “The Judge” and one “ The Pris’ner at the Bar.” 


“A call to Arms,” 4-73, “ A call from Arms” should be. 
“Sleep.”—Macbeth murdered sleep, but Duncan didn’t, as you'll see. 
6-54 appears to be too horrible to name, 

As the painter has omitted to provide it with the same. 


In 7-12, “ Those blessed Gals,” we see the mother’s fate 

Whose progeny will keep bad hours and “ get into a state.” 
Observe the mother’s ny, and tell us, if you please, 

“ What shall we do with daughters,” when we have a lot like these? 


1,000—here the Messrs. Pears have got one picture more, 
Two soapy Eastern ladies and a seaman washed ashore. 
10-7-3, “A Friendly Pow'r in Egypt.” Jt's the band! 

The Easterns are a patient race, from this you'll understand. 
But there’s nothing very startling in the lot, it seems to me ; 
There's a large supply of Venice, and a “ Herbert,” I agree, 
And sev'ral sets of “ Captives,” but upon the whole, the show 
But, bless us, good or bad, my boys, of course you'll have to go. 








BY BOAT. 


I’vE given in to that Jones again. I suppose it’s the change in the 
weather that makes me make more of a fool of myself than usual. 
Whenever I feel myself at all muddled, I always find myself giving 
in to that infernal idiot. He said to me, “It’s a long time since you 
had a look at the Pool, I’m sure.” As if anyone in his senses was 
particularly anxious to go there! One might just as well say, * What 
a long time it is since you went down the great sewer. I’m sure the 
rats must miss you.” That’s the way that Jones has, and I hate it. 
He calls on me, too, at a time when I’m unsettled about things. I’m 
ass enough to go with him to London Bridge and get on one of the 
boats. “Lovely view of the Dutch eel ‘scoops’ and the Tower!” | 
hate eels, and be knows it, and I care as much about the Tower of 
London as I do about the Tower of Babel. ‘“ How beautifully it’s 
done up,” says Jones ; “it looks exactly like it used to do in the old 

rints of Queen Elizabeth’s time.” ‘Hang the prints in Queen 
jlizabeth’s time!” I said. “What are they to me? They could 
chop people’s heads off in the Tower, and they could stick em on 
again, for all I cared.” Jones went on mumbling something or the 
other about Traitors’ Gate. I hate history, and that sort of thing, 
and never read any when I was a boy. What did I care when 
William the Conqueror came? He could have stopped away if he liked ! 

We passed through the new bridge thing. “Wonderful engi- 
neering,” says Jones; “to think to be able to pass over the river 
without impeding the traffic.” The lunatic to think that anyone in 
his sound senses wonld ever want to pass over the river, and smell 
the filthy muddy, gas bubbly stream. It is enough to poison anyone 
to think of it. The bits of straw and cabbage and dirt, and what 
not, making it into a sort of workhouse soup; and nothing can be 
worse than that. Jones says that it is a beautiful sight to see all the 
steamers lying at anchor waiting for the tide. I don’t see it. What 
with the colour of the river and their getting their steam up, they 
look for all the world like a lot of half-boiling kettles stuck in a 
muck pond. And they call it picturesque, do they? Jones says a lot 
of artists have taken to painting the Pool lately. Have they? That 
doesn’t show much for’em. They’d a deal better take to painting 
advertisements for soap and pickles, and all that. <A couple of sea- 
gulls come over the water, and that lunatic wants to make out that 
they look nice. It is just like him. Positively shuddering with cold. 
He says he means to have whisky inthe cabin. I hate and detest that 
fellow, as if I couldn’t have whisky in my own room, as well as in 
a penny boat. Hang boats, I say. DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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CHARITY TAKES MANY FORMS. 

Miss Toppington.—“ How shockingly high Madame la Pluche 
has made this gown !” 

Miss Baremore,—* She's an artist, dear, and probably may have 
thought that flushes would too much heighten your complexion.” 
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SOME MORE BRITISH WORKMEN. 
I.—A VERY DELICATE OPERATION.—( Communicated by a Crack Roadsman.) 


“AH, there's few callings requirin’ more skill than scrapin’ a vestry road. I've learnt it; and every vestry in London is mad to ‘ave me. 

















———_— 










ae en “y ) ad 
Du Dyn ome yp Ly 
"YIM F 


— 
As TA e rr arus, 
ye Ww) 


Keaton 








SS 
My, 


- 





—S 
= 


N sy » NO bec ei 


a — ‘ : 
a 
> ‘ ‘ 
SAA \\ 
WS Sree 4 
ne ARR: 
ee ec... < ss 
. ** * *. 
a ‘ - " . r ; 


“ What you've to bear in mind is this :—a vestry road ain't a hard unfeelin’ thing li ick : it’ i i i 
4 1 mi $ g like a brick ; it’s a tender, gentle, soft thing like a ripe peach. ve seen a raw 
and scrape at it till he got down to’ard the centre of the earth. He didn't know, bless you! as the mud atop is the ‘ardest wasted a vestry road, 
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“You should ha’ seen the contractor w'en he come and see that ‘ole! ‘D'ye think yer a-dealin’ with ’ard-biled eggs, or stones, or summat 0 that 7’ ses he. ‘’Ere’s 
yer wages,’ ses he, ‘and orf you go.’ 
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“ Now, my way is this :—I keeps my scraper jest two inches above the surface of the mud, drorin’ it — along #0 as the wind from it don’t injer the road. You 
see, there’s another savin’—it don’t want no carts to cart away the mud. Bless you ! the beam on the contractor's face is a study as he watched mz /” 























T NDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Conirthuttons. /n no case will they be returned unter 
Ga” To CORRESPONDENTS accompanted by a slamped and direr(ed envelope. 


ow ee 


Tira Pes 
= Pee oe 


— 








ot yas ae Negi te et 











Age hoe: 
se pee wr one - 


ocr iting step amcncdidamars tigen: te aingea ss e 

















206 FUN. May 9, 1888, 








“NEVER AGAIN!” SAID BODDLEBY. 
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“Will you take my seat 7?” said Boddleby to the fair one. “ Beg pardon, sir,” said the conductor; “but you mustn't So Boddleby had to get out; and, 
She did, and Boddleby stood. stand there. The p’leece is down on us for that!” as they were full outside, he had to 
wait for the next ‘bus. 
TIN 
VN 
\\ 
\ 
\ é : 
\ \ 4, f Hi \\ 
| im J) TORII TUT “ 2 are \\ ' 
\ | | oT i ie | 
~~ . NY be wt “ \ id, \ \ ‘é 
x \ sh \ iy 
ty ah ‘ . \\ «* 
He got a trifle damp waiting, and when the *bus And, although he secured 4 place in the She was. And he did not mend matters by telling 
came up, it was full. next, he missed his train. “ Angelina will her the cause of his delay. “Young lady!” she said. 
be angry,” he thought. “And pray what young lady was that, sir?” 
Randy’s Revolt. As sure as | am DRINK FOR THE NEW GALLERY (WHEN 
SEE C a That the wolf and the lamb THEY GET THEIR LICENCE).—The Grosvenor 
( JARTOON.) Cannot happily dwell together, Gallery “split.” 
LORD RANDOLPH again | So surely do I — ome F 
~ Has ae _— is cag * J See Lord ee me. Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
€8 @ wondertul boy for fighting ; as @ warning of squally weather : 
It matters not how, For Lord Randolph will make full amends JOCKEY CLU B STORIES. 


When or where, a good row For the lull in his chances of striking By FRANK BARRETT. 


Is that in which he’s delighting. | At everyone who offends, 
Local Government Irish affairs | And will pummel his nominal friends Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. $4. 





Offer cause for his last interv ention, If they don’t manage things to his liking. “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


As he thinks they need instant repairs ; 
So he bullies the Tories, and scares  ~ By H. T. JOHNSON. 


Mr. Balfour who dreads his attention. | THE GREAT LOAN LAND.—Russia, “FUN” OFFIOR, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, £.0. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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toys.” 


A terrible jacket-ing surely deserves. 





—————— 


(1) Ifyou'd send gifts to Hoffman, that brightest of Loys, 
© may utter “ Be (H)off-man, unless you send 


(2) The Sweater who thus would shock jacket-hands" 


[nerves, 


(3) Salvationists, wrecked by a circus man’s scare, 
Find his elephants no (ele)phant-om affair. 


(4) Sir Frederick blows his own trumpet with nous, 
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(5) Not far from the mouth of the Dee, rumours state, 
A Dee-cent sized whale lay bewhaling his fate. 

(6) A colonel who'd “dined” woukin’t settle, and so, 
He was checked by a Bridge in the street that’s 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


O_ruptc.—I'm afraid it is an awful Vandalism—in fact, I'm 
is, and I'm mortally ashamed of myself; but I did really 
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Tus OLYMPic.—Tae ScARLET “LErrer”™! 


thoroughly enjoy that performance of Macbeth at the Olympic the 
other morning! Do you know I'm afraid as well (but more afraid 
this time than the other) that the secret of my enjoyment lies in the 
fact that, as represented, it wasn't Shakespeare's Machcth one least 
little bit! It was Shakespeare reduced to melodrama and blazing 
with gisring inconsistencies—perhaps it was the daring of this method 
that held me fascinated ; but there it was, I sat out a play I especially 
dislike right to the bitter end, and enjoyed it. 


Burt, you know, when you have a Macbeth who treats the murder 
with almost as much indifference as a Surrey “ villain” well steeped 
in crime mightibe to do, and “ sees the dagger” as though he'd 
“got "em n!” a Banquo who as good as arraigns Macbeth from 
the first, a lady Macbeth whose atmosphere is one of tender grace 
and lady-like refinement—well, where are you to get your bearings? 
I rp be: stress upon the deficiencies of scenery and supers—the nature 
of the performance was sufficient preparation for experienced persons 
not to expect much excellence in these departments. 


I SEE no reason, all the same, why Mr. Willard shouldn’t make as 
fine a Macbeth as anyone living if he gives himself up to it. I 
couldn't help thinking that a great deal of his “ under-playing ” arose 
from an exaggerated anxiety not to over play—more particularly that 
he improved very much in this towards the finish, and, one or 
two strange bits of emphasis apart, I doubt if the thought and beauty 
of the more reflective could have been more sympathetically 
spoken. I had an odd idea—for which I am solely responsible myself, 
of course—during this performance that the actor was playing the 

with an undercurrent questioning in his mind, a sort of “ wonder- 
f-l-can't-do-it” feeling. Now let him throw himself into it, and do 
it in earnest ; he has the grace and the thought, perhaps even a touch 
of the fire, now let him give us the grandeur and breadth and a hint 
of the savagery, throw off the nineteenth century and give us the 
eleventh (more or less). 


Mrs. BANDMANN-PALMER has such a curiously winning manner and 
resence that I doubt if she would ever make a satisfactory Lady 
th. Her elocution is of the deliberate school, but there is a 
gentleness in her voice which counteracts what I take liberty to call 
the defect, and altogether these two murdering schemers give one 
rather the impression of two rather virtuous than otherwise, 
ponent wv unmerited a a eg = is a clever 
- actress, something iss Foote, 
needs no telling to those who me iin ag of old or thoes who 
witnessed this performance. I[ think, by-the-way, a low tone of voice 
is sufficient to indicate that Lady Macbeth is asleep without the 
rather steam effect of hard breathing ; moreover, Shakespeare 
has put that all right, or else why the Gentlewoman and the Doctor? 


Mr. MACKLIN was pretty nearly an ideal Macduff, and (Malcolm 
and Lennox _< rather better represented than usual by Messrs. 
F. Gillmore and C. J. Hague) scored heavily in the time-honoured 
“front scene.” By-the-way, imagine the gay and festive “Lawyer 
Bacon” writing such a thoroughly practical right-down dramatic 











parture 
4 a lady, of whom the 
blic should have kindly memories, and from whom they should 
ve the chance of adding to them. 


THE GLOBE AND SADLEER’Ss WELLS.—Each of these theatres has 
presented a piece to the public gaze this week, but I am compelled to 
pass full notice on to next week. The former, Bootles’ Baby, is 
rather thin, but very pretty, interesting, and well acted, and the 
latter is a sort of Minnie Palmer— Wy Sweetheart—piece, of which 
kind of play, considering the success of the original, I have often 
wondered that we haven't had an overflow. Streak o’ Sunshine, as 
it is called, is pretty much up to the average of My Sweetheart and 
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Hans, without topping it in any way, and is a convenient vehicle for | 
those songs and dances and “variety” matters which enjoy such | 
great popularity just now. More of Booties and (perhaps) the) 


Streak anon. 


Nops ASD WINKS.—Sweet Lavender marked its fiftieth perform- 
ance on Tuesday last, and on Thursday, in consequence of the glorious 
weather, I suppose, it took a run to Brighton, had three hours (matinée ) 
at the seaside and returned to town in time for business in the 
evening.—They still keep up their ballad and operatic Thursdays at 
the Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Palace, and no doubt will until 
such time as that building finds itself converted into a People’s Palace. 
They had a good show last Thursday, Madame Mary Davies, Mr. Ernest 
Birch and a lot of other clever folks “ obliged.”—On the 17th as ever 
is, Mr. Wilson Barrett will for awhile appear in his old quarters in 
Oxford Street. Ben-my-cree, the five-act Manx play (surely three 
were more appropriate?) will be the article offered to an indulgent 
and appreciative public, and may they respond in their thousands.— 
There. are some matinées coming. On the 22nd Miss Carlotta Leclercq 
will overlook a new author while he tells The Love Story, and Messrs. 
F. G. Taylor, C. Charrington, and Fuller Mellish, and Miss Achurch, 
and others, will assist. I don’t know where this comes off, by-the-way. 
On the 5th prox. The Scarlet Letter appears at the Olympic, and 
Miss Gertrude Kingston will chaperone a three-act piece of Mr. 
J. K. Jerome’s on the 19th of the same month. I can’t say where this | 














THE OLYMPIC.—THE PORTRAIT. 


last comes off either.—Miss Annie Rose was to give her version of | 


Pauline in The Lady of Lyons this (Tuesday) afternoon, Mr. =“ 
ving a taste of his quality to begin with with a comedietta 
Portrait. NESTOR. 








It is said that General Boulanger invariably wears a red carnation | 


in his button-hole, and that his ardent adherents have consequently 
adopted it as the Boulangist emblem—a truly appropriate one for & 
man who is just now “the pink of fashion” in the eyes of so many Of } 
our French neighbours, 
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Character-Songs for Leviathan 
Comiques. 
No. V.—THE Fate or Caprarx Corp. 


BoD Captain C. of H.M.S. 
The Fevinetile Selerunder 
Was twice as handsome as words can express, 
And as brave as brave Alexander : 
Three times, and more, round the world had he 
His fast-sailing ship navigated, 
And prov’d so good at his post to be, 
That post-cap’n he was rated. 
With a “ship ahoy!” 
And “what cheer, my boy?” 
And “your binnacle bouse, ye lubber ! ” 
When you catch a whale, 
Hold fast by his tail, 
And don’t be took in by his blubber. 


Of services done he made no boast, 

The sea-serpent nearly clawed up, 
Roast-pork devour’d on the Guineapig coast, 

And ten copper chieftains chawed up ; 
His ship capsiz’d, he set her right 

With a single haul at her tiller, 
Aground in a jungle one dark night 

He waltz'd with a she-gorilla. 

With a “ship ahoy!” &c. 


What the character was of Cap'n C. 
From this may be eas’ly gathered, 
There wasn't an en’my, however big, he 
Let off before being well lather’d ; 
Storms might blow on him from ev'ry part, 
But nothing his courage could hinder ; 
One weak point only he had—'twas his heart, 
Which was tenderer than tinder. 
With a “ship ahoy!” &c. 


He’d just come ashore from a lengthy spell, 
And resolv’d to give up seafaring, 

When overboard plump in love he fell 
Before he had taken his bearing, 

With ee young creature with golden 


Who had neither sister nor brother 
To spoil the peace of a doting pair, 
And only a doting mother. 
With a “ship ahoy!” &c. 


Their honeymoon was a round of bliss, 
No cap’n was e’er better mated ; 

She never refus’d him a smile or a kiss, 
And she never was agitated, 

Except when he roar’d out a big, big D., 
The force of old habit impelling ; 

Then her mother declar’d his brutalitie 
On her darling’s health was telling. 

With a “ship ahoy!” &c. 


To make a long story short, a year 
They’ve barely as yet been married, 
But Cap’n C.’s face wears a look that’s drear, 
From being so moth’r-in-law harried. 
He lately was heard to say, in the park, 
He didn’t, of course, wish to kill her, 
Might even have lov’d her—if she’d been a 
shark, 
Or even an old gorilla. 
With a “ship ahoy !” &c. 





“Note.” 
ALL lovers who'd write “ billy-doos,” 
“ Badminton Bath Post” note should use, 
For no nice damsel can refuse 
The offers thereon placed ! 
Upon such note last contary beaux 
ere wont their “ passion ” to disclose ; 
And that ducal strong beau—Beaufort— 
shows 
"Tis suited to his taste. 
“Newmarket” envelopes to match 
































THE REASON WHY. 


Dollie.—“ Mama, DEAR, ME NO LIKE DotroR DOoNEs.” 
Mamma.—“ Not Like Doctor Jones, DeAR? WHY, HE'S SO FOND OF MY PET. 


WHY DOESN'T SHE LIKE HIM?” 
Dollie—*“'TAUSE HE TAKES ICKLE BABIES TO Cissy’s AND EDIE’S HOUSES, AN’ 


HE ONLY BRINGS NASTY POWDERS HERE.” 
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MAY AND MUST. | ae 3 ~~ 

May, indeed! That idiot Jones, who's ak they ain't. my butcher's wife has 
always reading up some rubbish or the other, | ay «at home” now. Bosh, all of it! What I 
was telling me about people going “ Ma hate more than anything else is that all the 
in Thorney Isle. Thorney Isle was the old }ogears you know in the country always come 


name for Westminster, was it? Well, it — up about that time, and want to see you. 
you 


might have been pickled cabbage for all that come gushing up, the idiots, as if 

I care. I detest May blossom, too, and I ma to go wo Pahens looking at pic- 
always did. On Sunday evenings now-a-days = tures. and Saxwern and going to matindes, 
it’s quite beastly to see the “'Arries" and 454 munching bad lunches in Strand restau- 


“Arriets”” coming up by train with bunches pants That's what I hate and detest about 
of stuff they’ve torn from the hedges. Ma country people more than anything else. 
blossom, too, always has a most horrid smell. They go over-enjoying themselves, and I hate 
So do all May flowers, for the matter of that, 4, .c4 it: just as much as I hate to see a slob- 
confound ‘em! Why, hyacinths are simply | bering, chuckle-headed schoolboy when he's 
beastly, aren't they? And what beats stale  j.., tipped with half-a-crown, and is off to a 
violets, I should like to know, when they’ve | tart shop. There's nothing annoys me more 
been locked up in a close room all night? than seeing le determined to be pleased. 
Jones says May's the time for children. | | aiways feel as if I should like to drive the 
Is it? He can think so if he likes. Any- | ¢erute of my umbrella into the small of their 
how, I don’t. What do the children do? 4“ , 
, wieteba backs, confound "em! And people say “‘ May's 
Why, they go hunting for bits of such an enjoyable month.” Bah! 


blossom and get their shoes full of mud in TUBES. 
the damp ditches. Then they get hot run- SC ———— 
ning about, and the east wind touches ’em up. 

for the matter of that, that’s a Disguised. ‘ ie 
job, I always hated children, and I do “ You sae me walkin’ wi’asteek, Tonald? 
now. “Yis, Sandy. Why wus et? 

And the London season peg eB edge age. Igbo 

What's the London season to me, “ How wus thu 
should like to know? It’sall pede bea om. ate nr soober the nicht, an he 
flies in the kitchen window who the coo idna mei” - 
I’m a nobody, and I own up toit. Jones is (Afterwards.) “Sandy's an awfu’ leear | 








Are also deemed a “ racy” eatch. 
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| ‘THE RICHEST MAN IN AMERICA. 


HAD got quite a fit 
een line be 
for te you 
it. It first took us 
when the last financial 
mics were on in America 
’; it was then that 
we read so many pars 
about the fearful losses, 
and the absolute ruin 
suffered by the Richest 
Man in America; and we 
read about these things 
until we had grown quite 
absorbed by the subject. 

We felt a. craving—a 
yearning, a gnawing—to 
see and touch and speak 
with the Richest Man in 
America: to stare at his silver statues and his carpets interwoven 
with threads of gold: and we took passage for New York in the Brix- 
tonian. 

As we landed on the quay an excited bystander took us by the 
buttonhole and drew us feverishly aside : “See that homely-looking 
man way there, in’ under the elevator, stranger?” he 
whispered hu ly, and with ill-sup emotion ; “ Wall, then, 
you see the Richest Man in Amurrica! came over twelve years since 
from down Kansas way whar he was raised : hadn't a nickel: struck 
in a notion fora corner in baked beans, and raked in ten thousand 
million dollars in nine weeks, and eats terrapin tarts fried in humming- 
birds’ fat to every meal !” 

We had found himthen! Breathless with excitement, we followed 
him along the quay and streets, observing him attentively. He had 
a wooden leg, and one button off the back of his coat, a large mole on 
the back edge of his right ear, and a grey felt hat with a green lining. 
He entered a dining n, and we eagerly took a seat opposite him ; 
he had one wall eye and one bloodshot one, seven front teeth out, and 
a black and yellow necktie. 

Presently he engaged our attention by excitedly kicking us under 
the table. 

“See that stout man coasting around the ice bucket?” he asked 
breathlessly. “ Whaat? Well, you take it from me that’s the Richest 
Man in Amurriker, bar none. Started nine years ago as assistant 
odd job hand to a toothpick sorter down Five Points, and struck 
twenty thousand million dollars in seven weeks, and eats gold dust 
sauce with his truffled ostrich every breakfast!” 

We had found him then! We burst away from the dining-saloon, 
and rushed after the party indicated. He had lost both ears from 
frost-bite, and had one shoulder four inches higher than the other, 
and a n cut-away coat patched with sacking. He had not gone 
three blocks when he peed ws suddenly in the utmost excitement and 
gripped us by the arm. 

that fence-rail of a crittur with the respirator, stannin’ by the 
fire-alarm?” he asked. “Yon bet that’s just the Richest Man in 
Amurrucky, 60 he is, boss! Went down Frisco way, without a rag on 
his back, six years come next Independence, and banked thirty thou- 
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sand million dollars in five weeks. Sleeps in a bedstead cut out of a 
single diamond, and sends 
a his boots to be heeled, 
ea sepa, RICHEST fran wrapped in million dollar 
mE Se - regs : [: Wethought we wouldn't 
Ee oe eS nal’ follow that man: he had 
‘e | (a Dr a hare-lip, and pants made 
HEN a y iu} TS out of old carpet ; but we 

He Hl |e BALE 
t | SHEA Kwww 5s quired of a hotel-clerk, 
B. { é “"'| who wasthe best authority 
Tai | ' dn New York, on the sub- 
My ay ject of the Richest Man 

\§ , 
/ : Ui ; t/ 2 told us to go to the Editor 
MAN yz 1 May) ty AH of the Spread LKagle, in 
My ip! A 4] Nine Hundred and 
tL id ae | Seventy-Ninth Street, 
Le “) over the Naphtha Drink- 
mn. ~E ing Saloon. 
“We hear,” we said, 
America?" 

“T'll tell you about him, right away,” said the Editor. “I'll give 
you the pa Ne of him; and then you can buy a file of the special 
editions of the Spread Hagle, which have three columns devoted to 


ii Wie bills {” 
<u 
Wi: 
. ~ A Hil? 
tir A sav yiiwene abandoned him, and en- 
te 1 } SB 
in America. The clerk 
“that you, sir, are an authority in the matter of the Richest Man in 





him daily. The Richest Man in America, sir, is Groulter Q. Vanboom, 
who set out from Grubsquash City, Kan., with five cents sewn into the 
heel of his boots, and coffered forty thousand million dollars in three 
weeks. He was the man that Elisba J. Vennerhezzet over the 
White Daylight Cherub’s Blush Silver Syndicate Boom, down Groggs 
Country, Cal, when Elisha was prospecting way down there, and 
Elisha is now the Richest Man in America. It was he who came, the 
mean thing, upon Chaldza V. Bloobder, about the cotton oil scare— 
you've heard tell of Chaldza V. Bloobder, the Richest Man in America? 
Why, it was about that man that Silas J. Secker, the Richest Man in 
America, used to say———” 

Then we left, and slowly cooled down toward the Richest Man in 
America. Then we took on tracking down the Tallest Thing in Rail- 
way Swindles, and the Quickest Grown Out West City; and we are 
on the track of nine of each of them. 








Fools of Fashion. 

[“ Many men,” says the County Gentleman, “now set up maladies as they set up 
silk hate—not because they like them, but because everybody else wears one.” 
Also, that “the aristocratic hypochondriac’s malady is classed under the compre- 
hensive head of ‘ Depression.’ ”’} 

No doubt you all have noticed what an artful jade is Fashion, 
And that men as well as women it inveigles ; 
Indeed, her every victim stands in need of our compassion, 
For she spots them with an optic like an eagle's. 
The latest things now @ la mode are ailments—(pray don’t scorn, 
now, 
These dupes who march in Fashion's strange procession)— 
Folks take on various illnesses because they’re largely worn now, 
"Neath the comprehensive title of “ Depression.” 


They have menus for these maladies—these débonnaire disorders, 
And of these, whene’er invited out, they babble— 

They snub ¢his joint, and shrink from that, because of “ doctor's 

orders !”’ 

And only in the lightest dishes dabble. 

And they brag about their “symptoms” and their latest diagnosis ; 
Or they mix it with the topics of the Session— 

And these malades imaginaires profess to drink small doses 
Lest their “dining” should but deepen their “ depression.” 


They feebly murmur, when they meet, “ How do?” and start 
comparing 
Prescriptions and prescribers, pills and potions ; 
They affect an air of lassitude—a sort of “shattered” bearing, 
And discourse upon the nerves and the emotions. 
Some er both wine and whisky when they’d fain seem extra- 
ailing, 
And implore the host to make some slight concession, 
And they sigh for barley-water, or mayhap begin bewailing 
If no sherbet’s there to sort with their “ depression.” 


This new “ailing” affectation will, of course, soon have to vanish, 
And some fresher fad as mad these fools will follow; 

Yet re those who ape these ailments the idea one cannot banish 
That they are queer—in their heads, which must be hollow. 

Meanwhile the doctors flourish, while the latest mania rages, 
And to readers I may make this small confession— 

Fun’'s forbidden to these patients ; they must never see its pages, 
Else they’d have no more excuse for their “ depression.” 








Exhibitions. 

_ THE NEW GALLERY.—Messrs. Comyns Carr and C. E. Hallé have 
just cause to feel proud of the beautiful and well arrayed exhibition, 
both as regards the perfection of the building, with its beautiful de- 
corations, and of the collection of works exhibited. At first sight one 
feels as if all of the exhibitors were at their very best. Burne Jones 
and Alma Tadema stand first with what may be called subject pic- 
tures, the former with three from his Perseus and Andromeda series, 
the latter, among other works, has a lovely little gem, “ He loves me, 
—he loves me not,”—his most beautiful work of the year. Numerous 
high-class works (poetic both in subject and treatment), portraits 
and fine landscapes by our best men, make up a collection that will 
be first in interest of the many picture shows of 1888, 

The Society of British Artists does not maintain the high character 
of the last few years. The absence of the talented, though eccentric, 
president and following has had a sad effect on the show. 
course many of the old members are at their best ; but the new blood 
that was calculated to bring this Society to the front, broadly speak- 
ing, is gone ; and there is a collection of mediocre work, with here 
and there something really worth looking at, one of the most remark- 
able being a portrait of Christian Craik, by W. H. Gadsby. 





AN INTOXICATING SCENE.—*A full set.” 
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EVIDENCE. 


Anxious Old Lady (with reference to her many parcels).—“ Now, CABMAN, HAVE YOU GOT ANYTHING INSIDE?” 
Cabby.—* YES, Mum, I TELL YER STRAIGHT, THOUGH, Mum, I AIN’T FULL HUP YET. 
SAUSAGES AND MASHED, A BIT OF BREAD, AND A PINT AND TWO-PENN'ORTH.” 


I AIN’T "AD MORE THAN A COUPLE OF 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER HAS BROCKEN 
DREAMS. 


I HAVE been vare I have often been told to go—to ze Devil— 
Strange to say I am come back. It vas like zis—I vas like your 
company of joined stock. I vas making calls in ze Strand. I call 
on M. Romano; I call on Mdlle. la Gaiety Bar; I call on Signor 
Short, vare I stay long time, vraiment vare I stop short comme 
Vhorloge du grand pére. Vare else I call I do not call to mind, but I 
remcollect, | mean recomembare Jollidogue telling me to hole up ole 
man, and he vill see me write, as if I ver making my vill ... . 
I go sleep: I dream I am dwelting in marble halls. Strange; I gaze 


his foot, he is selling his soul! And ze buyer; some von say zat is 


vision, and say to myself, I have not ze jumps after all, I am in a 
dream, and if my mozzare dear call me early she vill have bad luck. 
But horreur / soon I sink it is ze jim-jams aftare all, for I see sings 


soul, give him his change. I see also an old party vich is vitch, but 
I soon do not know who is who, for ze old stock vich vas below Old 
Parr has been converted to a young chappie. 

Bientét, 1am in a street in Nuremburg, but how I got zare from 
M. Short’s I do not know; ze Red Von is standing drinks ovare 


upon poor ole man of whom I pity ze sorrows, for vile he no shoe to | 


“Henry.” I reply, “Oui, ze Old Harry himself.” I behold lovally | 


to vich pink rats are fools. Ze Red Von having bought ze old man’s | 


chile. Her lover persuade her to eer her mozzare by putting in 
her thé tree drops of London milk, and he, aided by his ever reddy 
friend, kill her brozzare on Valentine's Day. Ven tout le monde 
to revile my leetle girl, it is time for me to take her part, but before 
I have time I have zem again—encore leejumps! . . . «6 
Oh, M. Short! Oh, M. Romano! Oh, blue devils and green toads, 
ten thousand horse-power hyenas; if ever I get rid of zese sounds 
and sights, never more vill I drink my mix. Zey leave me, I find 
again my leetle girl, mais hélas/ she is in a cell, she have been sold 
altogezzare. Entare zat Red Devil, who vill not leave her alone. 
But ah! her sins have been only zose of love, and love is Heaven, 
| pourquoi voila! Heaven come to her aid, and shining angels bear 
her from ze Red Von, who is blacker zan he is painted ; and who, 
since he cannot secure a pair of souls, take to his heels vit ze only 
von. 
|  Zey all disappear. Some von say, “Come along!” I reply, “No 
| fears, I not go home your vay.” But it is not ze Red Devil, it is 
Jollidogue. 1 am relieve to say I have not had ze jim-jams, but’ have 
been beholding one of ze most vonderful plays in ze vorld, played by 
two of ze most vonderiul players on ze most wonderful stage. 


—_—=—_—_—_——_— 


Italy at Brompton. 
“ Viva il Re!” boys, and “God Save the Queen!” 














roof to some of my ole pals. Ze vision return, cette fois in flesh and 
lood, vit hair of gold and eyes zat turn to blaze like ze vine of 


man from blazes, Zat cheeky young chappie is sweet upon my 
leetle girl. Some von remark he is Alexander, and like Biedinas 
I feel he has stolen my sunshine. I vill follow ze young scamp, but 
not in time to catch him intruding in ze chamber of ze fair maiden 
vare he and his diable friend leave several jewellers’ shops, as I 
discovare aftare, for I am trop gentil to enter. I take a cup of thé 


Will fairly describe the position— 
From which you will probably gather we've been 
To Italy's new Exhibition, 


Where Buffalo Bill showed “ The Savage at Home "— 
A buck-jumping, yélling sensation— 

Rise the beauties of Florence—the glories of Rome— 
The triumphs of civilization. 





vit my leetle girl, and an lady friend. Zey tell me ze service is 
real Chipp le. I follow her home to her garden ; alas ! zat young 
devil is zare, also ze old devil, and vile ze old lady strike a Lucifer | 
match, ze young von’s heart take fire from ze young spark. Ze poor | 





The land of all arts puts her trophies on view, 
In carving, in sculpture, in pelntiog ; 

With Whitley and Burnside to carry it through, 
And Bertram to keep us from fainting. 








pe rey 


hae 


ih 













" att en. ae 
© ae, 2 Fae > oe = 2» 
Se sr gag pens onan 


= os 
easel ot adler a 


Wd int dala 
= 


Pog A -eigelmi 


SEE EE CT res 
cea ine et a ar 


— te 






inna 
Seer 


a een ye 
Rte a = 
es 


Y pon 























sananeancs-sanoo-aeteipemminaend 





> Se ee ae 
aot a 
See eg nee ee ey 
tne inne - 


eS 



































HUN. 


“ 





















SOME MORE BRITISH WORKMEN. 
IIL—ON FITTING DEATH-TRAP BOILERS. 
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“It ain't every workman as knows how to put ina kitchen boiler properly ; I speak of them patent, sudden-death busting boilers as pastes the cook agen the 
wall when the pipes happens to freeze. Now, / cements the biler and fittin’s into the wall and hides it, so’s no one can't git at it for to make it safer; then the 
guy’ner he chuckles, an’ pate me on the back. He do love a bit o’ good honest work, the guv'ner do. 
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“Now, a blunderin’ workman’ll leave all the pipes so's the ‘ouse’older can git at'em. Wot's the result? Wy, he does get at 'em, and pute a safety valve; and w’en 
there is an accident it’s only a bit of a leak, put right in a day at most, and then that workman goes orf grumblin’ at the littleness o' the job. 
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“ But w’en my boiler ‘as a accident—well! Then I'm called in, and I ses, ‘ Blowed orf all yer 'eds and pritty nigh wrecked the ‘ouse? Ah |—you'll ave to ’ave a 
noo range and lots o’ things ; it'll be a six weeks’ job.’ That's the way to set a boiler !” 
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THE SWEATING SYSTEM 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 218. 


SPIRIT OF THOMAS HOOD—“1 THOUGHT 1 HAD ABOLISHED ALL THIS SORT OF THING.” 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. —— ss a ber ondiiniees of the show 
Iy the discussion on the Merchant Shipping (Life Saving Appli- And Bob and I being invited to go, 
ances Bill), on Monday last, Lord Cottesloe advocated strenuously Accepted the right—by permission. 
the making it compulsory Se eet of Mtl on trotbled ws of oil Oh, dear! such a crush! 6 wee'mo chance to look 
for use in stormy weather. Amd: of “ oil on troubled waters,’ At pictures (except for a steeple), 
& And so the alternative both of us took, 





And had a good stare at the people. 


Uy YY Li MAY: Gai, My 1. GX, Y ey/ And they were worth the trouble, though perhaps a bit mixed, 
Yy }' Yi, Wi aN y d W//H As you'll see when some names, dear, I dish up. 
Uy) Cz > (There were nobles and “ladies,” with artists betwixt, 
pwr And “ stage-players” all round an archbishup !) 
la I saw Oscar Wilde, and I saw Mr. Toole, 
t. V7/; mC) 2 And J. Russell Lowell, the writer, 
eg ne (CZ And Gilbert, Lord Coleridge (delightfully cool), 
leg ae | Y yyy And Gladstone (none could be politer). 


There was Whistler and Thompson (Sir Henry, I mean), 
Lord Sherbrooke, whose look very stern is, 

Néruda, and Sala, and Dorothy Dene, 
And plump Messrs. Sambourne and Furniss, 

And hundreds of others—they give us the badge 
As the best of spring crushes—a high day. 

So no more at present. Yours lovingly, MADGE. 


5 Kensington Palaces, Friday. 
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SLOW BUSINESS.—“ Order has succeeded chacs—peace has succeeded confusion.” Inflation versus Depression. 
rears Ralilvary at the Aeademg Bungee. WORKING men are recommended to try vegetarianism as a healthy 


it occurred to the noble lord who represents Fun in the Gilded and cheap diet during these hard times. But how about the masters ? 
Chamber (the Lord of Misrule) what a grand idea it would be “to | How will the work be done if the annual beanfeast is converted into 
have it in the House” as well as aboard. The termagant spouse, the | 4 perennial one? 
irascible mother-in-law, even the broker's man, might be considerably 





softened by a judicious anointment. And the House of Commons, Stk MICHAEL HiCKs-BEACH says the new Tory maxim is “Trust 
why, there's opportunity for enough oil to exhaust all the springs of | the People.” Now that noblemen are taking to shopkeeping, this is 
America there. indeed good news. Liberals though we be, we will give the Tories 


There is a Mr. Brookfield who is a “somebody.” This is the | plenty of credit if they will only give us the same. 
eminent actor who shocked his family by “going on the stage.” His CoD! ES 
brother, a mere M.P., rose on Monday night to make a personal ex- 
planation. On the preceding Friday Mr. Bradlaugh had stated that 
there were 100,000 acres of waste land in Sussex. Now, Mr. Brook- 
field is a member for Sussex; and as for waste land, he was at the 
moment wasting the time of the House. Nevertheless, Mr. Speaker 
Peel (who Fun's own M.P. was glad to see back after his illness) 
ruled that there was nothing personal in the matter, and accordingly 
sat on Mr. Brookfield, who accordingly sat on his—seat. 

No wonder the aldermen of the City of London possess a great 
corporation, considering the lining they bestow upon it. Mr. Firth 
called attention to the amounts expended by the conscript Fathers 
of the City over their little = up and down the Thames; and 
never, perhaps, since Prince Ha reckanoe up Falstaff’s score, has 
there been so little bread accounted for in comparison with so in- 
tolerable a deal of sack. 

Lord Salisbury, at the Burlingtonian banquet, congratulated him- 
self and his hearers that order had succeeded chaos, and peace con- 
fusion, in Parliament. pice nay bo spirit of flabbiness has come over 
the dream of the Commons ; re are no chuckings out, and the 
vestries seem to have monopolised “scenes.” The two eventful 
speeches of the week have been Mr. Parnell’s at the Eighty Club, 
and his lieutenant, Mr. Gladstone's, at the Memorial Hall. While 
Mr. Goschen is busy with parochial rates, Sir Michael Hicks-Beach 
has been attacking railway dittoes. 














MADGE AT THE NEW GALLERY. 


MY DARLINGEST NETTIE, we're well in the swing— 
While pa and mamma “do the meetings,” 

We're revelling, Bob and myself, in the spring 
And the town, with its shows and its greetings. 

Of course you'll expect me to tell you the news, 
And your claim, of all friends, is the greatest ; 

But my head's just a muddle of big “ private views,” 
So I think I'll describe you the latest. 


You remember the Grosvenor, dear, I suppose, 
Where, as Bob says, "twas always “de riguer " 
a lanky creatures, with ill-fitting clothes 
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JUST LIKE THOSE BROTHERS. 


deplorable absence of figger? Nell. I say, Jack, I’ve borrowed your walking stick, and one 

Well, the masters, or heads, or whatever they are, of your collars, and your Eton cap. I do so dote on a masculine 
Found they couldn't all row in one galley ; cut.—Think I look chappie like?” 

There was something, I think, about driving a Carr, Her Brother.—“ Well I can congratulate you so far—you don’t 


And someone or other said, “ Hallez!"” look at all ladylike.” 
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THE SWEATING SYSTEM AND THE “ALIEN” QUESTION. 








KNICKNACKS. 


INa recent issue of the ‘“‘Gem of the Say ” aneditorial commenced “ We 
must apologise to our readers for an omission which appeared in our 
last issue.” 


“ SWEATERS ” is a very appropriate name for those wretches who 
grind their r fellow creatures down to the lowest farthing, in 
order that they may live in affluence themselves, for it cannot be 
denied that their conduct is equivalent to perspirating—purse pirating, 
we mean, 


Mr. COMMISSIONER KERR is complaining of the excessive law 
costs run up by some of the brethren of the long robe. It is quite 
time that this matter should be ventilated, for at present they have it 
all their own way. Why, a short time ago we actually saw an adver- 
tisement entitled “Every man his own Lawyer.” What a horrible 
suggestion ! 


OVERHEARD ON THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY.—First Stranger. 
— I understand that in your country society is to a great extent 
divided into factions.” Second Stranger.—*Sure and that’s thrue now ! 
Begor, I believe we’ve got all the factions in the whole worrld bar one.” 
First Stranger.—* And what is that?” Second Stranger.—*“ That's 
what you can’t give us—satisfaction.” 


A TERRIBLE scene occurred at a small chapel down in the West of 
England lately. The minister had been informed that a certain 
couple were desirous of being joined together in the bonds of holy 
ock, so after the service the worthy man observed, “ Let those 
who are desirous of being married step this way.” There was a 
moment’s pause, and the next instant a general rush wg poms all 
the single women in the congregation between seventeen seventy 
answering to the call, and it took some time before they could be 
made to understand their mistake and return to their seats. 





Baker.—“ Bread has gone down a ha’penny a quartern.” Customer. 
—“Humph! Not before it was kneaded.” 








THE other day a gentleman of Milesian extract went down to the- 
House of Commons to interview a certain member of Parliament with 
regard to some particular “injustice to Ireland;” but the M.P. was 
busy in acommittee room. “ Never mind,” said a fellow-countryman 
of the enquirer’s, “ I’ll call him out for you.” “ Shure and that’s no- 
a was the reply. “ Faith, Oi've troid him, and the spalpane won't 
foight.” 


CHARLES ALEXANDER EDWARDS, Prince of Bonny, has been be- } 


having in anything but a bonny manner. He has been up before 
the magistrates three times in a fortnight. He must learn what 
an African do at home he cannot in England ; and, if he persists, his 
character will become as dusky-hued as his skin. 


For a temperance meeting down in Surrey, next week, a lady is 
announced to deliver an address who has never spoken before! Of 
course such a thing is possible, but we have very grave doubts on the 
subject. 


AT a smoking concert the other night a masher was requested to 
oblige the company; but he replied in an affected voice, “ Weally | 
gentlemen, I caunt sing! I have a catarrh, you know.” “ All right,” 
exclaimed the chairman, whose hearing was probably affected by the: 
smoke, “ give us a tune on it then,” 





Every day justice is becoming more and more like X in algebra, an 
unknown quantity. Recently, on the same day, W. Wingrove, a 
butler, was sentenced to three months’ hard labour for stealing twenty 
pounds, in spite of his having eleven years’ good character, while a 


clerk na Watson, who robbed his employers of one hundred 
and twelve permis, nilah be bed 8 t on horse- was let off 
with a month without hard labour “he belonged to a highly 


respectable family!" Comment is superfluous. 





Mrs. PopMoRE can't understand all this fuss about the 
ment of two jockeys. Losing a licence doesn’t hurt, and she’s known 


-_ ~~ 
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less notice taken of it when one of them has been “ beaten on the post” I 
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A SHORT HOLIDAY TRIP. 

















MURDLE VISITING. 
“MARIA,” says me, “as the spring’s a-settin’ in, and the weather's 
that lovely that you feel as you must rush off and plant mustard and 
cress on the lid of the dustbin, if you ain’t got room to grow any 
anywhere else, jet us go out, Maria, and see natur at its best.” 

Maria allus has a taste for the country, especial like if jined toa 
nice tea with a bit o’ shelly thrownin. Maria was quite agreeable, and 
gets out ‘er new spring bonnet, dene up with areglar nosegay of 
artificials, so that she might be a Queen of the May growed twelve 
stone, with a false front. 


“1 think,” says Maria, “as I should like to go to Richmond.” And | 
with that we goes and gets our tickets at Broad Street, layin’ in | 


somethink cold and refreshin’,in the way of half a pound of cold ham 
at the shop opposite, Maria a-takin’ of it in her muff to keep the dust 


off, and preventin’ of us bein’ let down if we should meet any folks 
as we've come acrost in “sassiety.” We gets into the train, Maria | 
bein’ well provided with a pint of the best shell and a penn’orth of | 


hair-pins, jest to while away the time on the way and to keep of us 
from feelin’ faint. 

“It’s a wonderful thing,” Maria says, “how this ’ere place is 
changed since as when | was a girl, and walked on this ere ‘ Green.’ 
Good old English sports and pastimes! to see the Sunday school 
teachers a-playin’ at kiss-in-the-ring, and having their bonnets tored 
off their heads, and a-windin’ up with a reglar hot and strong hymn, 
to show as how their consciences was all clear, and they'd been 
brought up as proper as could be.” 

There was bse 


been dead this thirty year. What asperrit the gal had. After eatin’ 


two dozen Maids o’ Honour at the shop nigh the Castle, she went and | 
run races in the park, and had a tea afterwards, twistin’ off the | 


s'rimps’ ‘eds like a patent turnip-cuttin’ machine. And the warm 
e’rub as that gal took in the evenin’ was a wonder. She's dead now, 


poor thing, havin’ been coopered up from swingin’ too free in the | 


swings at the Vale of ’Elth, the May east wind a-strikin’ innards. 

We gets into the park after a reg’ler breather up the hill. And I 
will say that new public garding is laid out as a pictur, lookin’ as 
well as the new scene-drop at the Ryle Music All. In my days when 
I was a young ‘un it was brick wall on the ‘ill, and not open as it is 
ne We don't let all them land-'olders have the upper hand as they 

to. 

Maria says, “ This ‘ere park is well worth chuckin’ of your eye over. 
Kitcher-kitcher.” 

The old woman was sayin’ “ Kitcher-kitcher” to the deer as was 
runnin’ about. As if they'd come up like babbies. Maria's rayther 
too much of a cockney in some things, and when she suggested as how 
she'd pin out a few winkles and put ‘em on the grass, | told her as 
‘ow stags and such like weren't like our parrot in the front parlour as 
weuld make his supper off of anythink from a old silver toothpick to 
a bit o’ tinned salmon. 





er a sigh at this here, for it reminded me of the | 
time when | used to be a-courtin’ Jane Smithers. Poor gal, she’s | 





Says Maria, though, “‘ This park’s a fine institootion. The people is 
allowed to wander about and get a breath o’ fresh air. And then I 
suppose as how the Queen will give them pretty ‘ouses set in the 
palin’s—lodges, don’t they call ’em? (as if they was so many Ancient 
Orders o’ Foresters, or Buffaloes)—for the little German princes as is 
now in short frocks to live in. For somethin’ must be done for the 
Germin branches o’ the ryle family, for they're a-comin’ of it on 
stupendous in numbers.” 

Says me to Maria, “So long as we can get our run in the parks as 
people pays for, it don’t matter so much about your ‘ George-Rangers’ 
and all. But if they gets intrudin’ too much on the land, all | can 
say to the princes is, Back you goes to your pa’s native country, 
brass bands and smoked sassingers.” 

We ’ad a pleasant time in the park, and went home in the moonlight, 
Maria havin’ charge of the case bottle. 








A Flowery Figure. 
[It is reported that Mr. Aird, M.P., has given £6,000 for Alma Tadema’s picture, 
“The Roses of Heliogabalus.”] 
Mr. AIRD, the M.P., has given, on dit, 
Six “thou” for the roses that “ Taddy ” prepared ; 
Howe’er this may be, ’tis easy to see 
That Tadema’s canvas is pretty well Air(e)d. 





A CONTEMPORARY mentions that a picturesque wedding lately 
came off in Derbyshire, when both bride and bridegroom, being ardent 
followers of the chase, rode on horseback attired in hunting costume 
from the house of the bride’s father to church, a distance of five miles, 
followed by their relatives and friends, some of whom were also 
mounted. But it omits to add that the clergyman gave the View 
Halloa at the lich-gate, whereupon the happy couple took the church- 
yard wall together in excellent style, and that, after a rattling gallop, 
they ran in a ring at the altar, and then the performance was ended 


| by a kill in the vestry. 





THE Merchandise Marks Act is on the war path. In “Brum” the 
makers of stick and (Br)umbrella mounts have received a ferrule— 
beg pardon, we mean tip—that should they go fixing hall-marked 
silver bands to knobs and handles not hall-marked, or lining hall- 
marked knobs with base metal, proceedings will be taken against 
them. Quite right ; everything in its place ; and as the proper place 
for sticks and umbrellas is in the hall, hall parts of them ought to be 
hall-marked. 





THE Foot Guards of the Home District are down at Pirbright, 
where they are going through a long course of training. Training is 
all very well for line regiments, but we don’t want Household In- 


| fantry turned into Railway Guards. 
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THE ROYAL ACADAM SZ. 


BY OUR SPECIAL AFTER-LUNCHEON ARTIST AGAIN, 








in no case will they be returned unless 


ga” TO OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE BANK HOLIDAY ARRANGEMENTS. 
UN hastens to give a few details of the Bank Holiday arrangements not, as yet, supplied in the Daily Papers. 








The Sweating System. | And it’s work, work, work, And to ask if *twas indeed in vain 





(SEE CARTOON.) In the saddest, sorriest plight. That he sang “‘ The Song of the Shirt.” 
Starvation wages are all they earn — - — — — 


With eyelids heavy and red, ut the Sweater has got his profit to make. 
Women still sit in unwomanly rags, wand he makes it—out of tin!’ | JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


Plying the needle and thread. 
Work, work, work, ' i By FRANK BARRETT. 
In poverty, hunger, and dirt At length the voice of a noble man — — 
— a ; Seems rising from the grave, Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. $d. 
T i}] acral rj he , > ale +b] 
They sing “The Song of the Shirt.” | lo thrill us again with the woeful tale “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST! 


And still in a voice of dolorous pitch 
Of those he longed to save ; 


For it’s work, work, work, To bid us weep for the hands that toil By H. T. JOHNSON. 
At morning, noon and night, In poverty, hunger, and dirt, FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.0 

















SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


CROCCO COCCCOES “TONGA 


@ maintains its 


* 

© @ reputation 
® @ in the treat- 
e @ment of 
SOSPOaOZGEOOS ES Neuralgia.”’ 


Lanceé GUARANTEED 
‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has — 
“tes effective in all those cases in which we | White as ay as a !ead pencil, and neither scratch P URE AN D 
ave prescribed it."’—Medical Press. her spurt, the points being rounded by a new process 
F ~ - Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample SOLUBLE. 


— | Bo send 7 stamps to C. Br ‘rer and Co.'s | 
2/8, 4/6, and 11,- Of all Chemist®. | pay Worcs, Binwincnam: orto ther Whoewe [BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.C 
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(1) The Italian Exhibition, now one of | (3) They say that more infant-wonders (5) The German Liberal workers, pooh- | (7) At Dillon, M.P.'s late trial, the court- 

















the best of places, are to this land proceeding, poohing Court meddico’s frenzy, house was cleared by stenches, 
Opened in strange condition—for it | And here is one who thunders on And being all nonsense shirkers, The contents of achemica] phial soon 
opened mere packin g-cases. pianos while he's feeding. stick up for Morell Mackenzic. emptied the Bench and benches, 
(2) How holiday-makers revel our artist | (4) Lo, the latest Paris beauty rerves at (6) Curious chaps those Yankees—fond (8) The Chins,atribe near Burmah, are 
here is showing : a sweetstu f-seller’s, of eccentric matches, indulging in wild invasion, 
Even ‘Arry finds his level when the With mashers all on duty, fancying Note this egg-otist’s hanky-pankies, Stealing chunks of terra- firma 
W hitsuntide is flowing. they are “ quellers.” and yet he’s not under hatches. whenever they find occasion. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE GLOBE.—Bootles’ Baby is just one of those gentle, pleasant 
stories which, in book form, mainly by reason of the manner of the 
telling, exercise an indefinable charm over the reader, and which 
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THE GLOBE.—THE INFANT MATCHMAKER. CAVALRY, INFANTRY, AND 
MASKED BATTERY. 


retain much of their attractiveness even when taken out of their 
proper sphere and put upon the stage—but seldom draw money. I 
doubt very much, in fact, if there is a very long life in store for this 
baby, in spite of the freshness of the military scenes and the lovable 
precocity of the little child. I use the term “lovable” advisedly, for 
the precocity of stage children is, as a rule, of a description calculated 
to arouse murderous designs—and I don’t like illustrating my notices 
with murderous designs, whatever you may consider proof to the 
contrary, te 
THE play cannot be fairly called a dramatic one anyway, and it 
sins against stage etiquette several times; moreover it is not at all 
well acted. So many of my abler brethren of the scalpel have taken 
the contrary view on this point that I advance it with some diffidence ; 
however, it is my opinion, 80 you and I and they had better make our 
minds up to it, and bear it as best we can—I'm not going back on it. 
Miss Woodworth looks very handsome and “ real,’’ but she is lament- 
ably overweighted with the heroine, particularly in the more 
emotional passages ; and Mr. Maurice, though he works with praise- 
worthy earnestness, and, in some respects, with success, does not, by 
any manner of means, make all that ought to be made of the part. 


Mk, SUGDEN’sS is, perhaps, the only wholly satisfactory performance. 
The character he represents is painted with no hesitancy or indecision 
—an admirably complete specimen of a crudely villainous cad, a very 
slight touch of exaggeration would upset it—and it isn’t upset. 
Messrs. Garthorne, Farquhar (capitally made up), and Forbes Dawson 
show favourably in some not difficult character parts, the latter in 
particular playing with a very pleasant boyishness, and the ladies, 
Misses H. Lindley, Webster and Rose Evelyn, cannot be said to earn 
aiverse criticism. Clever little Miss Minnie Terry’s performance of 
the title réle is very delightful in its absence of self consciousness or 
affectation ; the little lady was not always audible, perhaps, and there 
was a general solemnity of expression in her countenance, but it must 
be a good — when these are all my desire to carp can find 
to fall back upon. 

TERRY's.—In all the vast company’ of literary workers there should 
be no happier person at this time than Mrs. Hodgsen-Burnett. Not 
only has she given us the most beautiful story of child-life that we 
have been favoured with this many a day, but she has achieved the 
distinguished triumph of laying the pirate playwright low—the 
pirate who, proud in his fancied security, laughed to scorn, and suc- 
cumbed not to the threats and indignation of the sarcastic Dickens, 
the sledge-hammer Reade, or the wailing Ouida. Sure such a huge 
revolution was never 80 quietly worked before! But feminine deter- 
mination is proverbial, and when, in addition to that, she’s “ Lanca- 
shire,”’ and has lived in America—it is a combination not to be trifled 
with, you bet. The grateful novelistsof England should rise in their 
thousands, and testimonialize Mrs. H.-B. right away. Never did 
H.-B. make so striking a mark upon the times, But, oh! what will 
the pirates do to Seebohm ? 





The Real Little Lord Fauntleroy reflects the spirit of the book far 
more faithfully than the yore version, and is altogether more 
harmonious and pleasant. I think the actual introduction of Minna 
a mistake ; it distinctly jars upon the idyllic tone of the story to 
have her bodily presented—in the book the effect is not so strong, of 
course. This apart, those who love the book will love the play. 


THE infant phenomenon is rather rife just now, and it really seems 
almost possible that in the near future we elders will have to take a 
back seat while the world and things in general are “run” by the 
rising—or scarcely risen—generation. If all infant phenomena, how- 
ever, had as much intelligence and readiness as little Miss Vera 
Beringer, the truly marvellous child-impersonator of The Real Little 
Lord Fauntleroy, we might perhaps find the change not altogether 
an unmixed misfortune. The ease, variety, vivacity and discretion 
of the performance are simply indescribable ; and when it is remem- 
bered that the child is almost continuously on the stage, and that the 
whole interest of the piece depends upon the “ Little Lord ”—that, 
moreover, in the result the interest does not flag for a moment—it 
will be seen that something very like a tour de force is achieved. I 
think about the pleasantest thing in the impersonation is the utter 
absence of any suggestion of its being a task, the little actress being 
clearly quite easy in her mind about it, and thoroughly enjoying the 
work, 





AN excellent cast was found for the other characters. Mr. Bishop, 
made up like Mr. Birch’s drawings (which were continually realised 
through the play, by-the-way), gave a capital picture of the testy old 
Earl; Miss Winifred Emery never played with more tender truth ; 
Miss Helen Leigh displayed extremely valuable qualities as the un- 
pleasant Minna, avigorous and skilful sketch ; Mr. Brandon Thomas 
was a characteristic old lawyer, and Miss Esmé Beringer played Dick 
with a very excellent sense of character, if a bit nervously exaggerated 
to start with. Everyone should see this play, even the grimiest of 
stony-hearted cynics, if it is only to amuse himself by watching the 
trickling of the unaccustomed tear adown the unexpected nose—so 
to speak, 


COVENT GARDEN.—Mr. Augustus Harris started his (and his 
Committee's) Italian Opera season here’with great eclat and Lucrezia 
Borgia on the 14th inst., and if anything wi// resuscitate what are by 
some believed to be the dead and gone glories of the lyric drama, this 
seems the combination to do it. There is nothing particular to be 
said about the opera itself, which is rather of the “ popular” order 
(though none the worse for that, I should hope !), oreven the singers, 
which included Mesdames Fiirsch- Madi and Trebelli, and Signori 
Navarrini and Ravelli. The élite of society was present, from the 
Prince and Princess of Wales and myself, downwards. 


ON Tuesday night Carmen was produced, Mdlle. Nordica playing 
the wayward gipsy, for the first time, before a London audience. | 





1 


TERRY'sS.—THE REAL LORD.—“ Of course, it’s very 'barrassing for both of us, 
and I like you very much indeed, but I'm afraid we can’t both be grandpa’s 
boy, and you must be the "postor, you know—Minna’s boy, in fact.” 


have seen this highly-gifted lady in other characters much better 
suited to her natural temperament. M. Dereims. as Don José, sang 
his music with much feeling ; while Mdlle. McIntyre, a new débutante, 
won considerable well-deserved praise. NESTOR. 
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A Poem for all Pear]-lieus. | 
(Her Majesty's passion for pearls is (say several | 
papers) unbounded.) 

As Fun and his readers are loyal, | 
He need not apologize here, | 

For choosing a subject that’s royal, 
For that is a theme that should cheer, 

All people in loyalty grounded, 
And free from Republican whirls, 

Will be happy to learn that unbounded | 
Is Her Majesty’s passion for pearls, 


Pearls always are things to be proud of, 
That’s if they are pearls that are choice ; 
(Rare pearls I should like a big crowd of, 
For gems always make one rejoice.) 
And if this report is well founded, 
Then all, men, boys, women, and girls, 
Will be happy to hear that unbounded 
Is * Reg. Britt’s.” intense passion for pearls, 





And long may the queen of our nation 
Find plenty of pearls to her mind ; 
But let her bestow contemplation 
On pearls of a different kind. 
The pearls of her people's affection 
Keep unchanged ‘mid life’s eddies and 
swirls ; 
And if she’d increase this collection, 
Let her come forth to gather these pearls, 





Chamois Chez-moi! 


‘THERE'S nothing like leather,” ’tis agreed, 
And we to doubt the saw are loth ; 




















,ut household folks should make it read, 
(O proverb-mongers, be not wroth, 

To Hothersall’s should be the meed)— 
“There’s naught like Chamois Leather 


Cloth.” 
THE CASE FOR THE CROWN.—A hat. 


OF TEA!” 





Second Wife of Ditto —“ FEARFUL, ISN'T IT? 
STUFF TO—MY HUSBAND!” 


IT MUST HAVE BEEN THUS. 


First Wife of Somebody's Bosom.—* OH, DEAR! WHAT A WRETCHEDLY WEAK Cup 


I WOULDN'T GIVE SUCH WATERY 








KNICKNACKS. 


THERE is no doubt that independence is a magnificent quality, but 
there is such a thing as carrying it too far, as in the instance of the 
American paper which informed its readers, among its items of 
foreign intelligence, that ‘“ Queen Victoria was honoured, the week 
before last, by dining, at Windsor Castle, with the United States 
Minister.” 


It is one of the facts that most people are unacquainted with, that 
it is never of any use for a young unmarried woman to inquire her 
way, for no matter whom she applies to, she is sure to be miss- 


directed. 
Persuasive Acquaintance.—* My dear fellow, he’s just the animal 


you want, and dirt cheap at the price. He hasn't a vice in him. 
Quiet as a lamb, sound in wind and limb, a remarkably clever 





fencer 
Innocent One.—*Oh, come, I say! That’s a little too much, you 
know. I’m not such a fool as all that, though I don’t know much 


about horses! Why, how could he hold a foil?” 


LAst week the member for Nomansland went down to address a 
meeting of his constituents, but happening to catch an earlier train 
than he expected, there was no one to meet him; and he wandered 
into the Railway Hotel and ordered a glass of sherry and a@ sand- 
When he left the coffee-room a customer exclaimed to the 


wich, ; 
” “Good Heavens! 


landlord, “ Why, that’s Mr. ——, our Member! ond I 
you don’t mean it!” cried the surprised Boniface; “1 wish I'd known 
it.” “Oh, that's all right!” answered the other; ‘he’s a good fellow! 
He won't mind!” “I dare say not! but I do!” responded the dis- 
gusted bung. “Fancy having the Borough Member in my house for 


a quarter of an hour and then letting him off for a shilling! 





AN order has lately been issued that no dogs are to be allowed to 
appear on parade with the troops at Dover. This is, no doubt, a very 
useful and proper order, but have the authorities well considered the 
consequences of this command? What, for instance, 1s to become of 
the puppies among the subaltern officers, and the “sad” and artful 
dogs that are to be found in every regiment. We paws—pause, we 
mean, for a reply. 


SCENE—MODEL DAIRY FARM.—Visitor.—“ And what do you do 
with your cows, my boy, when they become too old to give milk?” 
Boy.— We fats ‘em up, sir, and makes oxen of ‘em.” 


THEY had just collided round the corner, and the fat man swelling 
with indignation picked up his hat and exclaimed, “ Does the whole 
of this pavement belong to you, sir, may I enquire?” “ No, it doesn't,” 
was the calm reply. ‘ But when a man has paid the rates that I have 
for the last seven years he ought to own the pavement and a bit of 


the road, too.”’ 


A FEW days ago an elephant was taken into custody by the City 
police, and it was stated at the time that it was “run in" for being 
found wandering about the City without any visible means of sup- 
port. But this was manifestly incorrect, for nobody who has ever 
seen an elephant, and noticed the size of its legs, could ever make 
such an assertion as that. hee 4 

‘‘T FIND I always have a lump in my throat before I begin speak- 
ing,” observed a novice to a well-known orator. “What is the best 


ing, 
thing to do under the circumstances?” “Swallow it, my boy! 
Swallow it!” was the reply. “ We most of us swallow something 


before we begin speaking.” : 

“* JEAMES,” said the noble Ear] of Dunpip, “if the Bishop of Bilkin- 
bury calls this morning, Iam out; if the ‘Shoreditch Slasher’ calls. 
lam in.” Then Jeames smirked, bowed, retired, and indulged ina 
playful boxing match with the prettiest parlour-maid on the premises. 


| New Leaves. 


In No. 4 of Menand Women of the Time are the portraits of Henry 
Irving, Lady Randolph Churchill, and Professor Owen, all three of 
unsurpassable excellence, and the well written letterpress covers the 
career of each.—Out of the multiplicity of subjects in Scribner's we 
may point to Mr. Austin Dobson's admirable article on “ Alexander 
Pope” as especially interesting. —The charm that hangs round “ Cuach- 
ing Days and Coaching Ways,” in the English Illustrated, does not 
flag. There is also another of the “Glimpses of English Homes,” and 
“Some Recollections of Kaiser William,” with a splendid portrait. 
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SOME MORE BRITISH WORKMEN. 


IV.—JUST THE VERY TIME! 
(THIS is not strictly about a British Workman, but it is about an Employer of his for all the world as like him as one pin to another, only a little bit more so.) 



































The Householder went to the House Decorator, and innocently asked advice. “ When's the right time to have vour ‘ouse painted ¢” replied the Decorator. “ W'y, 
now's the rery time ! With the sun shinin’ fit to dry it in two seconds, and no frost or dust tospoilit. . . . Besides, I'm slack now, and can get on to the job 


at once.’ 
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Again the Householder went. “ W'y, nov’s the time of all times to ‘ave your ‘ouse painted! 


” 


replied the Decorator; “with a nice frost to harden the paint, and 
no uasty dust, or sun to blisterit. . . . Besides, I'm slack now,” &c. 








. , . . “ru | . . “i ¢ H . ’ : , ’ : 
And yet again the Inquirer went. “ W'y,” said the Decorator, “if there isa time to have your ‘ouse painted, this is it! No broilin’ sun to blister the saint, 


nor frost to undermine it ; but a lovely dust a-blowin’ about as'll make a coat on the paint as ‘ard as iron, and won't want re-doing for ten years. 
T'm slack now,” &c, 


. . . Besides, 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 228. 
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BLUNKER’S REDEEMING TRAIT. 


HERE has been a deal of 
evil talked about Blunker, 
but he can’t have been 
altogether bad; for that 
one thing he did—or ra- 
ther abstained from doing 
—ah! that brings the 
tears into your eyes, it 
does. There was good in 
that man Blunker. 
Blunker first came 
among us about two years 
ago. It was on their ho- 
neymoon that he and his 
wife came down and took 
Mrs. Guffins’s apartments. 
Mrs. Blunker got a 
fearful black eye and 
three teeth knocked out ; 
and it turned out that 


they had had a difference just as they'd got out of the church, and it 

come toa head in the train. But Blunker struck you at first 
sight as a man that had some sterling good in him that would besure 
to come out at the right moment; but he was a roughish sort of 
chap, and perhaps a bit unscrupulous in little things. 

That row they had the day after they arrived—that one when he 
shied the fender at her—was about Blunker’s selling up her father. 
It seemed that her father had owed Blunker one and ninepence for 
an ivory comb Blunker had sold him, but it turned out to be bone, 
and stolen from a cheap-jack. Well, as the old man couldn’t pay the 
one and ninepence, Blunker jad been a bit severe, and sold him up 
bed and all; and the old boy had had to go into the house. Yes, 
that was a bit hard of Blunker; but still there was good in him, and 
wad yep it by that one bit of conduct of his. Mrs. Blunker squinted, 
and this irritated Blunker; she mightn’t have had half the black- 
eyes otherwise. 

It seems it was in consequence of another quarrel with his bride 
that Blunker came to throw Mrs. Guffins’s little boy, Billy, out of the 
third-floor window. Little Billy's jacket caught in the balcony of 
the second-floor window, and there Billy hung for a matter of all 
that afternoon; not hurt he wasn’t, only scared. They had to get 
ladders to get him down; and they couldn’t manage it for three 
hours, on account of Blunker smashing the ladders to prevent ’em, 
being a bit in his cups with some money he'd stolen from his wife's 
box, She'd saved up that money to send her sister to the country for 
. Pt because they said she wouldn't recover unless she had change 

r. 

Blunker’s language to Mrs. B. and the policeman was awful ; for 
Blunker was a bit hot-tempered and hasty. It’s a pity he broke the 
yg wer leg with a kick when the officer was on the ground; but 

lunker proved there was good in him afterwards—ah, that he did ! 

It seems Blunker had been tried for putting a dose of prussic acid 
in his mother’s tea, only they couldn’t prove it against him. You see 
his mother had irritated him by refusing to give him her blanket to 
get one-and-six on for gin. But Blunker had gentlemanly feelings, 
and they came out at last. 

It was nasty of Blunker to sneak out and sell all Mrs, Guffins’s 
portable things he could lay his hands on. She did not give him 

in charge, because he 

promised to “do for her” 
if she did; but I can’t 
- think that this excused 

Blunker. A good part 

of Blunker’s faults arose 

from that irritation of his 
at Mrs, B.'s squint, you 
know. 

It seems that Blunker, 
when a boy, was sent toa 
reformatory for roasting 
the tomcat alive, and 
applying a red hot poker 
to the baby’s nose; and 
as to his detestation of 
squints, the day after he 
came out of the reforma- 
tory he got the birch rod 
for knocking out the eye 
of an old party who had 

that failing very aggravatingly. Blunker once hung up his small 
sister by the hair to a meat hook in the ceiling. Blunker had faults, 
but he showed up well in that matter in the end. 











One day, about three weeks after they had come to the lodgings, 
Blunker and his bride had the worst row ; they kept the whole street 
awake for two whole nights by squealing and roaring. Somebody 
who saw Mrs. B. said she was black eyes all over. Then, it seems, 
Blunker stuffed her in the copper and lighted half a hundredweight 
of powdér that he had placed underneath, and nobody could ever 
fal eur trace of Mrs. Blunker, nor the house, nor the street. 

Blunker had his faults, no doubt; but this one fact I am about to 
record proves that his heart was in the right place, after all, 

Mrs. Blunker never had had the least idea that there was anything 
wrong with her eyes. And through all the disagreements they had, 
and all the provocation he endured, Blunker never told her she 


squinted, 








Bonnets in the Stalls. 


HAVING repeatedly in these pages called attention to the great 
inconveniences inflicted upon a long suffering people from the slavish 
devotion to the “high crowned hat” worn by the ladies at our 
theatrical matinée, we have much re in quoting the following 
Occasional Note from the Pall Mall Gazette,— 

“It is good news to hear that there is war against ‘steeple crowns’ 
in New York. The spring fashions are all for low crowns and a 
profusion of flowers. Mankind will generally rejoice over the low 
crowns. A fashionable lady at a morning performance has become 
little short of a public nuisance. It is all very well for women to 
complain that they are the slaves of fashion, but the steeple crown 
interferes with the liberties of men who have nothing to do with her. 
In Paris the tyranny has gone so far that at the last built theatre it 
is announced in the bills that chapeauz de luwe are either not worn 
or may be taken off. If America could only influence Paris, London 
might be released, and the last rows of the stalls enjoy that free and 
uninterrupted view of the stage which a half guinea ticket ought to 
ensure.” 

We would once more recommend to our fair readers the careful 
consideration of this matter, so that the matinée may be the means 
of snatching an hour’s enjoyment, instead of an hour’s excessive 


irritation, 





A BIRD OF PASSAGE.—A travelling crane. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURBLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 
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“IT REQUIRES SWIFT FooT,”—Timon of Athens, Act V. Scene 2. 
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AT WHICHEVER PICTURE SHOW YOU PLEASE. 
Town Cousin.—“The artist was seven years over that picture, 
George ; what do you think of that?” 
Country Cousin.—* I think ’twere a mighty waste o’ time!” 








Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 
(A Stupy IN CROW-MO.) 


(Colonel Hughes, speaking at the recent Metropolitan Board of Works’ dinner, 
quoted a legend to the effect that every time the cook crows someone is telling a 
lie. He then proceeded to point out that the cock was most eloquent at dawn, 
that was at the time when the daily papers were being published]. 


AT the banquet of the Board of Works, that happened some time 
since, 

Colonel Hughes gave off a statement which he thought might 
make folks wince : 

He trotted out a legend—quite a crusted tale and old— 

Which says “ Whene’er the cock doth crow a lie is being told.” 

To point a pretty moral, and, mayhap, adorn his tale, 

Hughes seemed to think this (H)ughes-ful—yes, a stroke that 
could not fail, 

He remarked that daily papers—of which London owns a few— 

Are published at the dawn, when cocks cry “ Cock-a-doodle-doo !” 


Thus the Colonel would infer that daily papers all are lies ; 

Yet, when you come to think of it, it needn’t cause surprise 

That any Board-of-Workman who hath often had to smart 

"Neath the strictures of the Press should wish to aim his little dart. 
-Now, like the Board of Works itself, observant folks will own, 
The Press is not immaculate—alas ! that’s sometimes shown ; 

But oft the Board of Words—no, Works—has said a thing or two, 
What time our friend the Chanticleer cried “‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo !” 


For a gang that always prates a lot, and then its duty shirks, 

’T would be difficult, methinks, to beat our good old Board of Works ; 

But dwellers in glass houses shouldn’t throw the festive stone— 

And as to lies, the blithesome Board is glassy, as you'll own. 

All papers (present company excepted) have their faults ; 

But whatever would the Board have been without strong Press 
assaults ? 

Thanks to criticism, men have learnt that the M.B.W. crew \ 

Mean naught but sound and fury—merely “ Cock-a-doodle-doo ! ’ 


“The uses of adversity are sweet,” says W. S., 
But the (H)ugheses of the Board of Works are rum ‘uns, you ll 
confess ; 

Well, “dead horse flogging’s sorry work,” a proverb sage hath said, 

And the Board of Works, if not defunct, is very nearly dead ; 

Be charitable, therefore, let’s ary its one war 

They’ll serve as merry legends, to be told in future days ; ' 

But when the Colonel made his speech, I rather think (don't 
~ ? ” 

That sont OE was trilling forth his “ Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 


—— 
ee 


Mr. HowARD PAUL’s Benefit at St. James’s Hall next Monday, 28th 
inst., promises to be a very attractive evening, the programme con- 
taining such names as Miss Constance Loseby, Mrs. Weldon, La 
Comtesse de Bremont, Mr. Odell, and last, but not least, Mr. Howard 
Paul himself. 

















AT A NEW SHOW. | 

THAT lunatic, Jones, actually lugged me off to see the new reredos 
at St. Paul's. What do I care about the reredos, and what do I care 
about St. Paul’s, I should like to know? i never oe Sas ee 
for the sake of sight seeing, co I would as soon 


look at the Lord Mayor's show. And y leone OE er 
beggars here from over the water. That was a idea! What 

I care about the Burgomaster of Ant for, I should like to know 
Confound him! Well, we got into the City, and I’m hanged if Fleet 


Street itself isn’t all changed! Why do they want to 
the oyster shops about all over the place, I should like to know, when 
you inclined to go and buy half a dozen oysters? The Lord 
Mayor, and all the rest of them, should see to that sort 
say. And when we got to St. Paul’s—confound ‘am !|—if they don 
ages sp aa Ge ee 
' ’s @ regular piece tuitous im nencé, | say. As to 
reredos, well, I didn’t mil omer eyes oe wn cal I 
tell you. - The place was quite crammed with country — up 
a holiday. “There's the Dook of Wellington!” “There's Docto 
Johnson!” As if any sane man in his senses cared a rap whether 
they were there or not ! 
I see they are going to set up a tomb to the war Pog eyegnen in 
the crypt. Who cares two farthings for that, I should like to know? 
They can set up a statue to Jem Smith in place of Queen Anne there 
if they like, it wouldn’t matter to me in the least. I suppose now, if 
we're going to have a big war we shall have a lot of heroes springing 
up like mushrooms. What with “only generals” and admirals 
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making speeches I pity the Duke of Cambridge, upon my soul I do, 
He can’t have such a lively time of it with them all, as idiots think 
he does. I shouldn’t care to be commander-in-chief, having to put 


up with all the squabbles. Why, your big Soldiers are like ballet 
girls for scratching at each other. As to our country being 80 
unprotected, I don’t know anything about the business. I wish I 
was a little more protected from my relations. My young nephews 
are always writing round for coin, confound ’em! There shall be an 
end of itsoon! Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 











“LOVE” AND “DEUCE!” 
He (thinking of matrimony).— How would you like me fora 


partner always?” 
She (intent on tennis).— Very much, with not quite so man 


‘faults,’ and a little more ‘screw.’ ” [ No mate, 





































































































































—Ezxtract from Local Paper. 
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OUR LOCAL CONCERT. 


“Tue Concert in aid of the School Room Funds was a great success, Mr. Titwillow sang ‘I Fear no Foe’ with marked spirit, and 
Miss Soderwater moved the audience to tears with ‘ Love’s Request.’ 
and Mr. Milkey sang that screamingly funny song, ‘I Should Like to bea Soldier.’ Miss Lambkin received much applause with ‘ Daddie. 


Mr. Jolliboy electrified all with a recitation from ‘Eugene Aram,’ 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


A FLUTTER in the dove-cot. The House of Lords was on Monday 
afternoon the scene of great excitement. Lord Wolseley’s dinner- 
after-dinner speech in the city, plus the D.7. screech of Friday, had 
caused something like a panic in the minds of sundry old ladies, and 
the whole army of nursemaids had terrified their infantry charges 
into quietude by threats of the country in danger; worst guns and 
largest circulation in the world, &c.,&c. So Salisbury had considered 
it his duty to administer a severe spanking to the dining and talking 
Adjutant-General, and George had left the gamp—I mean camp—in 
hot haste for the Upper House, and added his quota to the spanking. 
And on Monday the cause of the divarsion was to appear and 
answer for his misdeeds, There were rumours of resignation. Our 
only General and our only George were both credited with having 
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,and the country seemed not quite unresigned to the calamity. 
Through Fun’'s intervention, however, Garnet has decided to stop, and 
George has returned to the good old gamp. Wolseley pleaded something 
ala Othello, “ Rude am I in speech,” &c., &c., a soldier, not a politician 
—ergo, had not learned, like Dizzy from Talleyrand, that language was 
given us to conceal our thoughts—still stood to his guns, and told the 
country tochange hers. Mutual expressions of “ profound admiration, 
‘pom my soul, don't you know,” between Salisbury and Wolseley, a 








stinger from Granville, just to show all the pugnacity of the nation isn’t 
monopolised by the services, and the incident dropped. Well, if his 
speech leads to an overhauling of our War Office and Admiralty 
system, Lord Wolseley will have added another victory to his laurels, 
perhaps greater than any hitherto, since it may be that he will have 
averted a calamity. But what Fun thinks is this: if, after the 
gigantic expenditure of past years, our army is as bad as it is said 
to be, about a score of gentlemen in cocked hats ought to be, not 
shot, but hanged. 

There was a good deal of hair splitting in the Commons over the 
letter from Mr. Hamilton reporting Mr. Dillon’s imprisonment, and 
a suggestion that Irish magistrates should be supplied with complete 
letter-writers. 

It was rather funny, on Tuesday, to behold Labby cloturing Braddy, 
who had risen behind him. “Ht tu Brute!” As a result of the 
D(elirium) 7(remens) scare and the bobbery in the Lords, £850,000 
voted for Australasian defences, and £2,600,000 for seaports and 
coaling stations. John Bull doesn’t begrudge the brass if he were 
only certain it is to be properly laid out—say if a little less were 
spent on the red tape which so frequently ties the hands of our lads 
in blue and red. FUN is a staunch Liberal, but when Labby gets up 
to sneer at the colonial cubs who came to the assistance of the Old 
Lion in Egypt, it makes Fon sick, and he wonders what harm the 


| Lion has done Labby that he should so persistently yelp at his 


tail. 
On Wednesday a certain Mr. Jesse Collings introduced his Small 
Holdings Bill, which differed from his Allotments Act, in increasing 


_ the number of acres and cows. As this Bill was the nearest approach 





to Nationalisation of the land ever proposed in the House, naturally 
the Tories, whether Tenant Farmers like Mr. Gray, or landowners like 
Mr. Chaplin and Lord Wolmer, were, though gentle with Jesse, ex- 
tremely rough with his Bill. Mr. Muntz, though expressing sympathy 
with the objects of the Bill, valiantly talked, in spite of ironical 
cheers ; and talked till he talked it out, 








A Riz-ume. 
The Globe had a leader called “ Husbands is riz,” 
A capital article truly it is ;— 
But we beg to remark, with all needful civility, 
That though here and there men will not select wives, 


Young Hymen to drive a brisk business contrives, 
So “ husbands is riz” but provokes riz-ibility. 
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ANOTHER DISCOVERY! 


To THE Epitor or “Fun.” S1R,—I claim to stand in the Temple of Fame with Mr. Donnelly. He has made a discovery in 
Shakespeare, I one in the English language. He has unearthed Bacon, I have unearthed Beer! The frequent repetition of the word 
“tight,” sir, in the British tongue is undoubtedly a subtle sign of our nationality, indicating our partiality for the cup that cheers and 

















docs inebriate. The references above will amply prove the theory of Yours ever, A TITAN. 
| The “ England in Danger” Scare. The Army was fine, of course, but then And when in London he’d made his breaches, 
(SEE CARTOON.) It couldn’t well fight unless it had men; Farewell to after-dinner speeches ! 
And no Se-cre-ta-ree of State hic + . 
|Our Only General went one day, feat , sq <~ge This norrible tale caused quite a scare, 
| Determined for to say his say, : Would provide for men in his estimate. As the Zelegraph trumpet blared its blare ; 
| And he told John Bull such a norrible tale, | The Navy was that in which we trust, | And everybody seemed overcome, 
That it made his rosy face turn pale. sut its ships were few, and its guns would bust; | Tweedle, twiddle, twaddle, twoddle, twum. 
And ships and guns were what no First Lord = — = 
t t at ) y > iF as 
it mele regs, ane sangaga Appar-i-ent-lee could afford. JUST OUT. ONE SHILLING. 
Enough to make every boy and gal If an enemy chose to cross the seas, JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
Grow lamentablee hy-ster-i-cal. He could capture us all with perfect ease ; By FRANK BARRETT. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


PLACES GENERALLY.—That’s just how they are in my mind. I’ve 
seen and heard such a lot in the way of plays, and operas, and ballets, 
and music hall goings on since I last spoke, that they’re all mixed up 
together, and I don’t find it easy to separate them. I’ve seen some 








THE PRINCESS'S.—THE SIGHER AND THE MONA. 


good things, too. There was Ben-my-Chrec, or the Barrett-toned 
bully, and the Lady of Man, who died from Manxiety. That was a 
good play, a fine play. Then there was a ballet, I think. That was a 
good ballet, oh, yes,"\remarkably good. Jtose D’ Amour they called it— 
Love Among the Roses. Yes, that was a good ballet, with good music 
and good shaped Ahem. Let usgeton. There was another good 
play somewhere, Let's see, where was that? 





OH, at the Strand, called 7hie Lore Story. That was a good play, 
too—a real good play, and thunderingly well acted. There were 
some operas and music halls, too, but they are not so easy to disen- 
tangle. Let’s see, was it Jenny Hill I saw do Gilda? and Albani, did 
she give us her opinion of the Good Old Boss? Or was it Minnie 
Mario who did Mephistopheles? and did I see Sam Redfern tied up 
in a sack and rolled about in Figoletto? I don’t know—I cannot 
tell. Then who was that Galatea who blossomed for a morning? 


“'T was only for a morning, 
But methinks I see her now— 
With her quaint and studied poses, 
And the thought upon her brow.” 
Here, where are the advertising columns ?—they will put me right. 
Ha, I thought so—here we are : 


PRINCESS'S.—This is where Ben-my-Chree is. A really very fine 
play, full of imagination and power, a melodrama with something 
more than a touch of the finer essence of tragedy. Its one practical 
fault is its gloomy finish, which will very possibly be a bar to popular 
success, But it really seems as though Mr. Barrett had found a new 
author worth the finding. Mr. Barrett, moreover, appeared to be 
inspired with his “ Return to the old home,” and played with a go 
ana grasp inspiriting to witness, though I wished for a truer note of 
pathos here and there—that has come since, maybe. Miss Kastlake 
has little to do but suffer and be strong, and she 7s uncommonly 
strong and true. There is a touching picture of dignified sorrow given 
by Mr. Maclean, a clever“ boy ” sketch by Mr. George Barrett, a clever, 
if conventional, performance by Mr. Mark Melford, a sufficiently 
forceful rendering of a villain by Mr. Cooper Cliffe, and a strong bit 
of work from Mr. Fulton, while Miss Alice Belmore’s bright, fresh 
face beams pleasantly around. 


COVENT GARDEN.—The enterprise of Mr. Harris (and Co.) flows 
on in full tide of success. The Prince and Princess of Wales and 
Nestor are pretty constant attendants, and the operas have conse- 
quently become the fashion. We've had Mdlle. Ella Russell in the 
Traviata—a trifle robust, the modern craving for realism holds, for a 
consumptive heroine ; but where is the consumptive who would give 
us those lovely notes? Faust was largely a personal triumph of 
the great ’Gustus himself. Such “ processions,"’ such groupings, and, 
above all, such choruses! Albani in capital voice, and Trebelli, the 
Siebel of our happy prime, well to the fore as of yore. A treat, my 
masters, a real treat. Another with Mdlle. Arnoldsonin Don Givranni, 
and yet another with Mdme. Albani, as Gilda in Rigoletto, all treats 
together, but suc/ a treat coming (or past when this is in print). Le 





— 


Nozze de Figaro with “all the talents.” Look to it that ye miss it 
not. 


THE EMPIRE.—The new ballet, Rose D’ Amour, is full of roses and 
posies (or rowses and poses) and pretty dresses, and is excellently 
grouped and staged and danced. Down in a flowery vale there lives 
a capital prima ballerina and a plump Cupid (with a lovely top-row 
smile) and a disappointed North American Indian, and they all go to 
a Hungarian wedding, and everybody is always dancing for more 
than two hours, and nobody tires —neither dancers nor onlookers, 
Mdlles. Rossi, De Sortis and A‘nea, and Signor Cecchetti sustain the 
“burden and heat” with grace, agility, and success, 


HENGLER’s. —Some wonderful marionettes, which I’m told are 
having a great success in Argyle Street, I have not yet been able to 
see. Later on, perhaps. 


AND now we come to the music halls. These come out very strong 
in their Whitsuntide programmes. Besides the Empire, I have sampled 
the Pavilion and the Oxford. I like Miss Billie Barlow (evidently an 
assumed name) at the latter, and Chirgwin, of course. The Pylades 
are interesting. Barrett is in good form just now, too; and there are 
a number of other good people on the list who seem to be favourites, 
What J admire about some of the performers is the modest reticence 
of their self-descriptions! There don’t appear to be any serious 
change in the Pavilion programme—perhaps because it was so strong 








before ; but the new-comers seem to be T. W. Barrett, Lillie Western, 
J. B. Radcliffe, and Harriet Vernon, all well up to music hall! standard, | 
and perhaps a little bit over. 

Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. Sapte, Jun.’s, Portrait is a very pretty 
little bit of ‘work, and ought to be speedily hung somewhere in a good 
light. I’m afraid I don’t consider Mrs. Horace Nevill (Miss Annie 
Rose) quite up to weight for The Lady of Lyons. I can’t pump up 
higher praise that “ pleasing,” though the matinée of the experienced 
artist is a very different matter to that of the aspiring tyro.—lI’ve had 
a piece of music on my desk for notice, for goodness knows how 
long (except when Mrs. Nestor has had it on her piano), so perhaps I 
may as well do my duty by it to-day. It’s a waltz, and a very pretty 
one, too; makes you dance immediately with the most perfect time 
and grace, whether you've learned to or not. It is called the “ Iberis,” 
and is by L. F. C. Saunders. The name suggests an initial effort.— 
Mr. Du Val sends me an extract from a Cape newspaper, whereby he 
appears to be a person of truly remarkable abilities ; he seems to Du 
Val anywhere !—Mr. Eugene C. Stafford is going in for miracles; 
he produced Midnight in the afternoon last Thursday, at the Princess's. 
—Nadqy has scored a success in New York, our Avenue authorities 
gleefully inform me. They are Nadgy-rally elated, as this piece is to 
follow The Old Guard when it retires (that is, it won’t follow it, but 
remain behind in its place), and a change of programme is always 
an Nadgy-tating business.—The Princess of Wales, her three daugh- 
ters, Prince George of Greece and suite, had “a nicht wi’ Gilbert and 
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THE EMPIRE.—ALL AMONG THE ROSES. MDLLE ROSE-I1; ALSO EROS(E). 
THE FRONT ROSE OF THE BALLET, 





Sullivan” on Monday.—The excellent and useful compilation known | 
as Dramatic Notes has passed into the hands of Mr. Cecil Howard, & 
gentleman of good experience and high critical ability. The record 
of 1887 seems a complete one, and the work contains some original 
features of a valuable nature. NESTOR. 
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Character-Songs for Leviathan 
Comiques. 
No. VI.—THE POTHOUSE POLITICIAN. 


A BOLD pothouse politician am I, 
And I’m proud of being so, grin who may ; 
To shut up my mouth let whoe’er will try, 
Whatever I like to say I shall say. 
What’s Englishman’s freedom, I’d like to 
know, 
If *tisn’t to talk while they drink their 
beer ? 
Shall I see the country to ruin go, 
And not try to save it? Not me! No fear? 
My plan’s as simple as A B C, 
I rail at ev’rything, don’t you see, 
Your right or wrong don’t matter to me, 
I laugh at judge and logician ; 
I roar out big words I couldn’t spell, 
And dabs of dirt I fling at each swell ; 
It mayn’t be reason—it does as:well 
With a pothouse politician. 


When the Lib’rals are in, the Tories out, 
Oh, don’t you fancy my voice is with them ; 
Tis then for Radical measures I shout, 
And take to abusing the G. O. M. 
But when ’tis the Tories who hold the reins, 
What do Ido? Why, I say, “It’s plain, 
The only statesman who’s got any brains 


My plan's as simple, Xe. 
When work’s running short, and I don’t get 
quite 
As many pints as I think are my due, 
I say, “If the Guv’ment did what was right, 
Should I want the price of a pot or two?” 
But when work’s plentiful, what do I say 
To Jack and Sawney, and Evan and Mike’? 
That “ Capital’s having too much its way, 
And it’s just the time to go out on strike.” 
My plan’s as simple, Kc. 


A nice state of things that I’m hired to build 
A carriage to carry some upstart cuss, 
And when I’ve built it, may chance to be 
spill’d, 
Through having to ride on an omnibus! 
Whoever has got more than I, | hold 
It’s a villainy blooming and grim ; 
That he ought to be made to share his gold, 
And I ought to have the better of him. 
My plan’s as simple, «ce. 


There’s the hours of labour—bout them I’m 
clear ; 
The masters all want to insist on nine ; 
But I'll raise my voice till | make ’em hear, 
And let ’em know that their notion’s not 
mine. 
My notion is this, as I tell ’em straight, 
And speaking for all honest working men : 
Our hours of labour shall not exceed eight, 
Which, reckoning wages, shall stand for 
ten. 
My plan’s as simple, c. 
I don’t do a great deal of work myself, 
But notice a great deal what others do ; 
That one who’s for ever denouncing pelf 
Must scorn it, I’m sure must be plain to 
you. 
My wife and children may be underfed— 
I ask indignantly, “‘ Whose fault is that?” — 
And swear, by this pot I raise to my head, 
When I get my Rights they shall all be fat. 
My plan’s as simple, Xc. 





Respect with Ridge-idity. 
OH | Ridge, what don’t we owe unto thy food? 
Fun’s latest baby can its worth attest ; 
For doses often hath that infant ‘“ cooed.” 
Base imitations oftentimes intrude, 











Is the Grand Old Man—bring him in again!” | 





But the old O-Ridge-inal remains the best! | 


























INGRATITUDE. 


Crack Jockcy.—“ LOOK HERE, MY LORD, I'VE HAD A TURKISH BATH AND WALKED 
MILES IN HORSE-CLOTHS EVERY MORNING THIS LAST FORTNIGHT, 80 AS I COULD 
RIDE YOUR COLT AT THE WEIGHT; AND NOW, BLEST IF I DIDN'T BEE IN TO-DAY'S 
PAPER AS YOU WAS A-PUTTING YOUR FOOT DOWN ON THE SWEATING SYSTEM.” 


BASE 


Harnessty is the Best Policy. 

SucH should have been the reflection of the individual who, after five convictions for 
stealing harness, was once more committed for trial the other day for the same offence, 
After his past experience he might have foreseen that, although he might remove the traces 
of his crime, he would certainly be collared, and, after a bit, ar-rein-ed before the judge, and 
eventually have a curb put on his movements, Can his ambition be to imitate Macbeth, and 


‘die’ with harness on his back? 





APPROPRIATE salutation from the Sweating Commissioners to the Sweated.—“ Give you 
good den !”’ 
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POLICE TYRANNY. 
ScuneE—Trafalgar Square. Enter a SOCIALIST. 


OCIALIST. Quail not, 
my heart! With 







1 —] Ps . ef 7 
[ 4 | mg 3 \ . [ grimly stern resolve 
1 GS: SEs Y To die, if need shall 


\ be, for Liberty 
I do proceed to plant 
this danuntless foot 

Upon the Square. Now, 
hireling constable 

That seekest to efface 
the people's rights, 

I dodefy ye! At your 
proper peril 

Lay ye a finger on the 
patriot ! 

{ Waits, with grow- 
ing impatience. 

Why cometh not the 
minion ? I did 
come 

To taunt him, standing in his serried ranks 
To bar the People’s way ; and now I find 
The sordid tyrant is not here at all, 
And all the Square is free to patriotism ! 
It is an outrage ! 
(To Casual Wayfarer.) Stranger, have ye seen 
The mercenary constable about— 
Lurking in ambush with design to spring 
On the defenceless People? 
WAYFARER. I have not. 
SoctaList (irritated). Have ye not seen him lurking round the 
corner, 
Truncheon in rest to break the sacred skull 
Of harmless citizens? 
WAYFARER. Not I, forsooth ! 
SOCIALIST. Then ‘tis an insult to the British People 
That thus they are neglected and ignored ! 

* * * 7. o 

Ha! See, he comes, the minion of the law, 

With red eye bent—no, 'tis not bent on me ; 

He doth bu: give an eye to costermongers, 

To cabs, an | tramps, and breakers of the law ; 

And seems to see me not! But I will make him! 

I'll brush against him, murmuring politics ; 

! will denounce the present Government— 

(What i« the present Government? Methinks 

Tis Liberal—no, now I do bethink me, 

It is Conservative)—lI will denounce it 

With much invective. I have done all this, 

And yet this tyrant’s minion heeds me not ! 

The People, craving freedom, are ignored ! 

The down-trod multitude do cry for justice, 

And yonder mercenary wretch doth stalk 

Unheeding by, nor draws his truncheon out ! 

The People do demand with one great voice 

That X 500 draw his truncheon out! 

What do the People pay the force to do 

If not to draw 
truncheons? 
swindle! 

The People’s money— 
Ha! Here comes a 
friend, 

Another patriot So- 
cialist ; if we two 
Do stand at either cor- 
ner of the Square 
And brawl sedition at 
each other's head, 
The minion of the law 

must needs observe 





© t8 pees 


their 
’Tis a 


us 
And take some action. 
(Secon d Socialist 
enters, They try 


theexpedient; the 
mercenary police 
continue heart- 
The Patriots sob with sheer mortification.) 





lessly indi fe renf, 


It is disgusting! Must the People slink 








Unheeded from the Square, all unmolest, 
To hide their wretched heads in sheer content 
For want of grievance ? 

SECOND SOCIALIST. Heavens, this cannot be ! 
Come, let us hurl this stone at yonder window, 
And thus compel resentment in the breast 
Of yonder uniformed oppressor. Ha! .. . 
See, see—'tis well? He comes with rapid step ; 
He lays his cruel hand . . . He doth not lay 
His cruel hand upon the People’s collar : 
Another slight! He doth but motion us 
To come with him and see a magistrate. 

But, ha! the magistrate, with hard-set mouth 
Of brutal custom, doth pronounce the sentence— 
No sentence? How? Dismissed without a fine? 
Released without conditions? Now, I swear 
By this and that, this land is not the place 
To suit down-trodden Patriots! Let us seek 
Some distant clime beyond the friendly sea, 
Where we can live denunciative lives 
Unpersecuted by such cold neglect. 
[They ge. There is many a dry eye in London. 








Dressed for the Part. 
H1!— Fon, old bloke, 
be’old me, 
Yer in yer orfis snug— 
Your artist coves, ‘they 
told me 
Might like ter dror my 
mug! 
I’m orf to see the Durby 
[In my pal’s pony-cart, 
An’ ses I to ‘im, “Joe 


Kirby— 
You bet I'll dress the 
part !”’ 
With henvy — swells’ls 
tremble, 
And swear with orful 
force, 
When this yer towt 
insem ble 
Appears on Epsom 
| corce, 
y The “oat-co” and the 
“kadey”’ 





Is up to Dick and smart, 
And the collar, too, ain’t 
shady— 
O yus, I’ve dressed the part! , 


In togs I've done my dooty— 
So thought I'd call ex roof, 
Ter show yer what a beauty 
Is this yer Durby soot. 
And in case yer want to sarmple 
Costooms before yer start, 
Take note of this exarmple 
Of ‘ow to dress the part! 








THE Sweating “Commission reveals the fact that the needle is not 
more true to the pole than the Pole is to the needle. We are glutted 
and choked by swarms and hordes of foreigners—Germans, Russians, 
and Poles. Is not the time ripe to prohibit this noxious immigration? 
Cannot all these Poles stir up the Government to some remedia} 
action? A prohibitive Poll-tax, for instance, which would help to 
clear off some of the death-dealing competition that now reduces our 
own toiling poor to grinding slavery and slow starvation. The flesh 
and blood of his fellow-creatures should no longer be permitted to 
grace the menu of that latter-lay ghoul—the consumer. 


JULES ALLARD, who is known in music halls as “the Belgian 
Giant and Trumpeter to the King,” recently created much excitement 
in Dean Street by climbing up a lamp-post in the small hours of the 
morning whilst under the influence of drink; and a vigilant con- 
stable had to exercise much diplomacy before he could coax down 
this six-foot-eleven of erring humanity. We wonder that the heat 
vox ne was not sufficient by itself to melt him down, as he was 
y -ard, 
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DERBY TIPS AND MEMS. 








LoRD CHARLES BERESFORD says that the Administration of the | ReAR Admirals! We have grasped the necessity and detected the 
Navy can never be made efficient and economical until there has been | utility of admirals, but why they should “rear” has till now been a 
a thorough re-organization by placing greater responsibility on the | mystery to us. The truth has broken in upon us at last. To the Rear 
heads of the department. We always thought the heads stood more | Admiral must be assigned the command of that noble body—the 
in need of brains than responsibility. | Horse Marines. They are so austere too, you know. 
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DACE OF JINGO MINSTRELS. 


Swe Cartounm beraca Pp. 2 44), 
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A DERBY PROPHET AND LOSS. 
























































“ Obtain £1,000,” she said, “and [am yours, Otherwise I am 


the Hon, Chucklehead’s.” 


And while he was in despair a kindly Sporting Prophet 
appeared to him, providing certain wondrous tips. 


So he resolved to stake his all. 
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He gave the Hon. Chucklehead some friendly 
tips, to ensure the loss of a stray million or two. 


the course. 


But alas! the Sporting Prophet's tips proved false, His 
horse was nowhere, and he was hunted asa welsher from 


While Chucklehead bore off the maid, and piles 
of coin as well. 








KNICKNACKS. 


to see Lord Mayor the other day?” 
Bill—“ Why, Burgoo is all the same as skilly, 80 I spose they’s 
forin’ work’us masters.” 

‘Arry.—*‘ Well, I'm blowed! I spose they'll be interdoocin’ some 
new fangled forin’ grub into our casle wards? But I’m busted if I 
put up with it; I'd sooner work fust!” 


OVERHEARD IN A GLOUCESTERSHIRE ROADSIDE INN.—Stranger, 
—* How do you define a bend fide traveller about here!” 
Landlord,—“ Whoy, anyone wot’s thusty on Soonday Marnin’, to 
be shure.” 


A CERTAIN well-known Member of Parliament—(we must not men- 
tion his name, but our readers will easily recognise him )—exclaimed 
the other day to a fellow M.P.,“1 can only compare myself to a man 
at the top of the Monument, everyone in the House appears so small 
to me.” “Ah, yes! just so! that’s a very apt simile,” replied the 
other, “for I can assure you that you appear equally small to every- 
one in the House.’ 





of voluminous notes in hand ).—*“ Gentlemen—er—er—lI beg to 
—er—er—thank you most sincerel y—er—er—for the kind manner in 
which you—er—er—received the—er—er—proposition just made. 
With regard to—er—er—current politics, | have—er—nothing to 
say ‘ 
Vulgar member of the Opposition.—* Say it, then.” 








"A Ye Wot are these 'ere Belgian Burgoomasters that come over | 
t 





“YEs, my friends,” exclaimed a temperance orator, “I pledged 
everything that I possessed to obtaindrink! I pledged my jewellery ! 
I pledged my furniture! I pled my clothing! I even pledged 
the shirt off my back! Until at length I pledged myself, and since 
then I’ve been all right!” 


A NUMBER of young ladies at Malvern have attracted considerable 
attention lately by riding bicycles. It is not stated what kind of 
riding habit is worn by the fair ones who make a habit of riding 


| these machines, but we must earnestly advise them to put on the brake 


AT A POLITICAL MEETING.—Candidate (rising to his fect witha | 


or they will assuredly find that these two wheel vehicles will carry 
them to wuve, 


It is a fact worthy of the consideration of the promoters of the 
Women’s Franchise movements that for many years past the women 
of England have claimed and exercised the right to bare arms. 


Winebibber.—“ But you cannot deny that we have permission 
granted us in the Bible to take a little wine for the stomach’s sake.” 

Sir Lilfred Warson.—“ 1 beg your pardon, my friend, but that is 
a vulgar error. The real rendering of that passage is, ‘for the 
stomach’s ache.’” 


Two young ladies in New Mexico recently fought a duel on 


_ account of a fascinating cowboy, with whom they were both in love. 


One of the fair damsels was dangerously wounded by the fire of her 
antagonist. We manage those things better in England. Instead of 
pistols the maidens would have employed their tongues, and the 
victim’s character would have been fatally injured instead of her body. 
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Ned and Cis; or, the Self- 

Deceived. 

No fonder couple ever wed | 

Than Mrs. Cis and Mr. Ned; 
And _ was straight as nails, I'm 

told, 

While Cis was just as good as gold. | 


Yet Ned possessed, I grieve to 
say, | 

An inclination to be gay ; 

I also mention with regret 

That Cis was rather a coquette. 


Two years on happy pinions flew : 

(Which they consumed with bill , | 
and coo), 

And then (as needn’t be explained) 

Their fervour gradually waned, 


Till Cis began to sigh and pout | 
That only Ned should take her | 
out, 
And Ned began to grunt and sigh 
To think that Cis was always by. | 





“Tt’s not that I desire to range, 

But, still, a fellow likes a change, 
And, just for once, it would be fun | 
To take an independent run. 
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ON THE ROAD TO EPSOM.—ANOTHER MYSTERY OF A HANSOM CAB. 





“’T would be, in fact, no end of larks!” 
(‘Twas Ned that ventured these remarks. ) 
“The Derby Day is drawing nigh— 

I’ve half a mind to have a try!” 


And Cis reflected, “ Ned is nice, 
But rather filling at the price, 

And Ned and nothing else but Ned, 
Becomes monotonous,” she said. 


“T should just like one little splash, 
‘ All, all alone’ (but nothing rash) ; 
A quiet country outing—say, 

To Epsom on the Derby Day.” 


Then each to think it out began, 
And each matured a little plan, 


But worse remained behind, alack, 
For scarcely had he turned his back 
(As Cis supposed) to work all day, 
When off she started Epsom way. 


You would have voted her, I guess, 

In brand new hat, and gloves, and dress, 
And newest things in capes and hoods— 
A most recherché piece of goods, 


Suffice it for my story’s ends, 

The two fell in with heaps of friends, 
And had what it will be no crime 

To call a rather high old time. 


Now, Ned, I feel constrained to say, 
Did nothing wrong throughout the day ; 
But in returning he backslid— 


He squeezed her hand and then he placed 
His wicked arm about her waist, 

And (though I do not vouch for this) 

I understand he took a kiss. 


In town, he asked to be allowed 

To see her home, but in the crowd 
(The station lights were rather dim), 
She cleverly eluded him. 


So home he went to join his pet, 
And just as soon as they had met, 
Remorse, I’m gratified to say, 
Upon them both asserted sway. 


“To think, while she’s been waiting here,” 
“To think, with him at work—the deart” 


(You will oblige by taking this 








And each to keep it dark contrived— 
And then the Derby Day arrived. 


All silent passed the breakfast tide, 
For Edward was eho kig A 

Or else he would have seen, I’m sure, 
That Cis was quietly demure. 


He took her kiss, and caught his "bus, 
But (oh, that this is ever thus !) 

The road he took was not the town’s, 
But that which leads to Epsom Downs. 


And followed her 
She wore “ the last 


And 





I grieve to say it, but he did. 


He saw a lady take the train, 

to put it plain) 
in ca 
A most recherché piece of goods. 


Now, somebody, I may 
Had put the lights out (for a lark) 
ed and she of whom I sing, 
Began to flirt like anything. 


From both, mutatis mutandis) 


“The cup of pleasure I could drain 
And flirt with people in the train! 
No more I'll seek hee joys alone, 
But only with my love—my own!” 


And so, like happy married folks, 
They went on Friday to the Oaks, 
And neither knows, so can’t explain 
They kissed each other in that train. 


and hoods— 


remark, 











ABOUT MY TAILOR. 


So the beggars have been pitching into the West-end tailors about 
the Sweaters and all that. Why, in my time no one troubled his head 


for a moment about such confounded tomfoolery. A tailor’s man did | 


| 
| 
| 


' 


his work, and got drunk, and whacked his wife, and there was an end | 


of it,and nobody troubled themselves about the matter. I'm con- 
foundedly sick about all this universal benevolence, so I can tell you. 
What’s the good of it? I say. What comes of it? I say. 
parcel of confounded nonsense altogether. So long as my man makes 
my trousers all right, what do I care a rap about whether the man 
who sews them gets sixpence or fourpence for sewing them. 
business of mine, I tell you, and why can’t the world go on as it used 
to-go on without all this clack and clatter? Bosh! They die, do they? 
Well, people die every day. They starve,dothey? Well, an uncom- 
mon good thing for their livers. I wish people would mind their own 
business, and let other le’s business alone, that Ido. J don’t want 
any of your philanthropist fooling about me. People must live, must 
they? I don’t see any particular reason why they must as a matter 
of course. 

We all want to get things a great deal too cheap. Do we, now? As 
if that could ever be altered. Why, there are my nieces—they would 


go and buy a score of pecgenogs if they were put up cheap, simply 
use they were cheap. I like your squeaking, sniffling, sighing 


It’s alla | 


It’s no | 


| 


women. They pretend to be all full of sentiment and all that, and 
talk about the poor, yet they go and buy dresses and that at starvation 
prices that people must be “sweated "’ to produce, and yet talk about 
the awfulness of times all the same. There’s not a woman going who, 
if her bonnet could be got sixpence cheaper, would care a rap 
whether the wretch who made it worked herself to death te do it, 
How I hate women, and always did. “There's more above J in any 
average woman who‘dresses herself up, than in a half-starved hyena,” 
I said to my nieces the other day. All they said was, “Oh, uncle, 
dear, how shockingly you talk!" I hate ’em, that I do, and | know 


what's more, I’m right in hating ‘em if I’ve got anything at all like a 
conscience. Bah! DIOGENES Tubss, 


YES, we are reluctantly compelled to join the alarmists, and to 
believe that our naval supremacy isa myth. Our ships might be 
obsolete, our guns might be conspicuous by their absence, but we did 
put our money on our men, and, in our heart of hearts, back them to 
tackle any foe. And now a British Admiral gives it away! A picture 
dealer remarks “ You are no gentleman |!" and—shades of Drake, Fro- 
bisher and Nelson! we blush to tell it !—our Admiral hauls down his 
colours (we thought only artists hauled down their colours to picture 
dealers) and seeks protection in the police court! Why didn’t he rake 
him fore and aft in good old sea-dog fashion ? 








_——— 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
(To THe Epiror or “Fux.”) 


S1z,—I hate girls! Whenever there’s a Henley Regatta, or an 
a of a Royal Academy, or a Jubilee procession, or even a Derby, 


y always hang on to you like anything—at least, they always hang 











| on to me, though, as I explain to taem, there is nothing about me to 


attract that I can see. I’ve seen far younger, and handsomer, and 
better tailored fellows looking after me with eyes of envy many a 
time, and oft as I sailed along with one of the designing minxes 
under my wing. “ Don’t envy me, my boy,” I’ve felt inclined to say ; 
“do not repine—all that glitters is not gold.” I wishit were! It 
might keep the exes down a little. “What,” I say to those girls, 
“what can you see in me to want to go about with me?” Then they 
say I’m “Such a dear old man!” Ugh! Not so dear as they are, 
anyway. That’s it, you see; they know I have a little bit, and runa 
good deal to good nature, so, female like (bless ’em !), they presume 
upon it. The only way I can get any satisfaction out of it is by find- 
ing out a couple who hate each other and taking them both. That’s 
how I’m going to do the Derby this year. I hope so, at least, for they 
get artful sometimes and only one of them turns up. However, 
here’s MY 
TIP FOR THE RACE, 


S1nG hey! for the Derby, sing ho! for the Derby, 
And tol the rol looral lal looral lal lay, 

Sing ho! for the Derby, and hey! for the Derby, 
And also, I beg, for the Derby Day. 

So make yourselves happy, each light-hearted chappie, 
With ample supply of the glittering hard, 

Without any trouble your cash you may double 
By planking it down with the genial Bard. 


It isn’t a matter to hold a conclave on, 
For even a tyro can quite understand 

There’s a wide range from Ayrshire to far Nether Avon, 
And even the distant Van Dieman’s Land. 

If you've any spare cash then Galore may absorb it, 
The ‘ossy will go in for Ossory fun, 

Good fortune may circle a bit on the Orbit, 
And something with Balderdash ought to be done. 


But trust to the Bard that he knows what he’s saying, 
You cannot do better, you’re sure to do worse, 

And Benburb is good for some delicate playing, 
But 1 won't hear a party who goes to Asperse. 

Keep your eye firmly fixed on your volatile father, 
And do not desert him, whatever you do ; 

Go for Orbit, Galore, or for Benburb—oh, rather ! 
And trust to your parent for pulling you through. 


There, ta-ta! No time for the Oaks—one gal has called—the other 
hasn't—and we're off to miss the train and go by the next. 

Yours green-veillery, | TROPHONIUS. 
—— EO 


THE protest that was lately raised by certain persons at Epsom 
who en gees that their rights of common were improperly inter- 
fered with by railings erected in connection with the Derby race- 
course, at one time threatened to evict altogether the most classic of 
the contests of the turf; but the difficulty has been tided over for the 
present. It seems that Epsom has its “ups” as well as Downs. 








A Battle Cry. 


society says that “prudent {persons, before going out on the Sabbath 
a to join in the prayer book parade, must see that their lives =~ yada 
for, the other Sunday morning Hyde Park was invaded ata very early hour by 
squadrons from the suburbs, and that there was a crush, a crash, a struggle,” &c.] 


You know, all true folks of fashion 
(With whom we should show much compassion), 
On the Sabbath are properly staid ; 
And after their morning’s devotions, ‘ 
March in order with sweetest emotions, 
And join in the prayer book parade. 


And sweet is the sight on a Sunday, 
(In defiance of old Mother Grundy ~ 

To whom too much def’rence is paid) : 
To see the fair cance ne amg 
Delightful in figures and features, 

On march in the prayer book parade. 


But now we are told, amid sobbing, 
Of a tendency lately to mobbing: ~ 
And that ladies, alarmed and afraid, 
By “suburban invaders ” excited, 
Have hurriedly fied, all affrighted, 
From the scene of the prayer book parade. 


Then let us arise in a legion, ; 
And holding the Rotten Row region, 
Stand firmly these sufferers to aid ; 
Blow the trumpets, and let the drums rattle, 
To arms, and to horse, let’s do battle 
For the pets of the prayer book parade. 
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A DERBY STARTER. 


Pater.—“ Going to town early this morning, George? ” 

George.—*“ Yes, sir, I must run up early to the City to get a new 
hat.” 

Pater (not to be had).—“ And Derby morning, too. Humph! 
Mind you don't get into one.” 
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THE FRIEND IN NEED. 





It was at the outbreak of the next war between Britain and—let us say—Russia. It wasa poor British gun; it had no place to lay its hgad in, for there had 
been the regulation little mistake somewhere. “No use appealing to me,” said the War Office official. “You see, we've our New System now of making guns with 
no ships to put ’em in, and ammunition that won't fit any gun, and ships with no guns for em; so / can’t find you a berth.” 








Then they tried to feed it with all sorts of shells that wouldn't fit ; and they tried to make a store-chest for army-stores of it; and it was just on the point of 
death, 
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When the friend in need turned up. He wasa Russian gentleman in uniform. “Come, little outcast,” he observed pleasantly, “ / will find you a berth.” He did. 
He fed it with ammunition that fitted beautifully, and gave it plenty of agreeable employment, 
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SOME DERBY FORECASTS. 
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“We allus goes by the road, 
and Joan. 


says Darby 














“So beastly noisy and dusty, I shall go by train,” 
says Brown. 
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“After all,” says Jones, “all you've got to do 
is to put on suitable attire and tramp it.” 











Mc Booser says he —(hic)—shall go by 
water, ‘cos he loves it. 


“ And, somehow or other, I allus makes it pay,” says 


Jack Welsher. 


“Tork about the c’reck card,” says Mr. Three Card- 
trick, “ why, they ain’t nothin’ ekal to mine.” 











On the Course. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


IF you go down to a popular race, 

One thing is morally sure to take place ; 
Horses will win, yet you've doubts as to whose, 
Doubts, too, concerning the parties who'll lose, 
sut you are perfectly certain to hear 
Sounds most familiar unto one’s ear,— 
“Chuck us yer coppers ! ” 


Beggars come swarming on every side, 
seggars who will not be lightly denied ; 
Some of them fairly your largesses earn, 
Some of them yield but a meagre return ; 


| 


Some, too, for nothing expect you to pay, 
All of them, though, are consistent, and say, 
**Chuck us yer coppers!” 


Likewise upon the political course 
seggars assemble in wonderful force; 
Army man asks for more cash for his “ biz.,” 
Navy man also wants money for his ; 
Everyone tries the Exchequer to bleed, 
Everyone cries, as in uttermost need, 

“ Chuck us yer coppers!” 


OLD jokes are like old pictures—the older 
they are the more frequently they are cracked. 





Cockney.—“ Hi say, Chorly, wy is Mr. 
Gladstone like the third position hof the 
polker? Give it hup?—Becos ’e’s the hop- 
position, of course.” 
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JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 
| By FRANK BARRETT. 
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| ; ‘ . é 
Out. Price One Shilling. *ost-free, 18. ~ 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC. 














WHAT IS LIME JUICE? 

The answe} is that it should be THE JUICE of the LIME 
FRUIT without admixrure. 

In Montserrat alone is the Lime Tree cultivated for this 
purpose, and great care should be taken to obtain this brand 
(as supplied to the Gevernment), and not any of the numerous 
cemcections sold under the game of Lime Juice Cordials or 
prepared Liwe Juice, &c. ASK FOR 


(TRADE MARK) 


PURE LIME-FRUIT JUICE, 
AND TAKE NO OTHER 
dt can be had everywhere, in lon perial Quarts and Pints, can 
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(CIRCULAR 
»P OINTED | 


—— 


Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch 
ner spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAVER and Co.§ 
Pan Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.C 















































TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(5) Yn Churen parade the H. A. O.6 | (7) The poor oli crusted Porte (most 








(1) Large nuggets have been found—so | (3) Automaticshops for whicha “dee”'s 
say the papers, essential, drum-major, “broke” of mortals), 
At Goldfields, near the Cape—what Sometimes give naught, and yet Was H. A. C.cazed upon, but now is Is fain to visit“ Uncle's” sheltering 
merry Cape-rs! aren't penpy-tential. “ager. port(«)ula. 
(2) An ape in Court—soon left amid (4) Grand Master H.R.H. will need a (6) Our quaint Sir John was robbed of (8) Lord George in Bath !—thi« Bath-os 
sensation, tonic, watches lately, ie not glory 
Ape-parently with stainless reputa- This week is heavy to the “Square” The robber must have put on We inew Le was a Bath “brick,” 
tion. Masonic. Cheap-“ side” yreatly. though a Tory. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE LyczuM.—I wonder if we are to take the present programme 


at this house seriously ? ore not altogether. It is avowedly a 
“resting” one—a sort of for both Mr. Irving and Miss Terry, 





VERY PRETTY, | DARE SAY, 
BUT YOU'LL 
nave ME 
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THE LYCEUM.—THE AMBER HEART. HERE I AMBER-GAIN! ELLALINEING 
BACK, 


after the stupendous and lengthened exertions in connection with 
Faust and America—and so, | suppose, we must take “ holiday high 
spirits” as an excuse for a good deal. The ultra-buffoonery of Robert 
Macaire ig rather hard to bear, but I am not sure but what Zhe 
Amber Heart is the greater joke of the two, My opinion of the piece 
was expressed “only a little year ago,” and I am not the man to go 
back upon an opinion once expressed, even if I see reason to alter it, 
I amplify the remarks I made on that occasion— 

The merit of the play, and his wise tact 

Who wrote the play, lies palpably in this :— 

That he has watched Miss Ellen Terry’s moods, 

Has marked where all her talents show and shine 

To best advantage. Seen what passions, thoughts, 

And feelings most bring out her wealth of power, 

Of tender grace, of finished truthfulness. 

Seen, marked, and watched, and noted thus and thus, 

And so built up his “ Fancy”’’s Ellaline, 

That all the feelings, moods, and points are there. 

And with such truthful and unerring art 

Are they portrayed, that all the words are naught— 

And truly all the words are naught !—and I 

And all forget all things but this sweet maid 

Of most poeticcharm. ... . 
And indeed Miss Terry’s performance is delightful and charming 
enough to earn forgiveness for a far worse play. 


MR. IRVING it is more difficult to forgive. To treat Robert Macaire 
as “a ridiculous farce”—or rather as an unrestrained pantomime 
rally—may be to give the past-fashioned play all the respect it merits; 
but, if it merits no more, why go to the trouble of playing it at all ? 
I don’t think I should care for the matter so much were a less clever 
actor ‘concerned; but there is much both in Mr. Irving and the 
character which led me to look for something both effective and im- 
poor Not getting it, disappointment was bitter—then irritating. 

low otherwise can you expect to be affected in an entertainment in 
which rough and tumble horse play stands cheek by jow!l with murder 
and retributive justice? I could say heaps of unpleasant things on 
this subject, but I restrain myself for the present—anon I will seek 
my bitterest foe and oo forth my feelings upon him ; should he 
survive, my surprise will be equal to my chagrin. 


THAT isn’t to say that I wasn't struck with the actor’s wonderful 
amount of comic resource in the invention of humorous business, 
overdone as it was, or failed to be struck with pleased satisfaction at 
such moments as he forgot himself, and acted the part—such as where 
he recognizes his son. Mr. Weedon Grossmith was about the gentlest 
of Jacques Strops I have seen, and I rather think I like the change. 
He was certainly very genuinely funny, if just a bit amateurish, and 
some little touches of action and expression were as characteristic as 
comical, For the rest, the parts are poor, and the performers are not. 
noes Macklin I was most interested in, perhaps because she is the best 

ooking. 








THE STRAND.—It is no new complication that Mr. T. G. Warren’s 
new farcical comedy, His Wives, deals with, and the last act ought 
to winter at Mentone, as it suffers from a rather weak constitution. 
Otherwise there isn’t much to find fault with. Some clever bits of 
character, plenty of funny lines, anda capitalcompany. Mr. Edouin, 
as an office boy of familiar disposition, with a tendency to “give him- 
self away ” with little er no provoeation, a comical method of removing 
a visitor's hat, and other equally eccentric peculiarities, is funny 
enough to make you laugh. Mr. T. G. Warren sparkles as the hero, 
and Misses Susie Vaughan and Eva Wilson kept the ball merrily 
rolling as his wives. Miss Grace Huntley appears with great success 
in two dimples and a smile. ae 


THERE was a matinée at this house of a piece called The Love 
Story, which I ought to have told you all about last week, but I 
hadn’t room enough. Perhaps I’m rather behind time now, but I 
should like to put it on record that I thought it an exceptionally 
good piece, with just that touch of romance that is salt to a comedy 
and so difficult not to overdo and degrade into sentimentality. I’m 
not going to peril my critical standing by saying the play has no faults 
(there are points in the heroine’s character which are not very com- 
mendable—in a heroine), but I do say it is a play of a capable writer, 
and ought to find a resting-place in some evening bill right soonly. 
Miss Achurch was in one of her best moods. She played a love 
scene with a charming delicate tenderness and truth, and a stronger 
scene later on with an impressive power which fairly made us sit 
still and leave off talking. Mr. Fuller Mellish made a fervid and 
chivalrous lover, and with Mr. C. Charrington and Mr. Perceval 
Clarke gave careful studies of character. 


COVENT GARDEN.—On the 24th—stop a bit, let’s have it metrically— 
On the 24th of May, 
Oh, it was a glorious day ! 
When Madame Melba came to town again. 
She gave us Lucia, and gave it very well ; but wait until Lucia 
(you've got to pronounce it my way for once), I say, wait until Lucia 
in something more exacting before you make quite sure how clever 
and tuneful she is, 
There was a grand combination cast and performance of Le Nozze 
de Figaro on the Saturday, but I did Nozze it, through not being asked. 
On the following Monday the wickedest Carmen of them all, and 
not the least tuneful or finished, Mdlle. Minnie Hauk, held the fort, a 
performance which has long ago absorbed all the favourable adjec- 
tives, so that there are none left for it, for unfavourable ones won’t fit. 
And now extra nights, and (gracious! what a man he is/) evena 
matinée are talked of by Mr. Harris. 


NODS AND WINKS.—Mrs, Conover’s Benefit matinee has been 
definitely fixed for the 1lthinst. It takes place at Drury Lane, by 
the kindness of Mr. Harris, and if ever a matinée deserved support 
(which I am by no means prepared to allow as a general axiom) this 
is the one. A large proportion of the best known and (what is 
better) the best actors and actresses will appear on this occasion —On 
the following Monday afternoon (the 18th), Mr. Arthur Roberts in- 
dulges in his usual give and take arrangement; takes his annual 
benefit, and gives an Al programme “to the public and his friends.” 


NOW TREN IYEY, ij, 
Hf /’4) 
WAKE uP. hl, 





THE LYCEUM.—ROBERT MACAIRE. HERE WE (MAC)-AIRE AGAIN! 


“ And their name is legion,” says the announcement, ‘so that I doubt 
if there be seats enough for all, howbeit the exchequer of Arthur will 
surely be large enough for their coin, seat or no seat. NESTOR. 
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Un-seas-onable. : > “9 
[Anthropologists say that, as a race, Irishmen have never taken . \ 





kindly to the sea, and never will do se.—Pall Mall Gazette. 
AIR.—* Shan Van Vocht!” 


OcH, whin Pat goes on the say 
(Which he’d rather not !) 
Yes, when Paddy’s on the say, 

Sure he rowls a lot. 
Whin Pat is on the say, 
Be the pow’rs, he’s far from gay ! 
For he’s in a qualmish way, 

Both on ship or yacht, 


Och, bedad, he soon turrns quare, 
Whin on board he’s got, 

For the pitching he can’t bear 
Of a yawl or yacht, 

Wirrasthrue, a ship-affair, 

On the say, gives him despair ; 

Not to mintion mal-de-mare— 
Och, a “tar” he’s not / 


Patrick knows a thing or two, 
Yes, he knows what’s what ; 
And in wars (on land) ’tis thrue, | 

Sure, he fears no jot. | 
But his visage changes hue, | 
Whin he’s on the ocean blue, 
Till—accordin’ to his view— mah 

Say’s the worruld’s chief blot ! | 





More courageous folk than we, 
On this earth there's not ; { \ 
And great souldiers, you'll agree, 1 
Hail from our ould spot. | 
But navigathers free, IY 
Nepchune ne’er will let us be, |’ 
For to “Shteward”’ soon we flee, Ee 

Whin on boat or yacht ! | 





A Canon-aid. 
[Some papers recently published statements purporting to come | 
from Canon Farrar as to Izaak Walton’s religious creed.] ; 
OF good old Izaak Walton’s creed, 
The papers have penned many a “ screed,” 
Though lately they have ceased ; 
But students of his book will own 
That in it he is plainly shown 
An Angl(e)ican, at least. 
But Farrar says of Watts he spoke— 
Not Walton—therein lies the joke ; 
It was a muddle, all the same 
Concerning Izaac Watts-his-name. | 





A Mayor’s NEst.—The Mansion House. 
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A “BEAR” GARDEN. 
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Capel Court (Professional Promoter and Amateur Horticulturist).—* YEs, 
Miss SIMPLETON, THIS CACTUS IS VERY RARE. 
STAND I AM BRATHER PROUD OF MY PLANTS.” 


Mies S.—“ OH, YES. 
OUT THE OTHER DAY (HE DIDN’T MENTION THE NAME) WAS THE BIG- 


GEST PLANT HE’D EVER KNOWN; AND HE THOUGHT YOU WOULD SEND 
| IT TO PoT AS SOON AS IT WAS WORTH YOUR WHILE.” 


YOU CAN QUITE UNDER- 


I HEARD PAPA SAY THAT NEW THING YOU BROUGHT 








KNICKNACKS. 


other day, the council for the plaintiff endeavoured to prove that the | 
testator was unsound in his intellect, and in the course of his opening | 


speech he mentioned that ultimately the deceased committed suicide 
in the river at Paris. “If that was the case, brother So-and-So,” 
gravely remarked the judge, “there is no doubt that he must have 
been in Seine.” Verdict accordingly. 


Ir there is any truth in the accusations which have lately been 
made against those gentlemen who contract to supply Her Majesty’s 
Service afloat, they should in future be styled and described as Knaval 
Contractors, 


RAILWAY CARRIAGE ON WYE VALLEY LINE.— Wag (who knows © 


the line).—‘‘ We shall through some beautiful scenery directly.” | 
nal tateewal of | < , | had not been lying in weight also. 


Stranger.—“ Er—you said, sir—er—that we should—er—see some — 


—Tunnel, and interval of two minutes. 


beautiful scenery ; but——” 
Wag.—“I didn’t say you would see it, my friend ; I said we should 


pass through it, and we’ve just done so.” 





Mr. P—l (reading newspaper).—“ Hallo! what does this mean? 
‘Colonel King-Harman, M.P., left Hawarden Castle on Monday 
much benefited——’ Oh, be Jabers! I see now, it’s the Donald 
Currie steamer Hawarden Castle, and that makes all the difference!” 


_ honour, the Inspector has been lying in wait for me. 


THERE used to be a good deal of fun made in former days 


DURING a will case that was being tried in the Probate Court the | Tespecting the ultra refinement of the Yankees, and about them 


covering up the legs of their tables and pianos: but we thought 
that little weakness had passed away until we perceived an advertise- 
ment last week in an American paper with reference to “Slumber 
Robes.” Shades of Mrs. Grundy! what next? 


Jones (just introduced to Smith, 6 preteen you know, plays at 
one of the theatres).—“ Ah, Mr. Smith, that was a charming thing you 
just played! May I inquire if you ever play by ear?” 

Jones.—“ Very seldom. I generally play by the week.” 


Shopkeeper (accused of giving false weight ).—“The fact is, yer 
It's a put up 

job.” 
Magistrate.—“ That would have made no difference to you, if you 
Five pounds and costs.” 





Sub-Editor of Conservative evening paper.—“Give me a subject 
for a leader. 1 want something to stir up the Russian Bear.” 

Friend.—“ Take the wrongs of Kossuth ; you can’t have anything 
better than a Pole to stir up a Bear with.” 





“You ought not to complain,” said a fellow, the other day, toa 
sweep, who was grumbling about the badness of trade, “for I am 


sure you're wearing a very good soot.” 
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A FATAL OBSTACLE! 
[SBE the latest newspaper warnings as to the defencelessness of Great Brttaix.) 
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“Eh? What is it?” stammered John. “Country in defenceless state? No guns? No plan for defence of London? Dear, dear |—tell me what I'd better do. I'll do 
anything neaessary to secure the safety of —” 
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Sor IVAN, 


“Eh? Payatrife? Oh!—er—T7hat's quite another matter! Oh, let's hope it'll be all right.” And John buttoned his pockets tightly, and curled up again. 
That's what he will do now. 
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SALISBURY te BALFOUR.— 








AT THE IRISH EXHIBITION. 
HIBERNIA AND THE GRAND OLD MASHER. 





“WELL, IT’S OF NO USE EXPECTING HER TO ATTEND TO US WHILE HE’S HANGING ABOUT.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 250. 
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TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT THEM. 


Official ! 
Methinks, perchance, by scheming thus and thus 





him notice me, 


- 


venture, 


—— 
’ 





office ?—doth he not 
5s} | yy F 
( Pie mighty armaments, 


of her guns 
ammunition, 
ships of war? 


such a person 
As men should yearn, and give their ears, to know? 
So will I scheme—make flattering advances 
To Jones and Brown; and these will introduce me 
To Smith and Green, who have some slight acquaintance 
With Black, a man who knows this High Official ; 
And Black I will most nobly entertain 
With turtle soup and very costly clarets, 
That he shall be induced to speak of me 
And my small dinners to the High Official, 
Who may, in time, himself consent to come. He does it. 
SECOND M. CITIZEN. Hast heard of Robinson and his distinction? 
That High Official’s self hath dined with him! 
They tell me Robinson did cultivate 
A certain Jones and Brown, who were acquainted 
With Smith and Green ; and these did know one Black 
Who had the honour of acquaintanceship 
With him, the High Official. 
THIRD M, C, Let us bite 
Our jealous nails anent this Robinson 
And his great luck. For why should Fate deny 
To us this thing it doth bestow on him— 
This thing for which the giving of our eyelids 
Were paltry sacrifice—acquaintanceship 
With yonder High Official ? 
SECOND M. C, Let us scheme, 
By flattering and feasting Robinson, 
To get us introduced to Jones and Brown, 
And so to Smith and Green, and so to Black, 
And in the end to that august Official 
Whose duty is to properly provide 
And fortify our land against a war. 

[All three Misguided Citizens fall into a deep 
sleep, during which the Genius of Disillusion 
descends and touches their cyelids with a wand. 
They wake. 

First DISILLUSIONED CITIZEN. Now, by the Prophet, is it possible, 

Or is it some delusion of 
my brain, 

That I, a decent citizen, 
have invited 

To dine with me this day 
a High Official 

Whose duty is the spend- 
ing oi che money 

To arm Great Britain in 
the case of war? 

Seconp D. C. (aside to 
third). Dost hear him? 
Oh, what shameful! com- 
pany 

For any decent citizen to 
keep ! 

Why, Robinson—he was, 
as I believed, 

A citizen of undisputed 
honour— 

A man of most respectable connexions : 

And now we hear him speak of knowing one 

Whose daily practice is to take and pocket 







(ARE 








First MIsGUIDED CITIZEN. How I do yearn to know yon great 


I may contrive to have 
Bid me _  good-morrow, 
even, 

Shake this mine hand, and 

cover me with honour 
, By chatting with me ina 

friendly way. 

> For hath he not high 
> Control Great Britain's 
ig’ And regulate the purchase 
And her expenditure on 


Torpedoes, cavalry, and 


And is he not, by reason, 





A heavy salary for certain duties 
Which he hath no more thought of carrying out 
Than hath a cow of flying—one whose aim 
Is daily to conceal the catalogue 
Of all his muddles, acquiescence in 
The robbing of the public by contractors, 
His reckless waste, his crass incompetence, 
His cynical and smug indifference 
To what his own sweet hand hath brought about— 
Great Britain’s impotence to face a war ! 
THIRD D. C. If other tongue had said of Robinson 
That he did herd with such acquaintances, 
I had but scorned, and given him the lie ; 
But his own wo 


SECOND D. C. Come, let us haste away 
Lest that our togas, touching Robinson’s, 
Be thus defiled. [ They shrink away. 


Frrst D.C. ~ All men do shrink from me 
Who keep such shady company—what shadow 
Is slowly taking form before mine eyes? 
Why, ’tis the outline of a criminal 
In convict dress bedecked with arrow-heads. 
See—see! The vision hath a face I know— 
’Tis the presentment of my High Official, 
My High Official with the glamour off, 
And circumstanced as he should justly be! 

* * = * 

And this is he whom I have asked to dine! 

Straight to my kitchen will I hie, and leave 

No dish unsmashed ; my dining-table, too, 

Sawn limb from limb, shall feed the parlour fire ; 

The costly viands ordered for the feast 

Shall nourish dog and cat ; my entrance-door 

I will secure with bolts and mighty nails ; 

And on the cards I leave when making calls 

The skilled engraver shall subscribe these words— 

“ Quite unacquainted with the High Official.” 








THE burgomasters, aldermen, and other members of the Town 
Council of Belgium, having had high jinks and a good time over here, 
have all, like good boys, gone home again to work. To show their 
appreciation of his hospitality, they have invited Lord Mayor de 
Keyser to pay them an official visit in July. He is sure of a warm 
welcome when he sets foot on their own Brussels. 





THERE can be no question that Mrs. Henshaw, who was lately 
committed for trial at Northampton, by reason of her having fired 
off a gun at her husband because he came home late for dinner, has 
set a very dangerous precedent : for if wives were generally to follow 
her example, there would assuredly be a terrible amount of fusilading 


going on. 

















HOLIDAY HUMOUR. 
Ella.—“ What did the landlady say that hill was called, Arthur?” 
Arthur.—* Ben My—Ben Mickh—Ah! wait till I drink this whisky, 
perhaps that’ll give me the right pronunciation without letting it 
do me an injury.” 
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LIVING UP TO A DIAMOND. 
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Littlesnobb had a diamond bequeathed) to He exchanged his Dalston lodgings for rooms in the He abandoned the humble “bitter” for champagne, the 
him. He gazed upon it. He reflected. He West-end, and invested in garments from a fashionable modest chop for dishes “a@/a.” He cut all his old friends, 
resolved that he must live up to it. tailor. feeling they were not worthy of the acquaintance of a man 
with such a diamond. 











‘ ait WA Ih } 


i i ; eee || | i : y | 
TM 7 / aM 
Ce iy 


WA ee 














Mi 
Pal 


| 














He felt, too, that he ought to cut a figure in the He plunged recklessly into other “exes.” But by-and-bye the As a consequence, he changed his abode 
Row. He did, but not in the manner he had hoped. bills came ia thick and fast. His only means of -aying them lav once more. This time he went tothe north 
He began to wonder whether it was worth doing. in disposing of his diamond. He tried to, Alas! It proved of London, 

to be (like himself) only paste! 








He'll address the throng, mayhap, in a song, 


Gladstone's Latest. | Diao Rye ier 
, Ow musics his newest mission ; 
Mr. Gladstone has not only of late announced himself as deeply impressed » : ? 
with the subject of National Melodies, é&c., but has (according to The Hawk) also | Yea, he'll carol and dance, whene’er there’s a chance, 
Will Gladstone, the grand old musician. 


lately learned the violin.] 


THE Grand Old Man has a grand new plan . 
For increasing his mental treasure ; Not a Tas-maniac. 

He’s already unique for his Latin and Greek, (Sir T. Brady, who took out large numbers of salmon to Tasmania, had several 
And he talks other tongues beyond measure. killed by their having been deposited in London water.) 

In Science and Art he can bear his part, OH, do not consider it gammon, 
In the State he has some position ; This terrible slaughter of salmon, 

Now, being still gay, he will sing and he’ll play, ’Twas in water from London they faded. 

And be a grand old musician. | Perhaps they’d have been much more frisky, 

If they’d had Jrish water—or whisky ; 


Still, Brady cannot be up-Brady’d. 








To soothe his cares he will give himself airs— 




















Namely, “airs” of the British Nation ; 
And he'll gaily rejoice as he tries his voice, SPECTACLES for blind horses! That's the latest horse-see news 

And revels in vocalization. from America. From Erie we learn that another noble quadruped’s 
ig Dae alee gone % Soe Che vii sight has been restored by this means, and he’s worth a hundred 

Yea, that is his latest ambition, dollars more to his owner in consequence. We would suggest pince- 
And he handles his bow like Joachim and Co., neighs as more suitable for gee-gees than s iy 

Does Gladstone the grand old musician. pectac 

suppose that when Gladstone goes THE English football team are having a good time at Se 
we riche seen nallianl riddle, . Thousands flock to see the matches in which they are e and 
And stands up in the House to orate with nous, | the “gate money ” is so large that the grounds they play on should be 
known as the Australian Goaled Fields. 


He'll accompany himself on his fiddle. 
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“ALARMS’ EXCURSIONS.” 


Om! hark to the terrible sound that fills 
The welkin from pole to pole! 

With pale faced fear the bosom it thrills, 
And curdles the inmost soul. 




































































































Your staylace gives with a gruesome snap, 
And sour goes the milk and the cream— 

’Tis the wail of the wild alarmist chap, 
’Tis the scuttering scarer’s scream. 


“Hark! Didn’t you hear?” he stutters in dread, 

‘I’m certain that something moved ; 

’Tis the fierce, implacable foeman’s tread— 
You see if my words ain’t proved. 

There! Listen! Again! No, it isn’t the trees ! 
They're coming to mow us down— 

Oh, smuggle me into the coal cellar, please, 
And tell them I’m out ef town! 


“ We're all of us sure to be killed outright 

And taken from earthly joys, 

For we haven't a soldier that’s built to fight— 
They're nothing but bits of boys ; 

They’re all weak-chested and undersized, 
And always on draught and pill ; 

They’re very near-sighted, as I’m advised, 
And none of them know their drill. 


“ And they’re that s/ort in numerical strength 

(Say seven in every eight), 

And the barracks for those, all over the length 
Of the land, are inadequate. 

(I’ve gone into details, and got them by heart, 
And studied them, day by day, 

And I’m playing the beautiful patriot part 
Of ‘giving it all away.’) 


“Our cannon are split, and our bayonets bent, 

Our guns, to a weapon, are plugged, 

We haven't a transport, we haven't a tent, 
Our horses are, all of them, drugged. 

The bloodthirsty foeman’s unmanly attack 
We're wholly unable to meet, 

For we haven't a man with a coat to his back, 
Or a morsel of shoe to his feet. 


‘Then take all our ships (and, so to speak, 

The enemy probably may). 

We up and we launch a couple a week, 
And sink half-a-dozen a day. 

The wooden ones leak at every pore, 
The iron ones revel in rust, 

And when they're not running their noses ashore, 
They're getting their boilers ‘ bust. 


‘ For'soldier or sailor, on either hand, 
For vet'ran or raw recruit, 
There isn’t a scrap of cloth in the land 
To make him a decent suit ; 
And if material wasn't a myth, 
There isn’t a tailor, 1’m poz, 





And there isn’t a needle to sew them with, 
Not even supposing there was ! * 


“ And, bless us and save us, what shall I do! 

There’s Ruin and dire Dismay, 

Disaster and Rapine, and Famine too, 
And all of them coming to stay ! 

There’s Bankruptcy isn’t to be denied, 
Defying the artfullest lock ; 

And Chaos is scraping his boots outside— 
There! Didn’t you hear! His knock!” 


With hair all erect and distended eyes, 
And face the colour of chalk, 
With chattering teeth and pitiful sighs, 
And knees that give way in his walk, 
He shudders, and whispering, hoarse with dread, 
“They come! Our terrible foes!” 
He makes for his domicile, jumps into bed, 
And covers his head with the clothes. 


* Observe the influence of panic upon grammatical construction.—ED. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE 
DANEGERIES, 


VEN, sare, you demand of me to go to Denmark in Sout Kensink- 
tin, and, like King Claudius in ze Hamlet of your favourite of Avon 
who is bar’d, bid me “ Be as ourself in Denmark,” I depart by ze 
picturesque route of your District Railway, a “ District Visitor” to 
Exhibitionopolis. All ze vorld, sare, know how much you Engleese 
have derive from Denmark, and how deep is your debt of gratitude 
for ze most charmeeng and lovable Princesse de Galles, who came from 
ze land of ze Viking to bless your shores vit her sweet presence; but 
nevare, sare, till I vent to your Danegeries, did I know how much of 
your greatness vas derive from ze land of Hamlet’s native village. 
Von of ze principal exhibits I behold vas ze soap of M., Pears, vich ap- 
Pears all over ze shop, if I can so call ze Exhibition. Again, I am 
struck vit ze cocoa of M. Van Houten, ze Blossom of Cherry, ze 
pyjama suits of M. Burden, ze saucepans and ironmongery of M. 
Brown, ze billiard tables of M. Jones, ze lawn tennis and atletics’ 
appointments of M. Smit, ze groceries of M. Robinson. 

vas use to sink zese zings all vare British products, and to be 
obtain in ze heart of your London; but at Sout Kensinktin to-day I 
learn for ze first time zey are Danish. Again ze slide of ze Toboggan, 
and ze railvay vich make a rod for my own back—pardon !—I mean 
ze backsvitch, zese also I find at ze Danegeries—in fact, everysink, I 
believed, came from somevare else. I find in zis exhibition of vat is 
Danish ze most vonderful exhibit of all is ze fours of viskeys vich are 
to ze fore at ze bar of refreshments, vich is so very large and fine zat 
I am afraid to drink it all at vonce, so zat I divide it into two ven I 
have obtain a microscope and discovare vare itis. Exfin, sare, 1 came 
to ze conclusion |zat Denmark, judging from zis exhibition, is very 
like ze bazaar of Soho, and ze Arcade of Lowther, vit a dash of ze 
Colinderies and Healtheries, very much diluted, trown in. 














EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 
The Missis (her lord is starting for the City).—“1 suppose I 
may expect the telegram about twelve o'clock, as usual, dear?” 
Her Lord.—*“Telegram? What telegram?” 
The Missis.—“ The one not to:wait dinner, dear, as business will 
detainyou in the City tilla late hour.” 
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Character-Songs for Leviathan 
Comiques. 
No. VIL—THE LEVIATHAN SWEATER. 


My goodness ! vot a vorld ve’re in— 
Vot lot’s o’ people there’s no pleasin’ ! 
Because [ vear a di’mond pin, 
The beastly newspapers are teasin’ ; 
They say my di’mond’s made o’ tears 
By starvin’ kids and vomen spouted ; 
And just because I’m rich, I hears 
My name vith execrations shouted ! 
I’m Benjamin Isaac Melchisedec Schlop, 
Of my vell-known profession I stand at 
the top ; 
It’s better than keepin’ a bank or a shop, 
Believe me, I don't know a better ; 
Some people insist I’m a hard-hearted 
man, 
An ogre, a grinder, but vat is my plan? 
To live and to let others live—if they 
can— 
And I’m call’d the Leviathan Sveater, 


There’s stories make yer vitals creep, 
About the greedy monster I am; 
But people vant their clothin’ cheap— 
Is it my business to deny ’em? 
You vant a lot o’ kicksies made, 
And fix upon the price—a hard’n— 
Say thirteen pence a pair, vith braid ; 
I pay my vorkmen ninepence fard’n. 
I’m Benjamin Isaac, &c. 


This vatch-chain vat I vear—vell, there ! 

The lot’s about a fifty quidder ; 
And, if you arxt, I vouldn’t svear 

Each link vorn’t bought me by a vidder 
A-vorking eighteen hours a day, 

And gettin’ fifteen pence for vages ; 
Vell, some von’s got to make it pay, 

And so, to sveat her I engages. 

I’m Benjamin Isaac, &c. 


I keep a brough’m for Mrs. Schlop 

And our three lovely gals to ride in, 
Ven they come into town to shop— 

The turn-out’s von I take a pride in; 
Vell, then the Press sets up a cry 

About my vorkmen—how I bleed ’em ; 
But ven a man’s got ’osses, v’y, 

It stands to reason he must feed ’em ! 

I’m Benjamin Isaac, &c. 


The op’ra—there, it’s my delight ! 
I go to nearly all the races ; 
On that there’s people says vith spite 
My conduct human-kind disgraces ! 
But, vat’s it all mean ven it’s done, 
About vat ev’rybody’s pratin’? 
I picks up pennies von by von, 
An’ sets good sov’reigns circulatin’. 
I’m Benjamin Isaac, &c. 


It hurts my feelin’s ven I’m told 

I’ve got no bowels of compassion, 
And only care for grabbin’ gold, 

And grabbin’ it in any fashion. 
Let some show me other vays 

My modest livelihood for gettin’, 
And—if I find it better pays— 

I’ll promise him to give up sveatin’. 

I’m Benjamin Isaac, &c. 





Give Freely. 


ALL good works need and are worthy of help, in 
money or in kind. Few are more deserving than the 
Hotipay Homes FouND of the RAGGED SCHOOL 
UNION, whose object is to give poor children a fort- 
night’s holiday in the country. Those who have 
derived benefit from country holidays themselves 
will, we hope, be well disposed to extend such 
benefit to others by timely help—no gifts being too 
large, none too small—and-will “ give quickly,” and 
“ give twice.” 





























INFANT RATIOCINATION. 
Preternaturally Inquiring Infant.—“ MAMMA, WHERE DOES WATER COME 
FROM?” Mamma,—“ FROM THE SKY, MY PET,” 


P. I. T—“I WISH THERE WAS NO Sky.” 
Mamma.—“GOoOD GRACIOUS! WHY, MY DARLING?” 
P. I. I-—“ THEN NURSE WOULD NEVER BE ABLE TO WASH ME, WOULD 


SHE?” 


A “Press” Notice. 


IT appears from the papers that the vaunted powers of certain articles that are 
sold to stretch trousers are more or less a stretch of the imagination, and the conse- 
quence is that Messrs. Whitaker, of Conduit Street, have invented a presser, stretcher, 
and portable trouser wardrobe combined, called the “ Repressus,” which holds from 
one pair to sixteen pairs equally well, and by pressure really does restore the shape 
of garments that have become baggy at the knees. We often hear the question, 
“ What's in a name?” but in this case it is most obvious; it is as though our “ bags,” 
being painfully conscious of their bagg-iness, were simply crying out “ re-press us,’ 











Severely Bunished. 


THE Solons who dole out the local substitute for justice in the Borough of Mon- 
mouth have “taken the cake” by giving a man fourteen days’ hard labour for 
stealing a penny bun. When next he contemplates raiding a refreshment room, his 
reflection will most likely be “In for a penny (bun), in for a pound(cake),” 





THE Czar says he wants peace ; but, considering his frantic attempts lately to raise 
the wind, it looks much more as if he wanted the pieces, 
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Aunt Maria (just arrived).—“ WELL, HOW ARE YOU YOUNG PEOPLE GETTING ON?” 





A TENNIS-ONIAN IDYL. 


~~ v= er ee 
> ° <P, : oa =e . , * © , 
5. PP a De a) Ca: . ’ “\ ‘ ‘ 
3 ina ; pad, ee ie .“ ey . ; . ;  . 
SEE A eens ee Sere ; p ; P fm 
. — Shen 1. i AN - = as ¥ 4 a é Lx at: 94.24 
“ § = . - Fi. SR Ls ° »N f ' 
. ‘ 2 : Bat yoe 4 eS Se : pe a 
~ ’ ee “ : Wy..2"e, LStS —— 5 tL: 
=< S - e : < , . m2 2 wha e ‘ 
: . aS Ae ~ fF . y x. , 
. Rae; -; \ = “ 
’ , = 1 .-* = . | 
&: N So ~ ?-= = Atty sehe - » 
2 * \ t ~~" 2-< : ow ~~ ' 
. NY ~ AT > Suaj met sv AMS Wg 
mp. : : % . Fe 3 ¥; me Sars” \ 
- ™ x | soe SOR ~~: a Ny : 
= I "9 ‘2 ~ - ; e , 
= wan ‘ ‘ 4 wt = * 2 = S  & \ ‘ 2 et) 
z - rp . . == wees 2 “ : \ 4A “ : rit Fy “ 
Z . : >. ‘3 if. er s 
y a \ ts m. =< ~ : 
- ) . “ ee , . . ? \ a 
- : . tae og ° od < : 
\ . ‘wet =F q : =. 7 Sa P 
. - oI J Fee SS et. owt) 
ci : ‘ =~ s " \ 
- 4 $ F = . “ 
£--- 7 i . 3 
fj ‘ j i 


SS 
a 45 


a 
— am Foes . 
* WW WA NS 
Sa 


Wee 





N 


Maud (smarting under the loss of a Sett).—“ OH, CHARLIE AND I HAVE ONLY LOVE SO FAR, BUT I’M GOING IN FOR SERVICE 


DIRECTLY.” 


Aunt Maria.—“MyY DEAR CHILD, DON’T TALK LIKE THAT, 


MARRY.” 


YOu CAN COME AND STAY WITH ME TILL HE CAN AFFORD TO 











At the Irish Exhibition. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


"MID the various shows, 
That at present disclose, 
Unto all who seek admission, 
Sights, striking or new, 
There, of course, is on view 
An Irish Exhibition : 
For signs of the Land of the Green, my boys, 
Undoubtedly here will be seen, my boys ; 
Till by Parliament's Act, 
Home Rule is a fact, 
Which long since it might surely have been, 
my boys. 


Hibernia smiles, 
As the time she beguiles, 
By a chat with her Grand Old Masher ; 
And, at speaking his mind, 
Not alone does she find 
That he is a downright slasher ; 
For he’s ardent, I’d have you to note, my 
boys, 
In each cause upon which he may dote, my 
boys ; 
And should anyone blame 
Or fall foul of the same, 
He will tread on the tail of his coat, my boys, 





A BRIEF CAREER.—A Barrister’s. 


| Mrs. PoDMORE always get mixed over 

olitics. She wants to know now what Par- 

| iament wanted a recess for, and whether it 
was to put the Cabinet in. 








Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 

“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 








1 Blue | 


See that you cet it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) The proper Irish question that calls , (3) That Cashmere should be collared | (5) Sir Whittaker Ellis lately gave | (7) Jem Smith the petted “ puncher”— 


for exposition, meets Punjaub approbation, Richmond land—and free too! most people at this bar know, 
Is “When are you going to the But (for mere cash) here's another Such present 's worth much honour, And to see him in this tavern the 
Irish Exhibition 2” at “ Cashmere” annexation. also much El-lis-d, too, lads steal in P.R.-no, 


(4) As cabby is on strike now, ycu'll | (6) Rent-payera out in Erin lie noton (8) Not far from railway depdts is this 
make no loose step). parion the suggestion beds of roses, man’s habitation, 
Receives due propa-gander in the That to give lim better chances Por een they get “the bullet,” as And be—but no!—his language is 
yst ries. of the “ goose”-step. ould be a Cabby-net question. this derign discloses, not for publication. 


(2) Duke Edinboro’s sonny (ah, may he 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





THE OPERA COMIQUE.—Dear old Charles Reade! He was a dry 
dog when he liked! Never dryer, perhaps, than when he perpetrated 
that merry burlesque of old comedy, Peg Woffington. Isn't the first 
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THE OPERA COMIQUE.—PEG-GING AWAY, AND SCORING LIKE ANYTHING, 
THEY SAY. 


act lovely, with every character announcing his or her approach with 
a speech “off,” and such things as the thrice-spoken “exit speech” 
of Soaper and Snarl? Isn’t the second act delicious (and “old 
comedy ’’-fied) with the folks all sitting round and saying rude things 
to each other, and getting angry every time, and never thinking of 
“answering back”! I don't believe nine out of ten members of a 
general audience have a notion of what Pomander and Peg are driving 
at during that passage of arms over Mabel's return. Don’t tell me it 
wasn't intended as a burlesque of old comedy ; look at the names of 
the characters, and then retire abashed. Tom Taylor may not have 
seen the joke (on the other hand may), but Charles Reade meant it, 


you bet your bootlaces, 





It is a well-writ play, mind you, and mighty taking in some ways, 
particularly the last act; but faith, it isabout as conventional and 
artificial as they make them, and that!is saying somewhat. And the 
moral of it! “ Pity the poor actress. She isabad lot, perhaps; but she 
has such a good heart. She cleals lightly with the decalogue, but she 
gives pies to starving poets!” Well,:well! ‘tis a lesson ; let us profit 
by it. And e’en now my wife is making meat pies in the kitchen, 
and my eldest boy is looking out the addresses of all the starving 
poets in Mr. Kelly’s useful compendium of streets and backward 
printed names. 


HE is not through the A’s yet, by-the-way, and the piesdon't holdjout. 


I pon'’T think Mrs. Beere gets exactly to the bottom of Peg’s 
character, and her heresies in dress follow her into classic regions ; 
but it is well enough, too, and the brogue is rich in every sense. But 
why does she go about with what appears to be a version of Aaron's 
rod after it blossomed? Mr. Henry Neville gives a very thorough, 
earnest, and pleasing performance of Triplet, and | liked Miss Kate 
Vaughan, in a quiet way, as Mabel—comical to think all but she do 
dance in the second act! Mr. Herbert's Vane is fairly convincing, 
which is more than can be said of the Pomander of M. Marius. Miss 
Muriel Aubrey is a fine youngwoman. It is a very good ballet which 
they dance in the second act. 


SIDE GLANCES.—A good many things have been going on this 
week which, as far as | have been concerned, have been not unlike 
the common, or garden ghost—heard of a good deal, but not seen. 
There has been a very fine performance of Nature's going on too, in which 
the principal parts have been taken by a glorious sun, some balmy 
zephyrs, fields and trees in tender livery, and twittering birds ; which 

rformance has engrossed my attention to the exclusion of other 
and inferior shows. 


THE operas, they tell me, continue, with hearty ‘success, and have 
reached the “every evening in the week” stage. The opera, you 
know, is said to be moribund (and I am of those who have said it), 
but everybody flies to the Reszke, I notice. 


THERE be two Scarlet Letters in the field, and one is said to be 








better and the other worse than the other, but neither has been 
declared to have absolutely “struck ile.’ Either should make a 
good representative picture of the “lettered A saints,” though. 


Mr. GILBERT'S young lady—not the one of fifteen, but Miss Julia 
Neilson—repeated her Crystal Palace performance, in /roken 
Hearts, at the Savoy Theatre, on the 4th iust. It is not for me to 
say how the part and the lady suited each other, because I didn’t see 
the conjunction. But I’ve seen the lady and I know the play, and 
however the friends of either could expect—— But, there, I say 
nothing. Go to. 


A NEw ballet, Antiope, has been produced at the Alhambra, with 
all the honours. Next week I will tell you all about it—or, at least, 
all that I shall, at that time, know about it. Meantime, in spite of 
the nature of the entertainment, there is no ground for pronouncing 


the title Ain’t I ‘oppy! 





Nops AND WINKS.—The Westminster Orchestral Society gave their 
‘Tenth Grand Orchestral Concert” at the Town Hall, Westminster, 
on Wednesday last. A selection from Don Giovanni formed the main 
object of attack,.the vocalists being Messrs. B, H. Grove, and Ernest 
Birch, and Misses C. Hanlon and E. E. Phillips, Mr. ©. S. 
Macpherson conducting.—Miss G. Kingston will take upon her to see 
Wood Barrow Farm, a three-act play by Mr. Jerome K. Jerome, 
through a matinée at the Comedy on the nineteenth.—This (Tuesday) 
afternoon Mr. Mark Melford will try his Aleptomania at the Strand 
Theatre. Let's hope he’ll pick up all he wants.—I wondered 
when I saw Miss Harriett Jay at the theatre one evening, costumed 
after the manner of the daughters of Greece, but the reason is now 
manifest. She appears as a Greek lady, to be known as 7e Bride of 
Love, in a play of that name, written by—eh? yes, by Mr. Buchanan, 
and to be played at the Prince of Wales's, on the afternoon of the 21st 
inst.—ay, and after, if the Fates so will—Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Dacre 
(the latter quite as well known as Miss Amy Roselle), have ceased 
their wanderings for a time and come to town. They will give a 
matinée (of The Double Marriage, 1 believe,) at the Prince of 
Wales's, on the 26th. May I—and you and all of us—‘ be there to 
see.”’—Lady Monckton will return to Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s company, 
it is said for the leading part in the piece which will follow Zhe Pom- | 





aaa 

PERSPIRER.—* Whew!—what a day! I shall have sunstroke in a minute. 
Happy thought !—go to one of these matinces in a nice cool, shady theatre. 
How thoughtful people are to get them up, to be sure!”’ 


padour.—The performance at Terry’s now commences at 8.30 p.m., 
and will continue to do so during the summer months. Swect 
Lavender flourishes healthily. NESTOR. 








A Paraf-finishing Touch. 
NEW uses for paraftin oil we now read of, 
Rheumatics twill cure, and ‘twill wash well your clothes ; 
Indeed, ‘tis a liquid we'll all have more need of, 
Though it’s odour’s a thing which each dainty nose loathes. 
Altogether, ’twould seem, as we read inter alia, 
We must add paraffin to our paraffinalia. 





Oc-colour Demonstration. 

HE was a young artist—enthusiastic, clever. Jealousy gave him 
detractors. But when he fell against a lamp-post—accidents will 
happen—and his optic revelled in all the hues of the rainbow, even 
his enemies admitted that he had ‘a lovely eye for colour.” 


















































JUNE 13, 1888, 











pe - , 
‘ ‘ t+) \ 
- 
ae 3 









































MASTERS AND MISSES. 
Jones.—“ DAUBYNS, I HOPE YOU’RE GOING TO HAVE A GOOD TURN TO-NIGHT; LET ME INTRODUCE YOU TO A PARTNER,” 
Daubyns.—* NO, THANKS, I'M NOT IN GOOD FORM; A LITTLE OFF COLOUR, I THINK.” 
Brown,—‘' OH, YOU'RE NOT ONE OF THE OLD MASTERS YET,” 











A NIGHT IN JUNE. 


“A NIGHT in June.” That's what that French beggar jingleda | 


lot of rhymes about. As if anybody particularly cared about a night 
in June more than any other night. Supposing there is a moon, what 
then? People always look as if their faces were rubbed with phos- 
phorus when they’re sitting in the moonlight. For my part I hate 


the moonlight. One of my nieces the other night, where I was, 
began to play the “ Moonlight Sonata” when the moon was shining 
and there was no gasin the room. Everybody said “ Much too lovely.” | 


They left the window open, and I got a chill, I suppose. Anyhow, I 
sneezed in the middle of the performance. Confound it, if they didn't 
all look at me as if I had stolen the plate-basket. Sitting in the 


moonlight in the garden too! A parcel of bosh! As if anyone was | 


any the more comfortable for having earwigs crawling up their 
ankles. And what's the good of having lamps out in the garden, 
unless for moths to commit suicide in? 
been said and written about moonlight is utter bosh. 


They say the Embankment looks beautiful by moonlight. Well, | 
it may for all I care to the contrary. “ Walk up and down there and | 
make believe that it’s Venice, or a good deal better,” says that idiot | 


Jones. You just catch me at it, I’d as soon go into St. Pancras Work- 
house and try to make believe that I was in Windsor Castle. There 
is no foolery that I hate more than this sort of foolery. And going 
out on the river in the moonlight—what’s the use of that, I should 
like to know? Only that you get running into the moored barges and 
“Conservancy” punts. And the midges, too, that come off the 
muddy banks, why, their bite’s a good deal worse than any mosquito’s. 
I've had my head swollen up like a pumpkin before now from going 
out in the moonlight on the Thames. And served me right, too, for 
being such an ass. There's getting to be a fashion for a great deal 
too much of this sort of nonsense, and it ought to be put a stop to as 
quickly as possible, that it ought! It’s all your fine art talk and that 
sort of thing. What's the good, too, of trying to make believe that 
you're living on the continent, and can enjoy yourse! f in the open 








Depend on it, all that’s ever | 





air? It’s bosh,I say. Besides, 7 don't like it. The lower orders, too, 
may just as well go and drink their beer at the “ Blue Pig” and 
“ Red Lion” as drinking slops and listening to bands. Don’t talk to 
me any more about being out in the moonlight and enjoying it! It 


makes me feel as if I could throw things at you—you-—— 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








“Grassed.” 


No American dames of the “ grass-widow ” sort 

Must henceforth, we learn, be presented at Court, 
Unless they have husbands at hand ; 

America (long may that great nation wave) 

Will not at Her Majesty's edict look grave, 
For 'twill curb the adventuress band 

Though some English “ ladies” deserve, too, alas ! 

As well as “ grass-widows,” the Queen’s “ coup de grass.” 


Days in the Country. 

To further the praiseworthy work of sending poor children, whose 
lives are spent all the year round in close, unhealthy places, for a 
day in the country this summer, we point to the appeal for funds of 
the “HATFIELD STREET RAGGED SCHOOL AND MISSION.” Sub- 
scriptions can be sent to the Hon. Secretary, 115 Winston Koad, N, 
The more money sent the more good will be done, 





It is not generally known that Mr. C. B. Harness, the Medical 
Battery Company's Consulting Medical Electrician is President of 
the British Association of Medical Electricians, a member of the 
National Electric Medical Association, and also a member of Honour, 
with Cross of Merit, of the Belgian National Society of the Red 
Cross, &c., &c. 
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Fate really was 





The next time wu 
me; and now Oi've got a thafe of a tinnant on it who won't pay his rint! It's too bad, it is; and it's shootin’ he thafe of a tinnant Oi'm afther.” 









The last tim 


land to the thafe 


He never seems 


; 


always too hard on poor Pat. 


rint! 


a. 


e met him he had a gun, and was excited. 
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we met him he had a gun, and was excited. 


The first time we met him 


v4? | ; . i+ 
It’s too bad, it is; and i 





a tinnant at a fair price instid of what I ought to get for it! 





e had a gun, and was excitel. He said, “ Begorr! the landlord wants me to pay me 


t’s shootin’ the thafe of a landlord “i'm afther.” 





He said, “ Bedad! the Government's taken the land away from the thafe of alandlord and given it to 
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He said, “ Be jabers! if the Government isnt goin’ to compel me, the rightful landlord, to sell me 


It’s too bad, it is; and it’s shootin’ the thafe of a Government Oi'm afther.” 
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EVICTED. 


SAY THAT THERE Is 
MUST NOT INTERFERE 
rreeted report). 


I CAN 


“FROM THE BOTTOM OF MY HEART 
YOU 


VOLUNTEERS THAN I AM—(eleers)—BUT 
AL.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge at the Inited Service Institution ( 


NO ONE 


WITH 





MORE 
THE 


TOWARDS THE 


POCKET."— 


FRIENDLY 
BOTTOM OF MY 








[ Sve Cartoon Verses, p. 260, 
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ONE MUST OBLIGE THE MINISTRY. 
LATEST ITEMS OF NEWS.—(SAY TWELVE MONTHS HENCE.) 


Mr. SMITH, the British citizen, is reported to be extremely indig- 
nant at the bombardment of Dover bya Russian fleet, and the hanging 





of twelve of its principal citizens at the yard-arm. He is understood 
to be fuming at the Mansion House and Hyde lark, and to have 
formulated a demand in forcible terms to the Government, calling 
upon them to take instant steps to prevent further outrages on Bri- 
tish subjects. 

* + * * * * 

Mr. Smith, the British citizen, is reported to be entirely restored 
to tranquility and cheerful acquiescence in the unopposed ‘action of 
the Russian Government. His contentment, we are informed, was 
| brought about in the following manner :—A special representative 
| from the British Ministry called upon him in an entirely unofticial 
and friendly way, and put it to him that the earnest desire of the 
Ministers to remain in office was the reason of their forbearance to- 
wards Russia. He explained, in the most reasonable way, that any 
opposition to Nussia’s enterprises would require additional ex pendi- 
ture, which, by seriously affecting the Budget, might jeopardize the 
position of the Ministry, and even lead to the consequent discontinu- 
ance of their salaries—that some of them were desirous of little 
personal comforts wholly unattainable without their Ministerial 
salaries ; and so forth. Under these circumstances, he felt sure that 
Mr. Smith would view their present inaction from a more lenient and 
indulyent point of view, and would discontinue to desire an Opposi- 
tion to the aggressive Power, which, although it might be the means 
of saving his (Mr. 8.’s) life and property, would seriously incon- 
venience the Ministers in a personal way. Mr. 8. is understood to 
have cordially shaken hands with the representative, and expressed 
his entire contentment with the course taken by the Ministry under 
the very trying circumstances. Everything is, therefore, very satis- 

factory—that is, the Mi- 
nisters are likely to suc- 
ceed in retaining then 
salaries, 





} 


a * ” 
The Ministry, having 
found that their best 
hope of remaining in 
itlice lies in their imme- 
diately taking some ac- 
tion in opposition to the 
l\ussian invasion, have 
intimated to TT. Atkins 
that he must immediately 
mobilize himself and re- 
sist the enemy. 
* * 
rivate T. Atkins 
is stated to be seriously 
discontented at being 
} ordered to Oppose the 
enemy without being 
provided with arms of 
any kind, and it is even 
hinted that he has _ re- 
fused to budge an inch 
unless supplied with, at 
least, a toasting fork. 
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In consequence of tle discontented attitude of T. Atkins, the 





representative of the Ministry has called upon him at the barracks in 
a friendly way, and (after partaking of a glass of ale at T. Atkins’ 
expense—it being feared that any expenditure in drink on the part 
of the Government might seriously impair the excellence of the 
Sudget) explained to him that the provision of any kind of weapon 
would, even if practicable, bring upon the Ministry.a suspicion of undue 
expenditure, and thus jeopardise their retention of office (and salary). 

Under these delicate circumstances he felt sure that T. Atkins 
would view the matter in a broader and less strictly personal light, 
and would cheerfully consent to be cut into small pieces in order to 
further the very natural desires of the Ministry. Private T. Atkins 
at once expressed an entire revulsion of feeling on the subject, and 
politely intimated his readiness to at once proceed to the front and 
be slaughtered. - . * - * 

In response to an enquiry on the part of Private T. Atkins whether 
he could be provided with a pair of boots to go and be slaughtered 
in, the Government representative is stated to have put it to him 
that the gentleman who has accepted the Government contract for 
military outfits is a person of considerable influence in political 
circles, and that, in the event of his being thwarted in his earnest 
desire to pocket the public money without supplying anything in 
return, he might be the means of ejecting some of the ministers 
from office (and salary). This explanation has been accepted as 
entirely sufficient by Private T. Atkins, who has cheerfully con- 
sented to march to the front in his socks. * * x 

It having been represented, in a friendly and unofficial way, to 
the widow of the late T. Atkins, that any allowance to keep her and 
her family from starvation would cause a deduction from the official 
salary of the Deputy Assistant Inspector of Nothing in Particular 
(nephew of the RK. Hon. Dash Whatsaname, Chief Secretary for the 
Misrepresentation of Facts), into whose official remuneration the 
sums intended for pensions have been absorbed, Mrs, T. Atkins has 
expressed her entire readiness to starve. She was moved to tears on 
its being represented to her in touching terms that the deduction 
would, to a certain extent, affect the keeping of a pack of hounds, 
fed upon fo/e gras,on board the inspector’s yacht. Everything is, 
therefore, most comfortably arranged. 


FAMILY CARES. 

Miss Ethel.—* What complaint has your dolly got, dear?” 

Miss Flo. (anriously).—* 1 don’t know, dear; but Papa says 
it’s most likely got the doldrums. Sounds dreadful, doesn’t it? 
What would you give yevr dolly to take if it was like that?” 

Miss Lthel (profoundly sympathetic).—*1 shouldn't quite know 
what to do, dear; but when Mamma doesn’t know what's the 
matter with me, she always gives me a white powder, which she 
says can't do me any harm.” 

‘Miss Flo. (qreat 'y relieved in mind) —* Oh!—that would just 
be the right kind of powder to give my dolly, then—wouldn't it!” 
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MORE ABOUT OUR DEFENCES. 


MUCH has been said and written of the incomplete state of our defences. 


Still, there are some matters which have not yet been touche:l 


on. Do not the above queries urzently demand answer! 

















KNICKNACKS., 


“JOSEPH SIMMONS, the aeronaut, ascended in a balloon from 
Swansea on Bank Holiday, and descended at Simmonsbath in 
Somersetshire.” This gentleman has reversed the order of things as 
they have sometimes occurred previously; for he rose from the 
(Swan) sea and came down on dry land. Let us hope that Mr. 
Simmons will never experience a more dangerous or unpleasant bath 
than the one in Somersetshire. 


How the ladies love (?) one another, bless them! Two fair ones, 


evidently rivals, were in a railway carriage, the other day, conversing 
and smiling, oh, so sweetly !—* Yes, dear,” said one; “it is a nice 
scent; but I don’t care about using perfumes.” “Oh, I like them!” 
replied the other, ‘when they are good,” ‘Ah! yes, dear,” replied 
the first ; “ perhaps you require them.” 





at Tooting as a resi- 


“MR. MACMILLAN has offered ‘ Knapdale ' 3 
As bishops are 


dence for the Bishop Suffragan of Southwark.” 
generally pretty good hands at blowing theirown trumpets, we should 
consider Tooting a most suitable place of residence for him. 





THINGS have changed considerably for the better of late years, 
with regard to the treatment of the rank and tile in the army. For- 
merly, any little error or shortcoming was punished with stripes, and 
plenty of them: but now the only stripes they receive are those given 
for good conduct. 


LABBY is credited with having said a good thing the other evening 
at the house of a certain leader of fashion where he was introduced 
to a ventleman belonging to the other side of the House. “ Of course, 
we differ in opinion, Mr. L.,” observed the other; “but I believe in 
toleration myself, you know.” “ Political toleration is the greatest 
imposition existing,” replied Labby, “it simply means that you will 
allow me to think as you do; but if, on the other haud, J want you 
to think as / do, that becomes intolerance at once,” 


A TESTIMONIAL is being raised for Mr, H. C. Goodchild, who is 
retiring from his position as head master of the British Schools, 
Stockwell. This is just as it should be; for a good child is always a 
favourite, and no doubt he stocked well his pupils’ brains with useful 


knowledve, 


Inns of Court Voluntecer.—“ What do you think of the Duke's action 
in refusing to allow us to have our Camp in Richmond Park ?”’ 

London Scottish. —* Hoot mon! ye could na expect ony different 
from old Gamp. It always has been Richmon’ Park, and he means 
keeping it a rich mon park as long as he can.” 


JANE CAKEBREAD has been charged with drunkenness for the two 
hundred and eighth time, at Worship Street Police Court. We are 
sure that our reawlers will agree with us that the prisoner was very ill 
read, or bred ; and we cannot be surprised at the magistrate turning 
1 fining this fart twenty shillings. 


Crusty and finin 
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MATRIMONIAL CARES. 


ALL honour and glory to those who possess 
The wonderful virtue of carefulness ! 
(Denying their meed were a scandal). 
They shine, wheresoever their flag is unfurled, 
Like a beautiful deed in a naughty world— 
As Shakespeare remarked of the candle, 
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Inspired by his mother (the shrewdest of dames), 
Fitzaltamont Coningsby Robinson James, 

When looking around for a “ missis,” 
Determined no maiden, unless she had shown 
This paramount virtue, should call him her own, 

Or share in his fortune and kisses. 


Success was obliging enough to attend 

The efforts put forth by our volatile friend, 
To find a young lady to spit him ; 

And when he took Madeline Jones for a bride, 

And said that his every want she supplied, 
There wasn't a sou! to refute him. 


In fact she was quickly discovered to be 

The carefullest person you ever did see— 
A most undeniable treasure ; 

Her care didn’t come with a start or a fit, 

It lived with her always, she revelled in it,— 
It wasn’t a task—it was pleasure. 


To see her take something—the celiar-key, say— 
And carefully, tenderly, put it away, 
Was to force our respect (or to lease it) ; 
To notice her laying it down in its lair, 
And never, thereafter, remembering where, 
Was materially to increase it. 


To see her take care of her beautiful chairs, 
And cover them over with cretonne affairs, 
Till no one could see what was under 
([t might just as well have been canvas, you know, 
For nobody ever knew what was below), 
Was to stare admiration and wonder. 


Her carpets with crumb-cloths were always kept clean 
(They might have been drugget, for a!l that was seen, 
And some may have found this amusing) ; 
She liked to have evrything tidy and right, 
So she kept all her pokers enchantingly bright 
(Shed a battered thing handy for using). 


When clothing came home she would lock it from view— 
Refusing to let it be worn, because new, 
And wearing were certain to spoil it. 
She peppered things thickly to keep out the moths, 
And muffled each picture and statue in cloths, 
Lest dust should fall on it and soil it. 


With a praiseworthy carefulness all must admire, 
She was constantly sniffing the symptoms of fire, 
And sending her husband to spot them ; 
She was careful to see that the bolts were all right, 
And often sent Coningsby down in the night 
To see that she hadn't “ forgot " them. 





She was careful of money—took care of the lot !— 
And, whether her husband required it or not, 

Not willingly to him would hand it. 
She was careful to see his boots wiped on the mat— 
Her care was the care that demolished the cat, 

And I’m dashed if I think J could stand it! 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

RIGHT REVEREND ROCHESTER read his little Bill in the Lords on 
Monday, the purpose whereof is the appointment of a Suffragan 
Bishop—a sort of ecclesiastical understudy. If crime and vice de- 
creased in proportion to the increase in the number of clerics of all 

FUN would say “the more the merrier.” The sort of person 
in demand is the Rev. H. Keene, the curate of Norton, who, the other 
day, went into a house, boycotted on account iof small-pox, and 
nursed and tended three little children, stricken themselves, and 
whose parents had been removed to the hospital, The Church will 
never be in much danger while it produces Keenes. 

There was an “England in Danger” debate on the modest request 
for £2,600,000 by Mr. W. H. Smith. Major Rasch made some state- 
ments reflecting something worse than ras(c)hness on the part of the 
War Office, and Lord Charles Beresford and others said enough to 
show that if Britannia wishes to rule the waves much longer, she had 
better straighten her rulers. 

Lord Knutsford, on Tuesday, reported the gratifying intelligence that 
amicable negotiations had been completed with a gentleman known 
as Le Bengula, chief of the Amandabeli tribe. Seeing how scurvily 
Great Britain has treated the native tribes in Africa, it is a matter of 
pleasant surprise that some little respect for the Union Jack remains 
in the country whence semper aliquid novi (for further particulars 
vide small bills and great Besant). 

Mr. R. G. Webster, a future minister, who is as yet trying only his 
‘“prentice hand,” answered Seager Hunt's pertinent enquiries re the 
disastrous fire in the Edgware Road, and intimated that somebody 
was going to have a bad quarter of an hour in consequence of the 
muddle in the fire-escape arrangements. 

Goschen stated that still wines would remain still free from duty, 
except in so far as the previously existing alcoholic scale applies. 
Wines which sparkle will pay for the privilege of so doing :—those 
below 30s. a dozen, at 2s. per dozen ; those of higher value will be 
subject to the crowning penalty of 5s. per dozen. 

Not a moment before it is wanted the Libel Amendment Act made 
its appearance in Committee on Wednesday. Only those connected 
with the press can realize how thoroughly the existing law of libel 
renders the term “free press” a legal fiction. 

The Lords being up on Wednesday, Lord Spencer was able to give 
ex-Viceregal views of Irish affairs to the sharp blades of Sheffield. 
Meantime Lord Wolseley, presiding at Colonel Onslow’s lecture, 


























CHARLEY OFFERS TO TAKE THE FIRST LORD “ON,” EITHER “WITH THE 
GLOVES OR WITHOUT THEM.” 


talked even more sillily than usual. To say that physical culture is 
more neglected in Great Britain than in other European nations i: 
simply rot, as no nation in the world cultivates athleticism more than 
the British. Garnet, if you can only talk nonsense, why talk at all? 

The Lords, on Thursday, were again busy setting their house in 
order, the writing on the wall being more visible as time goes on. 
Things will be very quiet in the Commons until the licensing clauses 
(to our teetotal friends the “claws” of the cloven hoof) come on for 
consideration. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


S1z,—It’s no use. What I said over the Derby has had no impres- 
sion on them whatever. I've had 'em on to me for Ascot just the 
same (it's girls, I mean), two of them this time, and both turned up. 





eyty, 
en 


| think I said that I prefer to have two instead of only one, because 
they quarrel ; but I don’t know, it doubles the expense, and girls go 
|in for such expensive things. Anyway, here's my 
TIP FOR THE ASCOT STAKES. 


HAVE you got the little winner, Mr. Dawson? 
Have you got it, Mr. Peck or Mr. Bates? 

Mr. Sherwood, do you think yow are the pawson? 
No; the party is Trophonius, my mates ! 

He has got it up his sleeve—he has, by jingo! 
Is it Kinsky, do you think? Well, scarcely that. 

On Eurasian would you bet a pint of stingo? 
Eiridspord were better, and that’s flat ; 

Kildare may raise your hopes with Agitator, 
And Savile or The Sage your fancy seize, 

But, if you’ll trust the old vaticinator, 
You will keep your eye upon Tissapherzes. 


Perhaps, when this appears in print, you'll be sorry for what you've 
missed, for there will then be scarce time to profit by it. However, 
be not downcast ; you have a better chance with the following 


TIP FOR THE HUNT CUP. 


JOY spreads o'er the heath like a mantle of glory, 
Men dress in their best, whether lordling or lout ; 
The ladies blaze forth in silk, satin, and mvire, 
And even the lazy old sun’s coming out. 
Then plank down your counters en masse or just partly, 
Just play with Eiridspord to keep in your hand ; 
A little more caution display about Martley, 
He’s not to be sneezed at, but—yow understand ! 


Veracity, goddess of prophets and tipsters ! 
On thee will Trophonius never turn back ; 
Against Whistle Jacket no sensible lip stirs, 

And Benburb should find of supporters no lack. 
Then let us all lightly make play with Shillelagh, 
While Gallinule has just the ghost of the call ; 
Then off to our homes we'll be travelling gaily, 

Quite sure Gloriation will cover us all. 


And that, I think, sir, is about all you can expect of me at this 
juncture. Can you give me any advice? How can I get rid of so 
much girl? I am old, I am ugly, I am rude—beastly rude! But 
these things have no deterrent effect. I amalsorich. This seems to 
be at the root of the matter, but it is an attribute I hesitate to deprive 
myself of. What do you think? Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








Eggs-ample-i Gratia. 
IT was the first day of the Assizes. “You must make a good 
breakfast, you know, dear; you've got a long,trying day before you,” 
remarked his better half to the wearer of the ermine, as she rang for 
the third dish of ham and eggs. 





A Cot that doesn't conduce to Slumber.—As-cot. 








A Growl-er from the Cab Rank. 

THE London cabbies are thoroughly identifying themselves with 
their equipments, and are becoming regular growlers. They complain 
that they do not receive fare treatment from the masters, and that 
they wheely can't stand this sort of thing any longer. Naturally 
enough, they don’t see why the cab-owners should have the whip hand 
of them so completely, and are determined to resist to the utmost the 
rank injustice they have so long suffered. So they have gone upon 
strike, and are supporting their measure by the usual hackneyed 
arguments. 

Popularly sympathy, however, is with them, it being sensibly 
argued that for the poor cabbies to be balgered by the police and 
unhandsomely treated by the masters cannot be for the public weal. 
lo the popular mind it is surely a Mystery of the Hansom Cab 
(and four-wheeler) trade, that while the drivers are bound by law to 
ply for a fixed rate, the same law is not extended to the owners to 
compel them to a fixed and reasonable scale for the hire of their plant 





Madness that Way Lies. 


(In the Westminster county court, on Thursday, Mr. Hayden Coffin sued the 
defendant, Mr. Leslie, the lessee of the Prince of Wales's theatre, for £49 43. 2.1. 
balance of salary alleged to be due under an agreement, Plaintiff said he eatered 
iato an agreement with defendaat to perform in Dorothy at a salary of £40 a week 
“for six performances and one matinde the deceased was found, on which wae 
written, ~ What is home without a mother? Good-bye.—Tep LANCASTER.’ 
Verdicts of “ Temporary insanity” were returnel.—From ‘ Lloyd's Weekly Lon lon 
Newspaper,” verbatim et literatim.] , 


OF this striking example the moral is plain— 

Keep from going to Law and preserve your urbanity, 
Lest, although you a triumphant verdict may gain, _ 

You should find your case quoted as “ Temp'ry insanity.” 
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MODERN SCIENCE., 
ScENE—A Conversazione at Professor Pullemorf’s, 


First Chappie—* Off?” 

Second Ditto.—“1 should think so. Beastly fraud! Fello 
who got me the invite said I should meet the aking scientific tnd 
of the day here. Supposed I should see Kilrain, Jem Smith, 
Ashton Goode, and the pick of the fancy; and dashed if they've 
yan up as much as featherweight ex-champion. I'm off to the 
‘Pelican’!” 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 
Closher, M.P. (seizing an opportune moment to declare his passion).—* Miss SWEETLIPS, PERHAPS I MAY SAY—MARY—DEAR 























MARY—MY MARY—MY OWN DARLING MARY—I BEG TO—TO—TO—MOVE THAT THE QUESTION BE NOW PUT.” | Put and carried, 
Evicted. For it’s hardly needful to remark— Pleasant News. 
(SEE CARTOON.) He is only a Volunteer. A BRIGHTON Alhambra is now being built, 
THE Volunteer feelsjextremely bad, Oh, whither away shall he wander, then, And the show will, it more” be a right ‘un, 
And his case no doubt is truly sad, So as not to annoy his fellow-men? So, what with the new house's glory and gilt 
For eviction stares him in the face, And whereabouts shall he get his fun, It will make the town still more a Bright 
And he hates the semblance of disgrace. And his camp be pitch’d, and his prizes won? a” 
we wor Papa ae yoga home, A vagabond now he's driven to be, _—— —— ———— 
nd nis grief 16 most sincere And he sheds a silent tear, ce One Shilling. Poat-fre 
That goodness knows where he’s forced to | yet nabeds cares, for, don’t you see? | Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
roam He is only a Volunteer ! ‘JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 





Hereafter he may not sport upon 


The breezy ai of Wimbledon, 


: | 
Though he’s only a Volunteer. | pat ae : | By FRANK BARRETT. 
| ery Clef-er. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


As his rifle-bullets are said to stray, WE know a musician, whose ear is so sen- | « ” 
And the Duke declares that he must not stay, | sitive, that whenever his — is “sharp,” THROUGH By Pron FIRST | 
Nor even go free in Richmond Park, he always uses a tuning-fork to his meals, | By H. fT. : 

Near the Royal Ranger's deer, This gives a tone to his system. | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SEVEN *RIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


SOeReeseHese6e Figen mene. 9 
Tonga: Paes Cadb 
se ongar aa tty VAQOULY S 


i | GUARANTEED * 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | NO 
ved effective in all those cases in which we | Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch PURE AND 
ene prescribed it.’’—Afedical Press. | 20r spurt, the pornts being rounded by a new process. SOLUBLE. 


ft your wane lor a rage Mad Assorted Sample 
2/9, 4/6, and 11/- Of all Chemists. | paw Worxs, Binuincuam: or to their Wholenle | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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(5) Locks of hair for friend*’ albums | (7) At the Grand Martial Tournament, 
Islingto b 
The Guards will all gain our re- 


we're asked now to spare, 
guards ev'ry day. 


Which is awkward for thotre not too 








(1) The police have astonished them- 
selves and each Saxon— 

Por (thanks te himself) they have | 

; 


caught Mr. Jackson. 
2) Some throw pigeons and doves to | (4) 
Why? 


famed actresses. ad 
Can it be to provide them with 


stuff for a pie? 





(3) A 


laden with hair. 
(6) A young noble, it’s said, will besoon | (8) A enake in one’s “tuetic” would 
caune, there's no dov!it, 
The slowest of damecls to bustle 


has nous, ' 
Has a notion of laying on beer to 
about, 


your house. 


“Pay.” Villiers, who's eer “up t 
sued for pelf 
ate of affairs he has Brought-on 


A ut 


himseil. 





time ” without fail, 
Shows the great Board of Worke 


1 of Blackmail. 


the Boar 





Vou. XLVIL—NO. 1206 











NS 


f 
; 


>> 


a 
Tet pian Ae 


BS ee: ee ae 


Ri ccheietinac endian dtrstieeen at ldiineneas eetaee aie in teeemees 


a ee ee ee ae a a 











262 HUN. 


JUNE 20, 1888, 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ALHAMBRA.— Comparisons 
being odious, I am not going to 
compare the new ballet at the 
Alhambra with the new ballet 
at the Empire. At one place 
you will find a lot of old favour- 
ites (if, being ladies, they will 
allow me to call them so), and 
at the other a lot of new ones; 
but, if you want to acquaint 
yourself with any other differ- 
ences, and decide which is the 
better, it will be best for you to 
go to each alternately until 
you've made up your mind, and 
then continue the process to 
confirm your judgment. 








ON its merits, Ain’t I 'oppy is 
a capital ballet. It has a pretty 
story. It would appear that 
Mdlle. Cossio, an Amazon Queen, 
and Mdlle. Cormani, a Greek 
captain, have long been at war 
with each other, but they have 
just signed a treaty of panes on half a sheet of paper. Festivities 
are going forward to celebrate the unusual feat, and the usual feet 
indulge in sundry pirouettings of triumph, to the (bodily) accom- 
paniment of harps and fans—some very picturesque effects obtained 
out of the latter. In the midst of these things comes Mdlle. Bessone, 
Mdlle. Cossio’s sister, who, by means of working her shoulders and 
looking sideways, at length “mashes” the captain, to the raging 
jealousy of the queen. The courtiers and soldiers present, becoming 
aware of this strained state of things, endeavour to soothe them by 
dancing a Greek Highland fling. Several gentlemen attached to 
important clubs also endeavour to distract their attention, but all to 
no purpose. 


THE ALHAMBBA.—THE MAIDEN ON 
HK MASH, 


THE scene changes to the bath and washhouses of the district, out- 
side which several harpists, whose cornets and violins have deserted 
them, perform in the usual manner, askilful touch of nature. Several 
ladies who have been bathing restore their circulation with a little 
exercise, and Mdlle. Bessone then gives them an illustrative lesson 
in the art of swimming with one leg on the und, But the 
— has followed her, and being very properly warned off the 
ladies’ bathing-ground, and refusing to depart, the scandalized 
Amazon Queen endeavours to disperse him by force ; but while she is 
dinting his shield with immense energy, his myrmidons carry off her 
sister to his encampment. Whereupon the Queen converts the treaty 
of peace into a treaty of pieces, and calls for vengeance... 


THE next scene shows the Amazon encampment with tired 
Amazons leaning wearily and asleep against the distant country. 





LADIES ad 
CE BATHING GROUND 
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THE ALHAMLRA.—THE INTRUDER, 


This meeting gives a rhythmic show of hands in favour of Mdlle. 
Coasio’s war proposition, and Mdlle. Marie expresses her determi- 
nation to do or die with a toy axe of some two ounce weight The 








Amazons then evolute with effect, and rush tumultuously to the 
fray. 





THE fourth tableau of this exciting story is the tent of the noble 
Captain, in which the runaway sister is left to express by staggering 
steps and general limpness that the Captain has gone to war, leaving 
her a prey to some anxiety. Soon the Captain appears, however, 
victorious, and in possession of the Amazon flag. e is weary, and 
would fain rest. She relieves him of his sword and gives him a 
drink, and he would fainer rest than ever. The Queen and her 
officers enter, prisoners, and the former, still mad that her sister 
should have cut her out, endeavours to retaliate in kind with the 
sword so carelessly left about by Mdlle. Bessone. It doesn’t come 
off, however, and presently, at the intervention of the latter lady, all 
is forgiven by all parties; then—hey ! for the Grand Trafalgar Square 
Demonstration in honour of the marriage—banners, processions, and 
all. The marrowbones and cleavers are not forgotten, and the 
curtain falls on a lovely final tableau showing Mdlle. Bessone illumi- 
nated by the figure with the hall-lamp. Blue fire and calls for 


everybody. 


“ RIFE” isn’t the word for morning performances just at present ; 
it is impossible for the ordinarily constructed human critic to attend 
all of them—that is, unless he proposes to write his notices as the 
plays go on; there isn’t any time else. However, I’ve seen one or 
two, and I’m not altogether prepared to say I wish I hadn't, 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Here was born one morning a rather weakly 
Baby, which we shall probably see no more. Peremptory snuffing out, 
however, is more severity than the author deserves. The piece won't 
do a bit, but it holds indications of a 
tendency to write natural and some- 
times even smart dialogue, which 
are, at least, not unpromising. Mr. 
Edgar Smart must be credited with 
some ability for keeping a long, un- 
interesting part from becoming 
tedious. Mr. Frank Wood has a cer- 
tain unforced crispness of style and 
sense of character that always makes 
his low comedy welcome, which, 
with the magnetic sprightliness of 
his clever little wife, Miss Kate 
James, contributed not a little to 
the relief of the (on the whole) 
tedious afternoon. Miss Bertha 
Dawes was a pleasing, but not a 
sufficiently sprightly representative 
of “ Baby.” Miss Maude Brennan 
obtained all the respect possible for 
an irritating part, and Miss Gwynne 
Herbert made the points of the 
young wife with some spirit. Mr. 
T. Paxton had a bit of “fat” inthe que ALHAMBRA.—MDLLE. MARIE 
small part of Policeman A,of which onTHE WAR PATH—THE AMAZON 
he made good use. GOING IT AMAZON TONGS. 


THE STRAND.—7he Paper Chase, produced here on the afternoon 
of the 9th inst., had all the advantages of a “ popular” cast ; and as 
a good deal of the dialogue was funny, considerably more than the 
average amount of matinée amusement was the result. The fault that 
is most likely to act against the piece’s success is the circumstance 
that it has two plots running side by side, as it were, and refusing to 
blend, so that each distracts attention from the other. Some lines of 
the lover's sail too near the wind of the Gilbert and Sullivan opera 
style, but that is a minor matter. 





Mr. LIONEL BrouGH had the character of a complacently 
muddled-headed old gentleman to depict, which was simply lovely in 
results ; but the entire cast did such admirable work, that “ it would 
be invidious to select any one for special praise,” as you will agree 
when I “give you a list of it,” which is as follows :—Messrs. C. 5. 
Fawcett, 8. Brough, W. Guise, and W. Cheeseman, and Misses Milli- 
cent Mildmay, Susie Vaughan, Olga Nethersole, and Agnes Oliver. 
Even the comparatively unimportant part played by the last-named 
lady was given with quiet and unexaggerated humour. 


THE GLOBE.—True Colours, a piece by Mr. J. P. Hurst, now lifts 
the curtain here in frontof Bootles’ Baby, which latter seems to have 
more attraction for the public than might have been—nay, than was 
—expected. Zruec Colours has quite sufficient strength and interest 
for its purpose, and is very well played by Messrs. Ryde and Forbes 
Dawson and Misses Giffard and Webster. NESTOR. 
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REQUIESCAT.—Potsdam, June 15, 1888. 











New Leaves. | 

THE celebrities figured forth in Men and Women of the Day are | 
General Viscount Wolseley, Madame Schumann, and Walter Besant. | 
—A new feature in Scribner’s is the beginning of a series of articles | 
on “Railways.” There is also an interesting article on “ Hospital | 
Life.”—The “ Glimpses of Old English Homes” are becoming more | 
and more attractive as they go on in the English Illustrated, but the | 
pleasantest pages are still covered by ‘Coaching Days and Coaching | 
Ways;” yet, stay! read “Lil.”"—In Tinsley’s two new stories are 
begun.—//ousehold Words is very full and very good.—Le Follet is, 
as usual, very dressy.—Zhe Nursing Record, @ new journal, seems 
likely to be a valuable and valued publication.—Collins’ Once a Week, 
a New York paper, new in April last, reached us recently. It is well 
got up, but chiefly noticeable for the free and unacknowledged appro- 
priation of illustrations from English prints, ourselves amongst others, 
This seems a simple plan of ‘meeting a great want.” 

“ Academy Sketches,” edited by Henry Blackburn (W. H. Allen & 
Co.). Such a splendid collection of sketches are of lasting value— | 
“London in 1888,” by Herbert Fry (same publishers). This is no 
small “ Fry,” the book gets to be bigger and better year after year— 
London is thus set by the years.—“ The Art of Making-up,” by C. H. 
Fox (C. H. Fox). Those who consult this book will soon discover 
that the author is a master of the “art.”—Two of the most pleasing 
of the many valuable “Holiday Hand Books,” edited by Mr. Percy 
Lindley, are “ The Moselle,” and “ The Hartz Mountains,” the former 
we commended to our readers long ago ; the latter we long to recom- 
mend to them now, jolly Hartz. 

“ Useful Notes for Travellers in Europe.” This book, though small 
enough for the vest pocket, is invested with a large amount of infor- 
mation, valuable to those who are going up and down in the world, 
seeking what they can see, and where they may lay their heads. 

In the Religious Tract Society’s illustrated periodicals there are many 
matters of exceptional excellence.—Besides the instalments of the 
serial stories in Longman’s, there is a persuasive article, by Dr. B. W. 
Richardson, on “ Foods for Man.”—A curious book is ‘“‘ Metempsy- 
chosis,” brought out anonymously by Messrs. Longmans. It is 
Burne-Jones-y, and couleur de rose Rossettified, but has great merit 


and some beautiful lines in it. 





BORN OCTOBER ISTH, 1831. 


Frederick, the Kaiser and the King. 
DIED JUNE 15TH, 1888. 


TO-DAY a heavy gloom hangs o’er the earth,— 
To-day a noble heart has ceased to beat ; 

And tears will flow at many a royal hearth, 
And mournful hearts at every turn we meet. 

For now the dark’ning cloud of death hangs o'er 
A mighty nation and a kindred race, 

And millions mourn their good king is no more— 
Another now is ruling in his place. 


He was a warrior and a mighty king— 
He led the van where hottest raged the fight, 

And his fair fame through every land did ring, 
All singing of his daring and his might. 

Sut now farewell to pomp and loud acclaim, 
Farewell to earthly glory and renown, 

And all the lustre that surrounds a name 
Made worthy of a mighty nation’s crown. 


The mourning bells had scarcely ceased to ring 
The kne]! of funeral rites, as slow they bore 
To his last resting-place the veteran king, 
When they proclaim the new king is no more. 
Now lay him Sewn there, side by side to rest 
Among his kindred, kings and warriors old ; 
His ’scutcheon bears a name among the best 
For deeds of valour and for works of gold. 


So let the curtain fall, and close the scene ; 

For him this fleeting, short-lived race is run; 
The days of turmoil and of summer sheen— 

The last great battle fought, and victory won. 
Here, at the dawning of a summer day, 

To that grim summons that the reaper brings 
He bows responsive, as he passed away 

To pay his homage te the King of Kings. 


























264 


FUN. 


JUNE 20, 1888, 








OUR WAR PREPARATIONS. 
A STEP IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION! 


Tag UTILITY OF THE VOLUNTEERS RECOGNISED AT Last '— 
GENERAL SATISFACTION! 


HE British authorities 
haveilately received a visit 
from: a _ distinguished 
stranger. Common Sense 
(who is making a short— 
very short—stay in Eng- 
land for the purpose of 
advocating the establish- 


uniforms and arms of the volunteers for complete reconstruction, a 
process which, it is understood, can be completed in from five to ten 
In the meantime the volunteers will be supplied (at their own 
expense) with penny canes and such weapons as have been con- 
demned in trial as unfit for use by the regulartroops. It has further 
been considered advisable to withdraw all officers from the volun- 
teers for use as errand boys in the Government offices; and to take 
away the boots of the volunteers and transfer them to the militia. 
That busybody, Common Sense, objects to this plan too; he has 
therefore been sent about his business by the Authorities. 
* * * * 7 * 
LATEST INTELLIGENCE.—The Authorities are greatly disappointed 
by the failure of the volunteers to defend London against the enemy. 
They consider that the failure was not due to the penny canes, which 








ment of some sort of rudi- 
mentary national defence, 
such as the formation of 
asmall British army and 
navy supplied with some 
sort of usable weapon), 
called upon the authori- 


ties at the Government 
offices, and asked to see 
some bod y responsible. 


After the visitor had stood 
on the mat a few days, 
he was politely but firmly 
informed that, after a 
diligent search, it had 
been found impossible to 
discover anybody respon- 
sible for anything; but 
that, if he cared to see 
somebody in receipt of a large salary, there were plenty of gentlemen 
at his service. The visitor, having been presented to these, explained 
that, although a perfect stranger to the British Departments, he had 
ventured to call with the view of suggesting that the utility of one 
hundred thousand trained soldiers (generally known as volunteers) 





were exceptionally good canes. The Authorities have therefore de- 
cided, most reluctantly, that the volunteers, having had a fair trial, 








should cease to be entirely ignored as a means of defence. The | have proved useless for purposes of defence. Signed—THE AUTHO- 
arguments of the visitor having been laid before them at length, the | RITIES. 
Authorities are understood to have remarked, ** Ah !—just so—pre- 
cisely.” This is looked upon as a most favourable sign, and indica- ! 
tive of very practical the. ™ Bond, yeu Bree ; - 
- . (Mr. Bond resign his post as chief librarian to the British Museum.] 


° * 7” * * * 

We are happy to inform our readers that the UTILITY of the 
VOLUNTEERS has at LENGTH been KECOGNISED. Speaking at a 
public dinner to-day, the Authorities used the following significant 
| words :—“ Ah !—there is—ah!—one point upon which we feel—ah! 
_—confident that our remarks will meet with the—ah !—er—sympathy 
|of all classes. In alluding to the volunteers—(cheers)—we cannot 

but feel that—ah !—body of trained citizens—utmost utility—ah !— 
brave to the core—(cheers)—feel sure—deserving—greatest encou- 
ragement—all in our power—ah !—yaas?” ( Cheers.) 

These words have created the most profound impression of satis- 
faction in all circles ; indeed, the principal foreign governments are 
understood to have burst into loud and joyous laughter on reading 
the report of them. The most satisfactory anticipations are indulged 
_in on all sides; and the future action of the Authorities is eagerly 
awaited. 

* . * +. * * 

The opinions of the Authorities have already borne fruit in practical 
| testimony of their anxiety for the efficiency of our civilian army. 
| One thousand tons of provisions supplied by a contractor for the 
| army having been discovered (subsequently to payment) to be unfit 
| for human food, the Authorities have decided to serve them out to 

the volunteers as the first step in their resolution to support and 
|encourage the volunteer movement. It has also been resolved to 
| Serve out to such volunteers as apply for them a number of ancient 
| flint-lock guns (without barrels) found in a disused cellar of the 
| Departments, together with a considerable quantity of damaged 
gunpowder. 

| It is considered that the transfer of these things to our volunteer 
_ force, instead of destroying the articles as originally intended, will go 
far toward stimulating our citizen soldiers to renewed efforts in the 
way of perfecting themselves in discipline (at their own expense), 
and fill them with new zeal and ambition. The visitor, Common 
Sense, is reported to entertain some absurd objections to the action 
of the Authorities. 


In view of the declaration of war, the Authorities (having so flat- 
teringly recognised the utility of the volunteers) have been earnestly 
considering the best means of utilizing our citizen soldiers for the 
defence of the metropolis. 

In pursuance of this object, it has been deemed best to call in the 


Lo! Librarian Bond, 
Of whom everyone's fond, 
From the British Museum will cut his connection ; 
We regret he resigns, 
And hence these few lines 
To give him some proof of our Bond of affection. 





Mrs. PODMORE doesn’t boast of an underground cellar. She says 
“there is no keeping anything this hot weather, even a worm will 
turn.” 














ACCOMMODATING. 
Prospective Mistrcss.—“1 always overlook everything myself, I 
may tell you.” 
Maria (come after the place).—* Which that is what I should 
wish, M’m, pertickler if I broke anythink, M’m, I should like you 
to overlook it very much.” 
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FROGGY HE WOULD A-WOOING GO. 
















































































“5 think this biue-chiva frog will suit the sweet Gladys,” As Jones and Rebinson walked home, And they looked up Pimberblaine next morning just as 
said Pimberblaine. “’Tis her birthday to-morrow.” they seemed deliberating on some fiendish he was off to Gladys. Jones carried a black bag. 
scheme. ' 
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And, while Pimberblaine was showing his “Gladys, dearest,” said Pimberblaine, “I have And it did, for the Natterjack was very lively! (N.B.— 
mythical, mystical picture to Robinson, what that withw this little chest which will both sur- Jones and Robinson apologised. The wedding came off, 


was easier than for Jones to substitute for the prise and delight you, I deem!” and they were at it.) 


china frog a Natterjack toad ? 








Express Expressions. “Tis true, ’tis pit-y.” 
(Certain perruquial artists now un:ertake to supply complexions and expressions TRADE must be looking up. Working men are waging war on the 
| to order.) question of wages, and strikes are beginning to be epidemic. The 
| HERE’s news—such glorious news, too, that all classes it should acting manager at the Tredegar Ironworks can no longer put out his 
cheer, , boards with the inscription, “ Pit Full,” for all his colliers have 
No person who’s expressionless need anywhere appear. joined the unemployed, and are going in for an idle, if not an ideal 
For, look you, there are “ artists" who are good enough to state life. Very pleasant, this hot weather; but doesn’t pay the butcher 
“They'll supply you with complexions and expressions while you | and baker. Let's hope they'll soon be at work again ; their grievances 
can, after all, only be miner ones. 


wait.” 

This ought to be encouraged, for our faces may be made - 

To suit each separate feeling, each emotion, every shade. ' WE read in one of the morning papers: “A telegram from Algiers 

Love, grief, dismay, delight, despair, excitement, woe, and hate , Bie I me . 

Ase ome the chief ex a ssions they can paint you while you wait informs us that a swarm of locusts twelve miles long and six miles 

ee ne ne ee y P 4 hed * | broad is advancing in a compact mass.” They do not tell us how 

Suppose you're forced to see a play—a play perhaps that’s slow— many of these large locusts go to a swarm, but one of them would be 
quite enough for us. If we had found a locust twelve miles 


And you want to seem amused, a gay expression you can show. 

Or suppose you're off to church, and fear your phiz is not sedate, long in our back garden, we fear we should have cust or cussed high 

They'll paint you a devotional expression while you wait. and low, and though the habit is lo, the cussing would have been 
loud as well as deep. 


If you fain would see your sweetheart, and the question wish to pop, es 
A seraphic, pleading visage you can purchase at the shop. 


If you want a knowing, horsey look, for race use—up to cate | BeErore the Select Committee of the House of Lords, during the 
Why this expression, also, can be served you while you wait! inquiry into that most iniquitous custom of “sweating” poor work- 
In short, for home or foreign use, for city or sea-side, people, one of the — = a as ~y =— that everyone 
A iate expressions are on moderate terms supplied. who lived without work on the labour of others was a “sweater. 
oo. ie ian’ +g This was rather hot on their lordships ; we wonder if the shaft went 


So, a roaring trade will doubtless soon reward these artists great 


Who supply us with complexions and expressions while we wait. home ! 
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THE PONS ASINORUM. 


(THE great Channel Bridge is to the fore again: we have been talking to our Sp2cial Seer about it. He transferred himself to a date a few years forward from 
now. On returning, he said :— 





onfounded clumsy bluebottle hadn’t bumped against the weakest part on the very 


“Well, they buil: it; and all wculd bave gone on most satisfactorily if a « 
The shareholders hadn’t calculated on bluebottles. 


morning of completion, aad wrecked the whole affair. 



































“Then Neptune got in a rage about it. ‘Every blessed day,’ he said, ‘if some fool of an iroaclad and some idiotic pier of this bridge don’t send each other to the 
bottom! My head’s never safe—anid I won't have my place always lumbered with wreckage like this !’ 
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“ But, after all, the bridge was of advantage. Mons. Hippolite of Calais (who is always sick at sea) managed to get over on the bridge just before that fly came 
along. But he could never get back. He sits for evermore on the shore of Albion, waiting for someone to build another bridge.” 
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wish to be civil, 
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THE BOARD OF WORKS SCANDAL. 


“YOU DIRTY BOY !”—After Focardi. 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 272. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THERE was a terrible to-do in the Lords on Monday night. The 
indignant peers had learned that those audacious Commons had dared 
to object to peers and prelates intermeddling in Parliamentary elec- 
tions. The idea of anybody objecting to the peers doing anything! 
Miltown grew quite purple with rage, and looked as if he expected 
thunderbolts to fall from outraged Olympus, and Lord Salisbury 


the orchid-adorned Joe himself could not repress a smile as the. wild 
vell of laughter greeted his repudiation of the ladder by which he 
climbed to power. The next diversion was the defeat of the Govern- 
ment on Jennings’ motion condemning the Admiralty pensions. 
Gigantic glee among Gladstonites and Parnellites. a 
Wednesday evening was devoted by the Commons to considering 
in Committee the Morning Post-man’s knock on the head of the exist- 


ing law of libel. 
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evidently thought heaven ought to mark its sense of the Commons’ 
impiety by laying on an earthquake forthwith. However, neither 
thunderbolts nor earthquakes came up to time, and the peers formed 
a Select Committee to consider the sacrilegious report, and brandished 
motion for committee very much as a certain elderly lady brandished 
the mop wherewith she attempted to sweep back the sea. 

The Famaneee are certainly permeated witha Vandal spirit. Rath- 
bone, in cold blood, proposed to abolish aldermen as a species by 
means of a Local Government Scheme, and actually found 213 other 
iconoclasts of like views; 250 righteous men, however, came to the 
rescue of the venerable relic of Bumbledom, and the race of aldermen 
remains extant. “ Who shall decide when doctors disagree?’ and 
when they are Doctors of Divinity the question is still more puzzling. 
Kbor, and Cantuar. went to loggerheads on Tuesday over the Church 
Discipline Bill in a right reverend fashion, and showed that even 
prelates can be pugnacious. Carlisle’s Bishop backed Benson, and 
Liverpool held the sponge for York till, seeing his man “on the 
ropes,” he threw it up, and the successor of Thomas a Becket scored 
a well-contested battle. Je plis, mais je ne romps pas, quo’ Ritchie, 
and seeing that unless be let go of the Licensing Clauses they would 
drag him and his co-ministers down from power, he has dropped 
therm like hot potatoes—Parliamentary brewing interest not so very 
wroth with him after all. That interest essentially Tory, and by 
relinquishing compensation they retain place, which, in a manner, 
compensates loss of compensations. 

Tuesday night was replete with alarms and excursions. The 
gigantic joke of the evening was Joseph reproving the Caucus. Even 


THK MATCH OF THE SEASON.—GOVEKNMENT versus OP?OSITION.—DEUCISIVE BALL FKOM THE TEMPERANCE BUWLER, 


Cause. 


Lord Meath is determined to fight the bunglers and builders who 
make the metropolis hideous to the death. On Thursday he rated the 
Lord Chancellor regarding the waste land which is a disgrace to the 
town and a disfigurement to the Law Courts, and on Friday he 
went for the wooden railings which form an eyesore. viewed whether 
from Piccadilly, the Cri., or the Pav. The Commons by dint of 
morning sittings are endeavouring to get through the Local Govern- 
ment Bill. 








Wooley-Vous ? 
“ How to be healthy, though clothed,” 
A lecturer has lately told us; 
By him modern suits are all loathed ; 
In woollen attire he'd enfold us. 
But what if we wool-d not clothe thus, 
After all this kind lecturer’s fuss? 
Of this proverb he then would be full— 
‘“*Much cry, but alas, little wool.” 





Dr. R. N. Cust has just presented to the Church Missionary 
Society, to be placed in its buildings in Salisbury Square, a handsome 
brass tablet recording the names of the male and female missionaries 
who, between 1809 and 1884, laid down their lives for the mission 
The donor may be Cust, but those the tablet is intended to 
commemorate—are decidedly blest. 








A Great “Bustle” about Nothing. 


By Laura Matilda, on hearing that in Servia it had been proposed 
to tax dress-improvers. 


My dearest Lavinia, now what do you think ?— 
It’s really too shocking! We've been on the brink 
Of having our rights, love, abused in a way 

That fills my poor heart with despair and dismay. 
Those horrid officials are trying to tax 

Whatever we wear—why, the clothes to our backs 
They thought were best fitted (1 don’t mean a pun) 
For taxing, of all things, dear, under the sun! 


What will they do next I should like to know, dear? 

Man has no more feeling for us than a bear ; 

In fact, to compare them’s a slur on the beast, 

He'd hold “improvers” as sacred, at least. 

Now, haven't ~ td plenty to tax if they like? 

They might spare our pet dogs if they taxed their own “tyke” 
(1 think that’s their word), for it seems, love, to me, 

That those who make taxes should pay them, you sec. 


That what's-his-name—Goschen—who's taxed wheels and wine, 
Knew perfectly well where one should draw the line ; 





No !—none but a Goth or a Vandal would dare 

To tax our “improvers ” or aught that we wear. 
Why, had he succeeded, who knows but at last 
We'd been in his clutches so firmly and fast 

That all we delight in—pads, powders, hair-dyes— 
Had been fit for taxing in his wicked eyes! 








Anglo-Danish Exhibition. 

THE Tableauxr Vivants of Mr. Savile Clarke, portraying bits from 
the fairy lore of Hans Christian Andersen, should be seen by all 
visitors here. 

Some of these living pictures are sweetly pretty, and some exqui- 
sitely funny. The tales depicted have been worked out with great 
care and thought, so that immediately they bring to one’s recollection 
some of the quaintest and most beautiful reading of our youth. “ The 
Nightingale” Japanese scenes, as regards costumes and posing, are 
splendid. Altogether it is a most novel entertainment, and one that 
will be thoroughly appreciated by both young and old. 





A Dr. HAMMOND of Yankeeland declares that death by strangula- 
tion with a silk or cotton rope is painless, and altogether a rather 
agreeable sensation. Possibly he has tried both, and knows the ropes. 
Anyhow, we will take his word for it. 
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His Latest Crime. 


(Mr. Gladstone (kindly excuse our mentioning his 
name), was lately observed driving about with Mrs. G. 
in the park]. 

Or course, we know Gladstone's nefarious— 
That he dabbles in crimes vast and various, 
That his deeds (so say Tories) are dark, 
We know his unfailing loquacity, 

But, horror! his latest audacity 
Is driving about in the park ! 


That arch-fiend and his missis, yea verily, 

Were lately seen dashing on merrily, 
"Mid persons of very great mark ! 

Yea, that impudent imp of impiety 

Dares to show his vile face in “society,” 
And go driving about in the park! 


Ah, “England in Danger” we've read about, 
But Tories will surely throw dread about, 
Causing madness most staring and stark, 
Unless Fate with some blow doth soon follow 
him, 
Or some earthquake arise and soon swallow 
him— 
That Demon who drives in the park ! 








A Weed Worth “Puffing.” 


SoME tell us that Erin’s unsettled, 
And apt to be somewhat nettled, 
But Murrays (of Belfast), cloak it— 
| For their fine Mellow Smoking Mixture 
| Is becoming a (Bel)fast fixture. 
So put that in your pipe and smoke it. 





A (Labou)chére Amie. 
{Mrs. Labouchere has recently spoken at politica! 
| meectings.] 
Mrs. LABOUCHERE has lately 
Taken to orating greatly, 
But ’tis not a strange affair ; 
Tis natural (so frown not tartly) 
That she—once wont to act so smartly— 
In speech should take a (Labou)share. 














HE DROPPED CLASSICS. 
Elderly Juan.—* DO YOU KNOW, MISS PRETTYPERT, THAT AS | GAZE UPON YOU 
SITTING HERE BY THE SEA, I FEEL QUITE LIKE THE SAILORS OF THAT MYTHO- 


LOGICAL FELLOW WHEN THEY BEHELD CIRCE ON THE SHORE.” 
Miss Prettypert.—*1 KNOW—TURNED INTO PIGS, WEREN'T THEY?” 


——~ — —— oy 








KNICKNACKS. 


Son (reading).—“* What is the meaning of the phrase, ‘ Necessity 


,o 99 


has no law’? 
Father (who has had some experience).—* It means that he cannot 


afford to pay for it, my son; and in England that is the only way of 
obtaining it.” 


WHAT is the difference between a man who is shut up inside a 
country coach, and one who is seated opposite two pretty girls? One 
misses the views, and the other views the misses. 


‘‘remember the new commandment, ‘ Love one another.’ Believe me, 
there is never anything lost by love.” ‘‘He’s wrong there,” mur- 
mured a young fellow to his friend ; “for when I was in love with 
Tottie, the barmaid, up in town, I lost my appetite, and I lost my 
spirits, and three nights running I lost the last train and had to walk 


all the way home.” 





OVERHEARD OUTSIDE SOMERSET HOUSE.—Farmer Giles.—“ Well, 
I'm blowed! How on earth they can call this the Civil Service, | 
don’t know. Why, I don’t believe as how there’s a single civil 


servant in it.” 


Jones.—“ Here’s a funny advertisement. ‘Porter Wanted, apply 
at the brewery,’ etc. It’s a strange thing that they should want 
porter at a brewery.” 

Smith.—* Of course he would have to be a stouwt man,” 

Brown.—* And hale also.” 


THE strike among the London Cabmen has come to a conclusion. 
Those masters who have been working on the old rule, “‘ Hansom is as 
Hansom does,” have been driren to understand that it is for their 
wheel to act fare, or fair, towards the cabbies, and that it was a rank 
injustice to expect them to pay more than they could earn ; so once 


again peace reins amongst the whips. 





“My dear friends,” exclaimed a lecturer, a few evenings since, | 


SoME of the banners belonging to the Anti-Compensation show 
the other day bore the most strange and equivocal inscriptions. Take 
the following forinstance : “ There’s Death inthe Pot.” Sothere is in 
the teapot if much green tea is used. “Question Solved—Don't 
Drink.” Would it not solve the question equally well to leave off 
eating? “Pay no fines and accept no bribes.” The first portion of 
this is distinctly illegal, while as for the latter is it not a case of “ No- 
body asked you, my pretty maid”? “O that a man should put an 
enemy into his mouth,” etc. They seem to have forgotten what 
was said of old about it not being the bad whisky that went intoa 
man’s mouth that did the mischief, but the idiotic nonsense which 
came out of it, when he began making a speech. 


First Traveller.—* Do you have a cold bath, then, summer and 


7%? 


winter. 
Second Do.—“ Yes, every morning. I kept it up even in Greenland 
last year.” 
First Do. (shircring).—* By George! Wasn't it cold?” 
Second Do.—‘‘ Cold, my boy? Cold was no name for it. The water 


' used to freeze as I sponged myself, and rattled off my back like peas, 


It used to sound for all the world like a heavy hailstorm, and my 
servant used to sweep up the water I had splashed over with a dustpan 


and brush.” 


Shr.—‘‘ Where were you last evening?” 
He,—“ 1 was at the Fish-market. There was a capital show there.” 
She.—‘Oh, indeed! What are they playing there? I don’t 


yo 


remember ever having been there; is it a pretty theatre? 


A BLUE-JACKET was showing some acquaintances, in a country 
beerhouse, how he had fought in the Soudan, and made the wal + 
stick that represented his cutlass or sword bayonet whistle throug 
the air. “Thaat be aal roight,” observed one of the spectators; “ but 
thaat be aal cutting. Whaat about the guaarding?” “Oh! we 


| didn’t go in for guarding,” replied Jack; “we did the cutting, and 


left the Arabs to guard—if they could,” 
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DELIGHTS OF SHOPPING. 


NO APPREHENSION ON THAT ACCOUNT. 





Dubious Lady Customer.—“ 1 AM AFRAID IT WILL NOT WASH!” 
Conscientious Draper's Assistant.—“ 1 THINK, MADAM, YOU NEED BE UNDER 
I CAN, AT LEAST, ASSURE YOU THAT 


IT COMES DIRECT FROM A MANUFACTURER IN COURSE OF LIQUIDATION.” 


| Minnie. 
| A ROME-AN ROME-ANCE. 


O ITaLy !—but that’s enough 

To ease one’s conscience of its duty ; 
Ejaculations, guantum suff., 

We’ve had on all its woe and beauty. 
I’m sick ef this eternal Rome, 

And equally eternal “ peasant,” 
That ev’ry one is sending home 

In pictures—till she’s quite unpleasant. 


I came-to Rome to study art, 
| And found the life extremely jolly ; 
For Cupid pierced me with a dart 
| Shot from the dark brown eyes of Polly. 
She theught that “ Polly” sounded “low,” 
And tried to fine us each a guinea 
Whenever we addressed her so— 
Declaring we must,call her Minnie! 


The sums accruing from this fine 

Were monstrous, only no one paid her ; 
I promised I would give her mine 

As soon as [ my wife had made her. 
She said she’d rather have them now, 

And know for certain where they went to ; 
And as to wedding me, why, how 

Could I imagine she’d consent to! 


Though life is short, and art:is long, 

And spent in days of fun and chaffing ; 
Enriched by beauty,. wine, and song, 

The nectar of life’s goblet quaffing, 
Hope’s lottery made glad our lives, 

Its tickets all were shared between us, 
We didn’t care for winning wives, 

But only wished to draw a Venus ! 


Excess exhaustion will produce, 
As surfeit on indulgence follows ; 
, ee / We couldn’t see the slightest use 
nai iy In plaster Clytes and Apollos ; 
BY We had so much of legs and arms, 
And casts of ev’ry heathen beauty, 
We failed at last to see their charms, 
And only copied them from duty. 


But ‘twas not beauty, it was love, 
That made me often draw my Polly ; 
She was a model far above 
A marble girl—and much more jolly ! 
And when she hung upon “ the line,” 
She also hung upon my shoulder ; 
And after that I made her mine 
Before we were a fortnight older. 








OUR “WORKS.” 


AND os, the “Works” have done something for us, and 
supposing t y haven't, what then? It don't trouble me much about 
what London's like, I can tell you. I hate London, and I always 
did. And what do I care about improvements? All the broad 
streets in the world won't make my liver better than it is. And what 
do I care about fine sites? Why, I take a sight at ‘em. There's 
a pun for you, and | don’t think that I often make an ass of myself 
that way. And what good has the Thames Embankment done for 
me over and above my having to pay something towards it? Lon- 
don’s much handsomer than it u to be. So it may be, and so you 
may be if you like. I used to like London, when it was London, a 
good deal better than I do now. What's the good of open streets 
unless it is for people in the distance to catch sight of you that you 
don’t want to have engtning to do with ? 

There’s a new statue of Sir Bartle Frere up. Is there? I should 
like very much to know how much that will add to my income. If 
a new flower-pot was stuck in the clock at the Law Courts, I do 
believe there are some idiots who would try to make out it was a 
public benefaction. I’m getting heartily sick of all this twaddle, I 
can tell you. Well, Shaftesbury Avenue. It’s a great improvement. 
Is it? Well, as I never want to sniff the air from the slums by 
Leicester Square, I can't exactly see how that concerns me. And I 
don’t quite see what a lot of St. Giles’s bird-fanciers can care about 
street improvements. We're used to fresh air ; they’re used to smells. 
Let ‘em have ‘em if they like ’em. Do you mean to tell me that a 
frog would prefer a marble-lined bath, scented with rose-water, to a 











dirty pond? Nota bit of it; he likes it ; it’s his natural state. So 
do the poor, so don’t talk so much about sanitation and all that, but 
leave ’em alone, That's how the Russians get on with the Tartar 
beggars they conquer. They don’t interfere with their private affairs. 
If they like to live in huts and get fever, they let’em. They don’t 
bother themselves about converting the ignorant to civilization. A 
parcel of confounded nonsense. It makes me quite sick to hear of 
it. And then people go on talking about their duty to the poor as if 
they were so many double-distilled Peabodys, It’s the age of 
universal humbug; that’s what the present time is. And one would 
think, from hearing numskulls cackle, that we were going to have a 
Golden Age. He! he! What’s come of all your exhibitions and 
congresses? Why, wars and dynamites,and murders. Bah! We're 
all a bad lot, and nothing under the sun will ever improve us, no 
matter what it is. You go bail. DIOGENES TUBBS. 








Hatmospheric Phenomenon. 


EVERYONE has heard of a “ capful of wind;” but the latest atmo- 
spheric novelty is a “wind full of hats.” It happened, of course, 
across the Hatlantic. A perfect shower of straw hats was rained 
down at Medfield, Norfolk County, U.S.A., they having been “cy- 
cloned” from a manufactory ten miles off. A wind that fetches 
along its own hats must be a “ head” one, surely. 





SHAKESPEARIAN MOTTO for the new President of the Royal Society 
of British Artists.—“ I'd Whistler off.” 
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The Tragedy of Cuddling Jack. 


By A MARINE WHO WON'T COMMIT 
HIMSELF. 


It’s not that I knows it myself, d’ 

But I tells the yarn as was toll am? 
For him as give it me, cut and dry, 

He worn’t the chap for to stick at a lie. 
Which his morial sense was horful dim— 
But J don’t in no ways resemble him. 
From weracity’s path [ ’ates to swerve, 
So I gives you the tale with hall reserve. 


The sun was a-shinin’ (as I’ve heerd say), 
When the Sairer Elizer sailed away 

The sailors desartin’ of their abodes 

And a-puttin’ to sea off Yarmouth Roads— 
Which that yo A Ser given to hunderstand), 
Was orf as a whaler to Newfun’land, | 

And hall the gals is ready to aver 

As Cudderling Jack was aboard of her. 


Now, Cudderling Jack was give (by his pals) 

That name on account of his ways with gals, 

And (I’ve heerd) he desarved the name a bit 

By a-truthfully living hup to it; 

But (they say) to the nor’-nor’-east of Man 

There lived a lass (which her name it was 
Hann, 

And her heart was sad and her eyes was 
dim) 

As had most right to his cuddles an’ him. 


Now the ship sailed on (as was told to me) 

With her royals set and a-goin’ free, 

When, all of a sudden (I’m led to suppose), 

A right-down ’urrykin up an’ arose ; 

The lightning it flashed, and the thunder 
roared, 

The mizen and mainm’st went by the board, 

The sails from the yards was rent and tore, 

And the Sairer Elizer run ashore. 


Now the night was dark (so I’ve been in- 
formed), 

And the Cap’en he said as he was gormed ! 

If, takin’ him then an’ there, he could say 

To a hinch or so, how his bearings lay. 

But (if my informant’s to be believed), 

With the dawn a Heastern town was per- 
ceived, 

“ And,” he says, “them’s minarets, I can 
swear, 

It’s Turkey in Europe or Leicester Square.” 


As the ship was a-breaking up, he swore 
As he’d pipe all hands for a ‘os 
Which there wasn’t a soul in all the crew 
As I can discover) objected to ; 
o they spent the day in their Sunday best, 
A-wisitin’ objects of hinterest, 
And buying a shawl, a view, or a gm— 
And Cudderling Jack was along with them. 


Now a Turkish young party, taut an’ trim, 

Is rather supposed to have winked at him, 

(Them things they wear with the eyelets too 

Are well adapted for them so to do) ; 

And I’m blest if that Jack—it’s the way with 
some— 

Didn’t right to that female’s charms suc- 
cumb! 

He followed her home and rejoiced, no doubt, 

Till Pa unexpectedly bowled them out! 


Ah! sweet was that damsel (as I’ve heerd 
tell) 

And J ack, too, would class uncommonly well, 

But baa sleep where they sank, without 
muc 

Somewheres or other in the Bosphorus. 

Hard was the task of that wenturesome man 

As went for to break the news to his Hann. 


For nothing could ever her grief ty cy 
And she died at length—of extreme old age. 
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That “pa” was punished for his crimes im- 
mense, 

He was knighted (they tell me) for some 
offence, 

And the Cap’en died at ninety—I think 

His end was a deal ’astened by drink. 

So the lot of them heaved their latest sigh 

(You'll notice as this is a tragedy), 

But I wouldn’t take on, if I was you, 

For I don’t suppose as arf of it’s true. 





Tarry. 

I pIp not hear the whole of the conversa- 
tion, but what I did amused me. 

‘‘ Yus, sir,” said a weather-beaten seafaring- 
looking man, “the Cheerful Sally were as 

urty a little craft as you’d wish to see, and 
Fetes her like a babby——” 

“But,” said his listener, a tall gentlemanly 
man, with an ivory-handled umbrella under 
hisarm. “Of what kind was the vessel—a 
schooner, a steamer, a brig, or what?” 

“Tor’ bless your honor’s ‘art, no! She 
warn’t none o’ them air. She were a coal- 
barge as plied from Nine Ellums to——”’ 

That is where I left. 





“HuL.Lo! what have you been up toi?” 
greeted the ears of Tompkins as he sailed out 
of the ready-made department of the clothing 
establishment of Messrs, Moses and Aaron. 
“Only buying a Jew suit,” was the infiuenza- 
laden reply as he passed away sneezingly into 


the sunlight. 
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HOTCH POTOH. 

He (who has just sung more or less indif- 
ferently).—* I think you ny oblige us, Miss 
Sharply. I think those little birds who cansing 
but won't are really most objectionable,” 

She (with a quiet smile).—*“ Very likely, 
Mr. Spooner ; but I consider those little birds 
who ean't sing but will sing much more ob- 
jectionable.” 

When he had time to think it over he came 
to the conclusion that her remark was personal, 


Jones.—“ Young Smith is going fast to the 
bad, It is a pity we cannot check him in any 
way.” 

Brown.—"T have always found, my: dear 
boy, that when an extravagant young fellow 
like Smith is so far gone on the road to ruin, 
a cheque generally has the effect of hastening 
the catastrophe.” 


THE following anecdote has been attributed 
to several celebrated lawyers, but we are 
assured that Mr. Montagu Williams was really 
~ hero — y He was in oe Sunday 
when the clergyman was preaching nst 
Lasting cod oF maybe este he til anneal 
that sulphurous old gentleman. At the con- 
clusion of the sermon Williams whispered to 
a friend, “ Not a bad sermon, but some of his 


statements were quite ez , and I should 
like to be heard on the side, I think] 
could somewhat alter the impression that he | 


| has made on the jury.” 














Ew To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor docs not bind himself 


te acknowledge, return, or 
accompanted by a hamped and directed envelope. 


pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
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A NEW DANGER TO HUSBANDS. 
Ist Young Wife to 2nd ditto —* AND WHAT DO YOU THINK, DEAR, OF THE IRISH, ITALIAN, AND DANISH EXHIBITIONS?” 
2nd Y. W.—“* THEY HAVE WORRIED ME AWFULLY EVER SINCE I WENT, LOVE, FOR I PREVAILED ON DEAR GEORGE TO BUY 
ME D&ESS STUFFS OF ALL THE MOST BEAUTIFUL EXHIBITS, AND I CAN’T MAKE ‘UP MY MIND WHICH TO HAVE MADE UP 














First!” [1st ¥. W. is moved to tears. 
The Board of Works Scandal. For corruption appears to exist in that | That it fully deserves a most stringent 
(SEE CARTOON.) body eee | go, 
To a quantity never supposed before. To turn its proceedings al] inside out. | 


’Tis sufficient to make her fee] fierce as a 





Vandal, | Though certainly high in its own estimation, | And we'd not be surprised if she gave it a 
When Madame Metropolis finds there lurks | From underhand tricks it did not recoil, | ; drubbing, . 
Such a —s substratum of matter for | And its fingers have greedily sought lubrica- Some hard-sounding smacks it would scarce 
scanda | tion | enjoy, ; 
In her bantling who's known as the Board By a generous use of impure palm-oil. | When its mammy has finished the process of 
of Works. | | scrubbing 
While its ways have been so badly-ordered | The brat she accosts as “ You Dirty Boy.” 
Ite respectable guise has turned out to be | and miry, 
“shoddy,” | So overcast with suspicion and dreadful AN Organ that often wants blowing — 
Its conduct what all of us must deplore, doubt, The Nasal Organ. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL 


TOUCHES. 
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(1) This new coroner, having just “sat on” a body, 
By way of his “footing” stands glasses of 
toddy. 


(2) Her Majesty, though she’s to town now a stranger, 
In the Volunteer cause “picks a bone” with 
George “ Ranger.” 








(3) Lord Wolseley, who finds not enough “take the 
shilling,” 
Would fain give the boys of the School Board a 
drilling. 
(4) Leather trimmings will soon be in fashion, ’tis silly, 
Still, here is a sketch of a well-harnessed “ filly. 





(5) A light-coated moe not deeming it rammy 
To be smudged by asweep flue enraged atachummy. 
(6) Of Algerian locust-plagues now there a fuss is— 
But here you will notice a plague of low “ cusses.” 
(7) Boulanger’s to visit Howard Vincent this seasion, 
And “ Not to-day, baker!” won't be V.’s expression. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE summer sun brings little joy to 
the bosomof the “ professional,” be 
he or mummer. For the 
former, it taketh the visitor from 
his portals, it teneth his book- 
ings, and causeth the dust to cover 
the “ house full” boards, which, by- 
the-way, are always more house 
full than ornamental. For the 
latter, tis a more serious matter, 
and it seems to gather more serious- 
ness every day. There issomething 
of chaos in the profession just now ; 
the touring system has killed the 
stock companies, and is itself dying 
of its own follies—apparently with- 
out an heir. 


THIS is not the mummer’s only 
cross. The supply of him is enor- 
raously in excess of the demand for 
: him, so that in slack times like 
ow . these much of him has to go the 

Ow 15 THE Summer OF OUR Dis wall. Notalittle of theglut in the 

market is due to those genial ladies 
and gentlemen who “train pupils for the stage.” The puppet-like 
ability required for touring with “London successes” is not difficult 
to implant, and off goes the novice on his “engagement procured.” 
Presently he taketh to himself knowledge of improved experience, 
and demandeth higher salary ; but the supply of novices faileth not, 
and he findeth it no go, so that, unless peradventure he hath other 
things to fall back upon, he breakfasteth, dineth, and suppeth on the 
hope deferred that maketh the heart sick and the temper sour. 





But this is scarce matter that can be properly gone into here—for 
would it not require the volumes of the “ Encyclopedia Britannica” 
to discuss in all its phases ?—so I will e’en drop it. I was led into my 
remarks by the sight of the theatres closing one by one, the gentle 
Ward's libel case, and the glimpse I catch now and again of some 
depressed vendor of comedy or tragedy disconsolately scanning the 
advertisements in the Hra and the kindred sheet that journal so 
amusingly dubs “a contemporary paper.” 


THINGS being rather quiet this week, and the dramatic critic having 
had a singularly quiet time of it lately (I don’t think there have been 
more than three plays per diem for a considerable period), I’ve been 
indulging in a little second sight or two—“ two” is exactly it, in short. 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Here, on Monday in last week, Joseph's 
Sweetheart reached its hundredth representation. It is, of course, 
altogether a much neater and closer piece of work than it was at first, 
but there really was not room for very much improvement beyond the 
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THE SUMMER SEASUON.— Acting Manager (to Friend and Partner ).—* Capital 
house, old man; fifteen in the pit and two stalls just paid to come in!” 
Pariner.—“ Good business! I told you the piece would be a draw.” 


calm of assured success. Mr. Thomas Thorne’s Parson is as quaint, 
as lovable, as pure in pathos and humour as anybody ought to wish ; 
Miss Kate Rorke’s Fanny is as sweet and fresh as the country she is 








supposed to to, and Mr. Conway is as handsome and fervid a 
lover as even such a heroine deserves. Was fascinating naughtiness 
ever better portrayed than by Miss Vane? or profligate dandyism 
than by Mr. de? Was choleric Wales ever seen in more comical 
guise than that presented by Mr. Fred Thorne? and could the ghost 
of Fielding sabe a more glib and unconscious Mrs. Slipslop than 
Miss Eliza Johnstone has on handforhim? Mr. Blythe has mellowed 
and quieted his clever little melodramatic study, ~— Jim. Then 
have you not stately Mr. W. Rignold, sprightly Mr. Scott-Buist, and 
handsome Miss Gladys Homfrey to complete the tale? Faith! 'tisa 
worthy show, and goeth healthily and strong. 


THE CRITERION.—This was another show I peeped in upon. I 
and one other, at least—a pair of peepers, in fact. There’s not much 
to be said about it, however, except that it is as well as ever. Maybe 
Miss Moore’s Ada has gained a littlein fulness—maybe it has not—it 
is sweet and gentle enough, anyway. Mr. Wyndham is about as much 
“all there” as he was to begin with, and Mr. David James is con- 
siderably more so—though he does not seem really happy in the part 
either. One point to note, there is, by-the-way: Mr. Giddens has 
returned to his sorrowing Cri., and Squire Chevy, one of his best per- 
formances, is much appreciated. 


Nops AND WINKsS.—There is not much to be said with respect to 
the marionettes at the Italian Exhibition. Zhe Deluge is rather 
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THE DRAMATIC INSTRUCTOR.—Likely Looking Object.—“Want to learn 
hactin’? Well, you've come to the right shop this time, / can tell you. £30 is 
my charge for six lessons, an’ dirt cheap, too. Engagements at £100 a week 
procured immediate—when efficient.. Plenty of £100 engagements flyin’ about.” 


funny, but, though: the whole thing is interesting from its novelty, 
the ballet, and, consequently, the whole entertainment, is too long— 
for us, at any rate. The show in general here is pretty complete 
now, and the grounds just the place to spend a happy day in.—} 
Kleptomania, at the Strand, I was not able. to see; and the operas, | 
though they go on with undiminished splendour and patronage, are 
only now repetitions, with slight variations in the casts, as the 
singers from Mr. Harris’s wonderful stock come forth one by one.— | 
Mr. R. D’Albertson’s annual benefit matinée takes place at the Avenue |! 
on the 16th proximo. What he proposes to give you I don’t yet |} 
know, what you propose to give him is, I hope, a bumper.—Some wild 
geniuses have discovered a likeness between Messrs.Carton and Raleigh’s 
Treasure, and Mr. C. Thomas’s Paper Chase, There is a recipe for 
chutney in both pieces, and in each piece everybody is looking forthe 
article ; but if Mr. Thomas had known all along what Messrs. Carton 
and Raleigh were driving at, and vice versi, and each party 
had tried to keep one play from resembling the other, and if 
they had compared notes all through—they couldn't have got 
them more unlike, in my opinion. There’s some resemblance be- 
tween them in starting point, but it’s by no means a new one.— 
I told you some while since that Miss Amy Roselle would present 
The Double Marriage at the Prince of Wales’s this (Tuesday) after- 
noon. I’m sorry to say that I have it on good authority (it’s not the: 
authority that I am sorry about, but the circumstance to which I am 
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going to refer) that this is to be the lady’s only appearance during’ 
this season. Does she really expect to fit all her admirers into one 
house in once! Miss Roselle has been working hard in the provinces 
for some months, and perhaps she is wise to take a rest ; but in spite 
of her having married Mr. Dacre, she must remember that she belongs 


to us, and we can’t afford to have her hiding away toolong. Verb. sap. 
NESTOR. 
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Aristocrat Argot. 


THERE are many funny phases 
In the language of the day ; 

It now shows such “shady” phrases 
That 'tis “ ".uage, many say. 
And the last that fashion’s ring wished 

With our lan to be linked, 
Is a fresh word for distinguished 
Called “ Distinct!” 


Say that anyone possesses 
In the matter of attire, 
Hats or bonnets, coats or dresses, 
“iSociety ” can admire ; 
Then “ Society’s” confession 
Of regard for those thus “ prinked,” 
Is conveyed in the expression 
“ How distinct!” 


All distinguished, well-graced mummers, 

(Not too numerous, by-the-way)— 
All the “ swellest” foreign comers 

Who are here to sing or play— 
Painters, too—e’en those pretenders, 

At whose daubs Dame Fashion winked, 
Are described by their defenders 

As “ Distinct.” 


And in marriage market movements 
(If the turf phrase you'll excuse) 
All the new so-called. imprevements 
In our speech the “‘smart” folk use. 
Every eligible parti 
Whose position can’t be blinked, 
Is pronounced in manner hearty 
“ Most distinct.” 


“ Distinet”’ are Fashion's “ props” too, 
(Meaning furniture and such), 
‘‘ Distinct ” of course, the shops, too, 
Where “ Society” spends much, 
Indeed, ’tis now but seldom 
That this word’s from them unlinked, 
For, you know, all ways of swelldom 
Are “ Distinct.” 
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An Ayr-y Nothing. 
THE Tories, for their last defeat, 
Pretend they do not care ; 
The notion they profess to treat 
As a trifle light as air. 


Yet in their heart of hearts they know oan 
Tis not a gay affair ; KX) 
To have such voting as they show ° ) 1X 

In trifles light as Ayr. XX’ , 
For well they know that they ere long \ (> 
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May wallow in despair ; y 
Of this there’s confirmation strong y GY Lp 
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Needing Ex-Sponging. 
WE read that the sponge-fishers met with 
success, 
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For they in their calling are “ plungers ;” 


But l te h ust 
Coe en as eee ee A LITTLE TRAGEDY AT THE ZOO; OR, THE ELDERLY MASHER’S MISTAKE. 


confess, 
If they also had caught a few “spongers.” 





In Three Acts. 











His Bitter Experience. 

His best friend would not have called old Sokitup a temperance 
man. For years everything of a fluid nature had been swallowed by 
him with a savageness that betokened a powerful thirst. 

At last nature struck and brought him up short with the jumps, 
liver, and last, but not least, dropsy. 

A friend called on him. “How are you, old man?” said the friend. 

“ Very bad,” said Sokitup, “they’re coming to tap me to-morrow.” 

“Well, perhaps you'll get all right then,” said the sympathiser. 

“I’m ’fraid not,” said the sick man; “nothing in this house ever 


lasted long after it was tapped.” 


How To cut A PERSON.—Look daggers at him. 








THE match-making mamma is popularly —— to be the outcome 
of fashionable society, and to be a dweller in quarters of 
the town; but this, like most notions, is a delusion and a 
snare, Thousands of poor girls in the Kast-end can boast of “ match- 
making mammas” too, and the matches they make are “safety ” ones 
—which is more than can be always said for those manufactured by 


their West-end rivals. 


WHaAT a strange thing it is that nobody, from the Arch of 
Canterbury down to the smallest street preacher, can iensooglise 


religion from the loaves and fishes! General Booth now claims the 
right to compensation in the event of his musical (/) processions 


being prohibited. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


GETTING TRAINED UP TO IT; OR, THE REGULAR 
COURSE OF EVENTS. 


(“It has been decided in Ireland to resist the collection of the surtax levied in 
respect of Constable Leahy.”— Newspapers. Finale as per usual !—FUN.] 


PHASE I.—RIDICULE. 


= KE WSBOY. ’Erey’ar! Latest erdi- 
aa on } tion! He! he! De-termina- 
\ 






j tion to resist the collection of 
\ the surtax levied in resp—— 
Blowed if 

He! he! 





Ho! ho! he! he! 
it ain’t too funny! 
Ere y’ar, sir. 

READER. What's this? ‘ De- 
termination to resist the collec- 
tion of the surt——-”  Tut-tut! 
Guffaw! Really too ridic 
Haw! haw! (Passes in con- 
temptuous silence tovther news.) 

First MEMBER OF GOVERN- 
MENT. Ho! ho! J7Zvv good! 
Seen this? “ Determination to 
resist the collect 9s 

SECOND M. or G. Oh, yes!— 
I’ve seen it. Too funny, really. 
(They grin amusedly, and pass to the weather.) 

NEWSPAPER ARTICLE. “ The latest news from Ireland will cause 
some amusement. It has been decided to resist the collection, Xc., 
&c. It is impossible to treat such intelligence from a serious point of 
view, as there can, of course, be but one issue to an affair so absurd. 
The law will take its ordinary course, the tax will be collected by the 
ordinary means, and there will be an end of the matter.” 


\\ 











J. - Qe 


PHASE I[,.—DISCUSSION. 


NEWSBOY. ’EFre y’ar! Latest erdition! Public and Ministerial 
opinion of the determination to resist the collection of, &c.,&c. ‘Ere 
y ar, sir! 

READER, Eh?—hum! “Continued determination to resist,” &c. 
Affair seems to be acquiring a formidable aspect ; but of course the 
Government will make ‘em pay. (Jteads the latest news about the 
affair.) 

Kirst M, or G. Hum!—ha! Great bother, this determination to 
resist, &c. Suppose we'd better sit down and discuss the matter 
seriously ; though, of course, we shall have to make ‘em pay. Must 
enforce the jaw. 

SECOND M. or G. Oh, dear !—yes, most decidedly. Suppose we 
shall have to say something about the matter in the House. (7hey 
look serious.) 

News. AkT. “ As we recognised from the very first, the determina- 
tion to resist the collection of, &c., could not but be a question re- 
quiring serious study and deliberation, Although there can be no 
doubt that in the end the means already provided by the law will be 
found sufficient, yet the Government has done well in refusing to 
pass over the matter as one of little or no moment,” &c., &c. 


PHASE III.—DIFFICULTY. 


Important nooz! Spe- 


NEWSBOY. 'Ere y'ar! Latest erdition ! 
Important 


cial Cabinet Meetin’ about the Irish Surtax Difficulty. 
speeches! ‘Ere y’ar, sir! 

READER. Hum! Serious affair, this determination on the part of 
Ireland to resist, &c. Places Ministers in a very awkward position. 
Really one of the most 
difficult questions of 
modern times! (/?eads 
many columns on the 
subject with absorbed 
interest.) 

I'irst M. or Gov. 
‘Pon my word, don’t 
know what the deuce 
we are to do about 
this Irish Surtax Dif- 
ficulty. Whether to 
havea straight-off sit- 
ting for a whole week, 
and introduce a bill 
about it, or whether 
to appeal to the coun- 
try, or resign—— 

My dear feller, don’t ask me! 





SECOND M. or G. J don’t know! 
I’m going quite crazy about it—I'm sure Bismarck couldn't deal with 








such a dreadful difficulty—he'd go clean mad, I shall go and throw | 
myself off Westminster Bridge ! 

News. ART. “ As we indicated at the very outset, the Irish Surtax 
Difficulty is among the greatest problems which have ever presented 
themselves to the statesmen of the world. Whether a set of persons 
who refuse to obey the law in Ireland shall be treated im the same 
way as a similar set of persons in England is a problem which would 
defy the brain of a Solon, and utterly bewilder a Pitt,” &c., 


PHASE 1V.—SURRENDER. 

NEwsBoy. ’Ere y’ar! Latest erdition! Decision of the Gover- 
ment to remit the Surtax. ’Ere y’ar! 

READER. Ah! Dearme! What arelief, to be sure! Now, per- 
haps, Imperial legislation will be able to resume its course, and the 
world will not come to an end this week. 

First M. or G. O-o-h! Give me a chair. What a fearful time 
we have passed through. I feel I must really go to Aix-les-Bains to 
recruit. 

SECOND M. oF G. Do-oon’t speak to me! 
quite done up. O-o-o-h! 

News. ART. “As we predicted from the first, it has been found 
impossible to enforce the collection of the Surtax in face of the deter- 
mined opposition. The course taken by Ministers was the only one 
compatible with the continued existence of Great Britain and of the 
Universe,” &c., &c. 

Mr. Fun. Very well, then—I won’t pay my income-tax! (Tries 
it ; and is packed off to prison in two twoes.) 


I can’t answer. I’m 








We Fear no Foe. 


THERE are worse foes than the foreign armies whose possible inva- 
sion of our shores “the highest military authorities’ mouth so much 
about, and go in such fear of. They are cholera, typhoid, scarlet 
fever, smallpox, and such epidemics. But even these need not be 
feared if people will only protect themselves by proper and timely 
use of Sir William Burnett’s Disinfecting Fluid. For five-and-forty 
years it has worked wonders in routing these enemies, and now 

Its banner waves o’er lands and seas, 
As conqueror of fell disease. 





Volun-Tir National. 


THE acquisition of gold proving more attractive than the scattering 
of lead, the ring of the bullet will be heard at Wimbledon for the last 
time this year. The National Rifle Association is diligently seeking 
another range in which to do their firing. To each proposed site some 
objection is raised—the “ifs” stand in the way of the “butts.” 
“George Ranger” not being a rifle ranger cannot help them in their 
endeavours to secure Richmond Park for their annual meeting, but 
the Chief Commissioner of Works has promised that the ground shall 
be surveyed by a competent person—with a view, we suppose, to 
“adjusting the site.” 

















FERVOUR. 


Amanda,—‘ And will you always love me, Rudolpho, as you do: 
now?” 

Rudolpho.— Always the same, my darling!” 

Amanda.—* And you will never, never change, my ownest own?” 

Rudolpho.— Never, my soul's emollient, though the crick in my 
neck were fifty times as bad as it is!” 
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SOME MEMS. OF THE 


ITALIAN EXHIBITION. 











EXPOSING AN EXPOSITION. 


I’VE been over here in Brussels for a day or two. I’ve been to the 
Exhibition, as if I wasn’t ass enough already for going to see those 
in London. I wonder what's the good of exhibitions, after all. That 
lunatic, Jones, would talk about international concord. He’s simply 
imbecile, and, what’s more, always was imbecile. Concord, indeed ! 
As if people liked other people any the better for advertising their 
trades in their country, and cutting ’°em out. Why, look at the 
Italians. They’ve stuck their stuff about all over Europe, and are 
beginning to cut everybody out everywhere. Once it was the Ger- 
mans shoving their rubbish in everywhere. Certainly it was rubbish 
generally. And the Italians, why, their wines, and their pickles, and 
their eggs knock our markets out altogether. That’s the good that 
comes of your exhibitions, And their furniture and glass, too. Why, 
everybody’s mad about it all. Bah! I say. 

Exhibitions only help to show people how they can upset each 
other, and so hate each other all the more. Nations are only like 
costermongers. There’s nothing they like better than a row when 
they see another barrow full of stock coming their way. 

It’s the same everywhere. You go to a fair and see how the stall- 
keepers are always rowing with each other. What makes me wild is 
all this sickening twaddle about your civilization, and all the rest of 
it. Noone with a grain of common sense puts a shilling’s-worth of 
faith in any of it. I don’t. As if we were any better for all the 
civilization under the sun. We're all more ready to bayonet each 
other than ever we were. We all sincerely hate our fellow-creatures, 
and what on earth’s the good of pretending to the contrary? J don't 
pretend. Jdo hate my fellow-creatures. If I've any money to leave 
behind me, Ill leave it to form an institution to suppress Interna- 
tional Exhibitions, and to put people down who talk about interna- 





tional brotherhoods, As if the word brother, too, suggested anything 
that was particularly nice. My elder brothers always punched me, 
and I always punched my younger brothers, and so took it out of 
things that way. You go into a fowl-yard and throw a bit of meat 
down. See how the cocks and hens will peck each other's eyes out 
over it. And then the cock who’s taken the most always crows the 
loudest, That’s the real principle of your universal brotherhood. 
sah ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








An Ac-comma-dating Comma. 

THE Counsel for an Italian under sentence of death at Bridgport, 
Conn., intends taking the case before the Board of Pardon, resting 
his hopes of the commutation of sentence on the misplacement of a 
comma, Sentences unless properly punctuated frequently lose their 
meaning, and the alteration of this little comma may result in a 
neatly-turned sentence and a prolonged period instead of a full stop 
to the life of the wanderer from the sunny South. 





UNTIL quite recently the name “ Crosstree”’ has usually been asso- 
ciated with the captain of that ilk, the ditty “ Captain Crosstree is 
his name” having once been all the rage. Now the word may be 
said again to be all the rage, but it isin connection with science as 
applied to braces, ‘The Crosstree Brace" having been proved to be 
the most perfect patent in this particular, adapting itself readily to 
every movement of the body; and it also improves the fit of the 
trousers. Obviously they are specially suited to poets, for it is a fact 
that Puta nascitur, non “ fit.” 


WINE WE WOULD RATHER NOT DRINK.—The port of London. 
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IN THE CAUSE OF BEAUTY. 


(“THE hedges were lumbered with a lot of useless pollard willows.”—Latest atrocious opinion of the Scientific Farmer. “Farmer: An uglifier of the country.”— 
Dietionary.] 
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The Painter stood amid the beauties of nature. He smiled with ineffable joy. He gazed around, his soul filled with a reverential delight. “How neat!” 


he murmured, 


id 
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Then the Farmer came aleng. “I must just cut dewn that useless row o’ trees,” he remarked; “and clear away that useless undergrowth; and level those hills; 
. . ’ F ‘ F ’ - , 
and git the sky painted mud-colour instid o’ that bloo: and kill all the singin’ birds.” But an avenging form tracked bim to his lair 


eile hate” 





% 


a 
ve 


ia uu 
Pe / = 
4a 


r<c 


Wy nh, 





¢ 

\ 

m~ r - 
\ ren ou * 


And when the form emerged from the fatal thicket, it was seen to wipe a dreadful, dreadful palette-knife. So there is still some beauty left in nature ; and the 
form is to receive a gold medal and a testimonial on vellum from the lovers of the beautiful. Subscriptions may be sent to FUN Office, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

BEAUTIFUL words were those uttered in both Houses on Monday, 
when Lords and Commons, on behalf of themselves and the nation, 
tendered to our own widowed Empress-Queen, and, throngh her, to 
her widowed Empress daughter, heartfelt sympathy in the great 
ee a ee of the other. And noble - 
rics befitting the noble soul iis padlans with decling and 
listened to with reverence and emotion on all sides. 

A sop, and a very small one, to Cerberus. That is what Lord 











Salisbury’s Bill setting his own House in order comes to. Five life 
peers or less per annum, three of the five to be chosen from among 
judges of two years’ standing, rear-admirals and major-generals. 
Well, Mr. Gilbert has told us many a time and oft of the abilities and 
natural endowments of the modern major but isn’t the mili- 
tary element, and are not the naval and j elements, sufficiently 
strong in the ure already? Oh, but there is the leaven of the 
civil service. tape is coming to the aid of the cocked hats. 
“Somerset House young man,” read your Zimes with a yet lordlier 
air, and treat your humble master, the British Public, with yet more 
contumely, for the glorious future contains for you a possible peerage. 
You'll make a splendid lord! You are Tory to the backbone ; os 
are supercilious ; yon don’t like work, and your training as a public 
incubus in a minor degree will be capital probation prior todeveloping 
into one on a larger scale, Ambassadors, too, are eligible for one of 
these three coronets, Well, ambassadors do a deal for their 
country. They spend a lot of money, and occasionally involve their 
state in a war or two, giving the sucking rear-admirals and major- 
generals a chance of qualifying for “our new nobility.” 
All the rest of the community have two coronets between ’em. 
Quite enough, too, for such persons as philanthropists, philosophers, 
doctors, scholars, men of science, art, and letters. 
And the of the life is not at any time to exceed fifty. 
“ Black " are to be expelled the fold. Seeing the sort 
of men noble lords associate with and the manner of men tolerated in 
the “ napee suckles,” it is to be presumed that the sheep to be ex- 
pelled be “of the t dye”’—indeed, lamp-black p- 
In the Commons, on same night, didn’t the Parnellites give 
themselves Ayr(s)! Considerable tre on exists among Minis- 
terialists. Bung is very wroth with Ritchie, and threatens reprisals 
at next election. “The British public(!)” quoth mine host of “ The 
— Whistle.” “ What price the British public-house now?” 
Denman is noted among his peers for his harmless eccentrici- 
ties. The latest of these was his intention, ultimately abandoned, of 
“Calling the House” as if it were Queen o’ the May, Mother— 
certainly it is at times sleepy enough to warrant calling. 





After all the police have brought the Ministry :to defeat. The 
clause of the Local Government Bill, giving control over them to 
Quarter Sessions was, on the amendment of Mr. John Morley, 
decisively defeated. One thing is apparent, viz., that the “county- 
family ” influence is henceforth doomed—not a day too soon. 

On Wednesday, the Newspaper Libel Bill was being considered in 
committee pari passu with the consideration of the great newspaper 
libel case in court. 
- Balfour assured the “ bhoys” he had no intention of leaving them, 
so dissipating a thought to which, perhaps, the wish stood in loco 

arentis. 
. On Thursday Mr. Hanbury’s revelations regarding War Office con- 
tract jobbery showed John Bull more clearly than ever, if possible, 
how shamefully and systematically he is robbed all along the line. 
Falstaff declared that all men are liars. Officialism seems to confess 
that a rtion of them are thieves also. 

On Friday fi Ritchie formally deserted his faithful Bung. 








Eureka ! 


[After a delay of fifteen years, the War Office has rewarded Major Watkin, R. A., 
with £25,000, and a retaining fee of £1,000 for ten years, for his great gunnery in- 
vention for the better protection of our coasts and shipping, the “ position-finder.”] 


A GREAT “ position-finder,” which was some years back invented, 
Has, at last, by our War Office been acquired ; 
And five-and-twenty thou. has just its maker been presented, 
For by experts his invention is admired. 
The new “,position-finder.” strengthens coast-defence conditions, 
And now, methinks, we only need a “ finder of positions.” 


What to do with sons and daughters, is a most perplexing question— 
Where to place them best a livelihood to gain ; 
Now, this “ position-finder” has suggested a suggestion 
Which I hereby offer—not, I trust, in vain. 
The “ position-finding ” Major (now he’s bent on useful missions), 
Might invent a patent automatic “finder of positions.” 


Say you work it with a penny (like the sweetstuff-box sensations), 
Meanwhile muttering the profession of your choice— 

Then out might fall a voucher to ensure you situations, 
With salaries to make your hearts rejoice. 

Every species of vocation, fit for various ambitions, 

Might be showered upon us daily by the “ finder of positions.” 


And those about to marry and who fear lest their finances 
Will not let them cut the figure that they would— 
Afraid ‘ae income won’t allow of banquets, broughams, and 
ces, 
Might derive from this machine no end of 
Indeed ’twould save young couples many angry ebullitions 
If “ Position-Finder” Watkin made a “finder of positions.” 





COMPENCE-ATION.—Giving coppers in exchange for silver. 





























OPEN TO MISCONSTRUCTION. 


SCENE.—AT A DANCE OF A SUBSCRIPTION SERIES. 


I fancy a great falling off, don’t you think?” 


SEIS 





Young Thinkropp.— We seem rather bald to-night, Miss Lucy, ) 
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ee Clubs ” ! 


(“Society” mothers and fathers are re to be much 
exercised at the peculiar clubs frequented by their sons.] 


“ Society” fathers and mothers, 
And sisters, girl-cousins, and aunts, 
Grieve that sons, and male-cousins and brothers, 
Now affect some peculiar haunts. 
For there the lads foolishly frivol, 
Or “chorus” some music-hall drivel, 
And behave in a lunatic way. 
Till the daylight is dawning they're frisky, 
And wallow in soda-and-whisky 
At the “swaggerest” clubs of the day. 


With pugilists, punters, and players, 
Our “chappies”’ have many a “ burst,” 
And ’tis hard to say which, as drink “stayers,” 
Is, out of these classes, the worst. 
A sweet bit of Sabbath-night sparring, 
And Sunday-eve music-hall “starring ” 
Are matters that make them feel gay ; 
And often fair “ choristers”’ chortle 
Around the mashed muddle-head mortal 
At certain “smart” clubs of the day. 


They gamble and drink, and talk foully, 
(Yea, for “lowness” these clubs beat the pubs.) 
And next morning, extremely “ boiled-owly ” 
Are some of “ Society’s”’ cubs. 
Yes, “chippy” indeed is each chappie, 
Quite languid and limp and unhappy, 
Till night is again under way. 
Fun’s the friend of true frolic and revel, 
But he loathes that new road to the d 
The so-called “smart” club of the day. 





J]. 





Not from the M.P.-yrean. 


‘* LEGISLATORS AT SEA” is the name of an article, 
Touching the visit of M.P.s of late 

To “ Beresford’s Picnic ”—and here is a particle, 
Maybe of satire, permit us to state ; 

For, judging from Parliament’s pranks (which are free) 

*T would seem legislators are often “at sea”! 





IN spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of love. In spring a young (married) woman’s 
fancy lightly turns to thoughts of spring cleaning, and 
her husband’s to swear ool 








First Boatman.— ‘THINGS IS "MAZIN’ QUIET, WILLIAM. IF SO BE AS 
SOME WISITOR DON’T COME ALONG 800N, YOU'LL HEV TO SPIN THAT 
YARN "BOUT THE SEA-SARPINT TO ME TO KEEP YAR HAND IN, Bor!” 

Second Boatman.—“ JIst WHAT I WAR A-THINKIN’, BoR; AND I'LL 
HAVE TO WIND UP WITH TELLIN’ YE I'M MAIN DRY, AND AXIN' THE 
PRICE OF A PINT TO KEEP MY MOUTH IN, Bor.” 








HAND TO MOUTH. 





— - 








KNICKNACKS. 


“JT Am very sorry, but I must decline to contribute to your subscrip- 
tion,” said Stingeyman, when a friend asked him for a trifle towards 
the sufferers from the Edgware Road fire. “My hand is always open 
to the poor, but——” “ Yes, it is,” interrupted his acquaintance, 
“and you jolly well keep it open, don’t you?’ 


’Arry.—* Wot do they call this ere new gun wot shoots four thou- 
sand yards the ‘Maxim’ for—eh, Bill?” 

Bill (who's been to school ).—“ Acos it fires the ‘maximum’ dis- 
tance of any that’s been invented yet, of corse, stoopid!” 


A COLLIE dog has returned twice to Coatbridge in Scotland from 
Buncrana in Ireland by means of the steamer from Londonderry, 
where he had been sent by his former master. This goes to prove 
that the collie is of opinion that, under present circumstances, Ireland 
is not fit for a dog to live in. 


Funnyman (who has just discovered his friend, Mr. I. Rascible, in 
a brown study ).—*“By Jove, Rascible, what an artful attenuated 
canine you are!” 

I. Rascible.—“ What do you mean, sir !—how dare you-——” 

Funnyman.—“ Now, don’t be angry, I only meant to insinuate that 
you were a deep, thin cur—a deep thinker, don't yo~ see?” 


WE have for some time enjoyed the privilege of possessing a chain 
pier, and also a certain number of steamboat piers, and now we are 
promised half a hundred life peers! The chain pier used to be con- 
sidered ornamental, and the steamboat piers are undeniably useful, 
but the promised life peers, as far as we can see, will be neither one 


nor the other! 








; 
' 


“ Mn. MANSFIELD has retired from the Metropolitan magistracy. 
and Mr. Plowden has been appointed his successor.” There is a 
joke here for those who have the time and patience to work it out— 
about a man’sfield being ploughed on. Try it, gentle reader, and then 


claim it for your own. 


Liberal Voter.—* Well, how does Mr. As*l*y feel after the fall of 


his castle in the Ayr.” 
Tory do.—* He is rather upset, and I'm afraid he won't be any 


better until he gets a change of Ayr.” 


Some of the new coffee taverns are got up to represent gin palaces, 
with all the adventitious attractions of mirrors, metal,and marble, A 
well-soaked old toper mistook one of these the other evening, and 
floundering in, handed a small pocket-flask across the counter, and 
demanded “A quartern of the best.” The bottle was filled and 
returned, and the barman‘refused to accept payment for it, remarking 
that he should like to get him for a customer. The old sinner 
chuckled as he went out, but when he came to sample the contents 
he found it was water, and in spite of all his abuse, the barman main- 


tained to the last that that was “ the best,” 


IF it is true that the bread served out to our soldiers is made from 
mouldy flour, and that their meat consists chiefly of half-decomposed 
tinned provisions, their feeding arrangements are well named when | 
they are termed “ messes.” 


Simpson.— I wonder that the temperance people ever have their 
Sétes ry the Crystal Palace.” 

Noodle.—“ Why?” 

Simpson.— Because teetotalers generally have such an objection 


to the glass.” 
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A PUER MISUNDERSTANDING. 


First Sea Siren.—“ Come along, dear, let’s swim out tothat buoy.” 
Second 8. 8S.—‘ Oh, really, dear, I shouldn’t quite like to, unless 
he’s a very small boy.” 


NEW LEAVES. 


“SKETCHES in Prose and Verse,” by F’. B. Doveton (Sampson, Low, 

& Co.) We strongly advise all lovers of good prose and verse to gain 

on of this book as the only means of measuring its many and 

iversified merits. The author has been for a number of years an 
occasional and esteemed contributor to our pages. 

“ Poems on the Deaf and Dumb,” by W. R. Roe (Francis Carter, 
Derby). Many of these ms are very beautiful, and well calcu- 
lated to awaken the desired interest in the welfare of poor little deaf 
and dumb children.—‘ A Manual of the Type Writer,” by John 
Harrison, and “A Manual of Phonography,” by Isaac Pitman, are 
both works published by Isaac Pitman and Sons ; and both admirable 
works to bein the hands of those whose study or practice lies in 
either direction—We may here direct attention to a forthcoming 
“ Dictionary of Slang, Jargon, and Cant,” wherein the American, 
Gipsy or Romany, Yddish, and Tinker sections will be done by our 
highly valued contributor, Charles G. Leland (Hans Breitmann), 
than whom there is probably no one more competent. 

“ Pictures at Play,” by Two Art Critics, illustrated by Harry Furniss 
(Longmans, Green and Co.). This is a lively and skittish “skit,” 
wherein the sense is somewhat ‘‘scattered,” and the nonsense is quite 
“collected.” ‘The Doubting D,” by Fred M. White (R. Sutton and 
Co.). This is an amusing attempt to heap more ridicule on the already 
ridiculous cryptogram of the “ Doubting D.”—The summer number of 
The Boy's Own Paper, containing so many excellent pictures and 
delightful stories, will be a great treat for the young lads,—The 
summer number of Zhe Girl’s Own Paper is called “ Rosebud Garden,” 
and every leaf is covered with flowers of fancy, artistic and literary, 
in full bloom,—*“ Leslie’s Tourists’ Guide to the Scottish Highlands ” 
contains ample information in small space, and in almost painfully 
small type, for the use and benefit of the public at large. 

In our recent notice of ‘‘ Useful Notes for Travellers in Europe” we 
omitted to mention that the little book is given away by Messrs. Pitt 
and Scott, and can be obtained at their offices, 23 Cannon Street, E.C., 
or 7 Carlton Street, Regent Street, W. It has been suggested that 
the most useful notes for travellers are “ bank notes.” 














A POOR old woman of the name of Wilson had been so “ sweated ” 
in Manchester that last week she endeavoured to cool herself by 
jumping into the canal. But no doubt bathing was prohibited just 
there, so she was pulled out before she was quite cold, and taken 
before the strate, possibly in the hope that he would make it 
warm for her, but as it was proved that she had been earning 2s. 2d. 
a week (out of which she found her own needles, cotton, etc.,) and 
living (?) on the residue, the magistrate very justly considered that 
it would be no punishment for her to go to prison, so he discharged 
her, in order that she might return to the old mode of existence, 
probably thinking that this was the severest penalty he could inflict. 


June. 
By Ougk JUNE-I0R CONTRIBUTOR. 


OH, merry is the sunshine of the leafy month of June, 

How the poets love to warble this everlasting tune! 

But the poets’ songs of sunshine are but true chansons, I fear, 
For the plain prose June we have is dark and dismal, dull and drear. 


Now instead of sunny waistcoats a summer suits, 
We wear woollens buttoned closely, look as glum as mutes, 
If we see old Sol a moment we all rush forth toadmire, - 
Then, as heavy clouds eclipse him back we scurry to the fire. 


When our heads lie on the pillow come bright dreams of Brighton 


beach 
But with ‘morning there’s the question if that scene we e’er shall 
reach ; 
In our day dreams we have visions of fair Devon’s downs and dales, 
But at thought of summer’s winter all our courage quickly fails. 


Why go shivering to Ramsgate—why stand chill on Hastings pier? 
Why gaze o’er dismal waters, or at skies grey and severe, 

With our pile of rugs and wrappers, and in lieu of our loved cane, 
A miserable “ brolly ” to defend us from the rain? 


The gala days of picnics are but mem’ries of the past, 

In vain to streams and meadows our longing eyes are cast, 

For to lie upon the greensward is sure to bring us aches, 

And we'd shiver if we boated on the ponds, or streams, or lakes. 


So then songs of June’s bright sunshine are but most deceitful lays, 
And the “sumer is y-comen-in” won’t answer nowadays ; 

So your truthful poet warns you furs and wraps not to put off, 
And—atisha !—now to bed to be cured of cold and cough. 








Doll-orous. 
[An article written by a lady lately appeared in a magazine, showing that dolls 
are heathenish and wicked.] 
“ DOLLS are wicked,” writes a lady, 
In a certain magazine ; 
She must have a mind most shady, 
One that’s scarcely all serene, 
For to rob a girl of “dolly,” 
And of all its precious joys, 
Were a kind of maniac’s folly : 
Why, the very thought annoys! 
Bah! ’gainst dull and doll-less scholars 
We would gladly back our “ doll-ers.” 





Gaul Galled Again. 
THE people of Paris object, as you see, 

To the things Tisza told the Hungarian Diet ; 
‘Tis a Diet which doesn’t with Frenchmen agree, 
So of Tisza they murmur (and ditto say we) 

“Alas! Tisza pity he cannot keep quiet.” 














“Hough 





CRUEL. 


Sailor.— Stay! who comes this way? ‘tis not meet, darling, I 


should be seen.” 
Voice from the Gods,—“ Don’t be afraid, old salt, it’s only! 
Muggins, the cat’s-meat man, with the family saw.” 
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“The Wedding March.” 


(A poetical version of a recent incident 
at a Parisian wedding). 


Hits face was wreathed in beaming 


smiles, 
His form was decked in chic 
attire ; 
He hye ny stove-pipe -est of i | L | 
His high-heeled boots could WN jhe te 
scarce be higher. ade cil 
Thus up the Mairie steps he | nD A 
strode, Lisi lie 
With beauty radiant by his | |i} 
side ; | 
His eye it glistened, his cheek it ees ht) . 
glowed 1% : Kk 
At thought of her, his blooming | | |#@#0RRYaE. j 
bride. / Uj \ 
When suddenly there wildly tears f; de 
From out the crowd a female | 7774 @:,? 
form ; sinc 


A baby in her arms she bears, 


R 
i MAY 
Hi ton Ny, 





Her looks presage the coming | //"Resrppt! 
storm. ' 
“Perfidious villain! coward! f; | 
wretch !” 
The wordy stream unceasing 


pours, 
Broad grins the gaping crowd’s 
mouths stretch, 
While lustily the infant roars. 


The bridegroom turns green as a 


saint, 
The bride screams as brides only 
can, 
The bridesmaids all prepare to 
faint 
Into the arms of the “best 
man.” 
But suddenly “the female” 
stopped, 
Then smiled a sickly smile, and 
said,— 
“Excuse me, but I find I’ve 
‘dropped’ i/ 3 


Upon the wrong man!” and she 
fled. 





THE Rev. W. Allen, who has re- 
turned recently from Sierra Leone, 
says, ‘‘ The wholesale price of rum 
on the Benium River is 7s. 33d. 
per hundred gallons—less than one iin 
penny per gallon.” All future | 
letters to me are to be addressed, 
“FF, Jones, Benium River, Sierra | 
Leone.” 
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EXTRAORDINARY. 








On Dancers and Dancing. 


I. 

DANCING is of very ancient origin. How ancient we dance say, but 
it is probable that the waltz and galop have existed ever since the 
whirled went round. 

There are two classes of dancing (perfection in which can only be 
obtained in dancing classes), viz.,stage dancing and ball-room dancing. 

Stage-dancing may be sub-divided broadly into ballet and step- 
dancing, the former being distinguished by its cuts, the latter by its 
shuffles. 

The ballet, or dancing proper (by some termed improper) is the 
highest form of the art. In this, merit would appear to be the only 
road to success, for the most beautiful and graceful dancers always 
“come to the front.” This is occasionally the cause of jealousy amo 
the less fortunate coryphées, and gives rise at times to little tiffs an 
squabbles—hence the expression, “the pets of the ballet. 

The avocation, though very laborious, is still a healthy one, and 
stimulating to the appetites, giving its votaries capital twists, yet 80 
absorbing is the study, that their motto is invariably Grace before 
meals.” A strong constitution is, however, required for a successful 
dancer ; delicate girls, after spinning round for twenty minutes have 











been heard to remark, “It gave me such a turn!” The first requisite 
is to point the toes properly ; iu fact, no well-trained ballet-girl ever 
turns up her toes until she dies. 

Step-dancing (which can be easily acquired by taking the necessary 
steps) is an inferior, though very popular, branch of the art. It is 
often practised by errand boys when kept waiting at street doors, 
with the thermometer at freezing point, hence its title. 

In another paper (though still in these columns) we shall take a 
shot at balls, A room is usually required, and we have no room left 


at present. 
Se 


HE was a simple savage, far from his home in the South Sea 
Islands, A professional cannibal, he pined for his favourite food— 
the succulent missionary. But our boasted civilization responded not 
to his wants, and he was rye until, one day, his hu eye 
chanced on the inscription, “An rdinary every day, at two o'clock.” 
He didn't require a gin and bitters to whip up his appetite that time! 


_ ce ee ee 


HoROLOGICAL.—A compensating balance.—Liabilities £60,000, 
Assets £100,000. 





BD t bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
ga” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does no snomnpanted by a clamped ant directed onotloge. 
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INOPPOR-TUNE. 


Ted Lownger's fiancée (N.B.—the damsel with the flowing locks ).—“ OH, 1 DO so LOVE TO HEAR THE MUSIC OF THE MURMURING SEA 
Ted L.—* YES, MAUD, QUITE 80; BUT IT ALWAYS HAS ONE TUNE, DON’T YOU KNOW!” 

T. L. F’s Married Sister.—“ INDEED! AND WHAT IS THAT, PRAY?” 

Ted L.—* Way, NEP-TUNE!” {And for some minutes after that it seemed as though the engagement would be broken off—and no wonder. 
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The New Emperor. Which ’twould be hard to beat, Ovr astronomer informs us that there will 
p 
(SEE CARTOON.) And absolute trust he utter be two eclipses of the sun—one on July 9th 
OE rT NE. gh b In them and in their guns. and the other on the 7th of August—both 
is he ial i 
’ partial. Very partial indeed, but not to us 
Apparently, who now In = tie a as neither is visible at Greenwich. This 
Ascends the German throne, ation he of a ficht , being so we shall decline to make any 
=... oH pay new oy Sauitis devedae with delight— “ observations " on them. 
m us 
If there shoul 4 a sak: Like his never-to-be-forgotten 
Beloved d an : 
at. tines the trumpet loudly, eioved grandpapa. Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 18. 2d. 
aa seen Coreen aaee Lady Friend (who's dropped in after din- JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
> werell thale anthems fee ner).—* Oh, Mr. Brown is taking a nap, I see.” By FRANK BARRETT. 
And he'll bear hicanelf most proudly - Mrs. Brown.—“* Yes, he generally does after 
Should enemies appear. dinner. I never wake him, for if I do he Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
always seems nappish all the evening.” And | «& T 9 
He also thickly butters old Brown, who was sleeping with one eye HROUGH MY HEART FIRST! 
His country’s noble sons open, isn’t quite sure whether it was snappish By H. T. JOHNSON. 
Who work its naval fleet, or nappish! “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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